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And fmresty Uid his head upon her /ij/> 

And lo^d the shattered iasque^ and ehafed his hands^ 
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TO THE QUEEH 


Severed, beloved — 0 you that hold 
A nobler office upon earth 

\ Than arms, or power brains, or birth 

Chuld give the warrior kings of old^ 

VtcUnia, — since your Soyal grace 
I To me of less desert allmcs 

This laurel greener from the brows 
Of him that u(Jkr*d nothing base* 

A 

And should your greatness, and the care 
That yokes with empire, yield you time 
To make demand of modem rhyme * 

If aught of ancient worth be there ^ 

Then — while a sweder music wakes. 

And thro* wild March the throstle calls^ 
Where all about your palace-walls 
The sun-lU almond-blossom shakes — 

Take, Madam, this poor book of song; 

Eor thd the fauUs were thick as dust 


L 
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TO THE QUEEH. 


•HI 


r 


In vacant chambers, I cculd trust 
Yaur kindness. May you rule ia bmg. 

And leave us rulers of your blood 
As noble till the latest day! 

May children, of our children say, 

•• She vfTOught her people lasting good; 

"Her canrfvm pure; her life serene; 

Qod gave her peace; her land reposed; 
A thousand claims to reverence closed 
In her as Mother, Wfe, and Queen; 


“ And Oatesmen at her council md 

Who knew the seasons when to take 
Occasion by the hand, and make 
The bounds of freedom wider yet 


“ By shaping some august decree. 

Which kept her throne unshaken stiff, 
. Broad-based upon her peoples will. 
And compass'd by the inviolate sea." 


March, 1S51. 
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JUYENILTA< 



CLARIBEL. 

A UK LOOT* 


WiiERK Claribel low-tieth 
Jhe brwaiei |*au«<? and die, 
Lotting the mse*leave8 fall ; 
But the solemn oak-1 roe sigheth. 
Thick-leaved, umbrosial. 
With an ancient melody 
Of an in ward agony, 

Wliere Claribci low-lielh* 

II* 

At eve the licotlo boometh 
Athwart the thicket lone : 

At noon the wild bee liununoth 
About the moss'd headstone ; 
At midnight the moon cometh 
And looketh down alone* 

Her song the Untwhito swelleth. 
The clcar-Toiccd mavis dwelieth, 
Tlio callow tlirostle lispelh, 
The slumbrous wave outwelleih. 
The babbling runnel crispelh, 
The hollow grot repUeih 
Where Clartbel low-lie th. 


NOTHING WILL BIB. 

When will the stream be aweary of 
flowing 

Under my eyct 

Wlien will the wind be aweary of 
blowing 
Over the sky I 


When will the clouds be aweary of 
0eeting ? 

When will tlie heart be aweary of 
beating* 

And nature die ! 

Never, oh ! never, nothing will die ; 
The stream flows, 

Tlie wind blows, 

Tlio cloud fleets, 

The heart beats, 

Nothing will die* 

Nothing will die; 

All things will change 
Thro' eternity. 

'Tis the world's winter; 

Autumn and summer 
Are gone long ago ; 

Earth is dry to Uie centre. 

But spring, a new comer, 

A spring rich and strange, 

8hall make the winds blow 
Itound and round, # 

Thro' and thro\ 

Hero ahd there. 

Till the air 
And the ground 
Shall be fill'd with life anew. 

Tlie world was never made ; 

It will chani^, but it will not fade. 
So let the wind range ; 

For even and mom 
Ever will bo 
Thro' eternity. 

Nothing was l>orn ; 

Nothing wilt die; 

Ail things will change- 
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ALL THINGS WILL DIE. 


ALL THINGS WILL DIE. 

CLEAttLr Ihe blue river chimoi in itn 
flowinff 

Under my eye; 

Warmly and brontlly the south winds 
arc blowing 
Over the sky. 

One after another the white clouds are 
fleeting ; 

Eveiy heart this May morning in Joy- 
anco is beating 
Full merrily ; 

Yet all things must die. 

Tlie »lrt»am will cease to flow; 

The wind will cease to blow ; 

The clouds wdll cease to fleet ; 

The heart will cease to beat; 

For all things must die. 

All tilings must die. 

Spring will come never more* 

Oh! vanity! 

Death waits at the door. 

See ! our friends ore all forsaking 
Tlie wine and the merrymaking. 
We are caird^wc must go. 

Laid low, very low, 

In the dark w"e tnust lie. 

The merry glees arc still ; 

The voice of I lie bird 
Shall no more be heard, 

Nor the wind on the hilL 
Oh ! misery I 
Hark 1 death is calling 
While I s|ieak to ye^ 

The jaw is falling. 

The red cheek paling, 

The strong limbs failing; 

Ice with the warm blood mincing; 
The eyeballs fixing. 

Nine times goes the pasaing bell ; 
Ye merry souls, farewell. 

Tlie old earth 
Had a birth, 

As all men know. 

Long ago. 

And Ihe old earth must die. 

So let the warm winds range. 

And the bine wave beat the shore; 
For even and morn 
Ye will never see 
Thro^ eternity. 


All things were bom. 

Te will come never more. 
For all things must die* 


LEONINE ELEGIACS. 

LoTv-nxiw'iifO breezes arc roaming 
the broad valley dimm’d in the 
gloaming: 

Thoro' the blaek«stemm*d pines only 
the far river shines. 

Creeping thro' blossomy rushes^ and 
bowers of ruse-blowing bushes, 

Down by the poplar tail rivulets bab- 
ble and fall* 

Barketh the sliephcrd-dog cheerly ; the 
grasshopper carollcih clearly ; 

Deeply the wood-<lovo coos ; shrilly 
the owlet balloos ; 

Winds creep ; dews fall chilly : in her 
first sleep earth breathes stilly : 

Over the pools in the hum water-gnats 
mumiur and mourn. 

Sadly the far kine loweth ; the glim- 
mering water out-flowit*th : 

Twin peaks shadow'd with pine slopo 
to the dark hyaline. 

Low-throned Hesper is stayed between 
the two peaks; but the Naiad 

Throbbing in mild unrest holds him 
beneath in her breast. 

The ancient jmetess singeth, that Hei* 
perus all thin]^ bringetb, 

Smoothing the wearicil mind: bring 
me my love, Bosatind. 

Thou eomest morning or even ; she 
cometh not morning or even. 

False-eyed Hesper, unkind, where Is 
my sweet Kosaiind f 


SUPPOSED CONFESSIONS 

OF A StCOXn-RATE SE>’SmVB 3J|ND. 

0 Goi>! my Go*! ! have merey now. 

1 faint, I fall. Men my that Thou 
1 Jills! die for me, fur suelt as 
Patient of ill, and death, and iu*om. 
And that my sm was as a thorn 


CONFESSIONS OF A SENSITIVE MIND, 5 


Among the thorns that girt Thy brow. 
Wounding Thy aouU — That e reii now. 
In this extremest misery 
Of ignoniEK-e, 1 slioulc] require 
, A sign ! and if a bolt of fire 

Would rire the slumbrous summer 
noon 

While 1 do pmy to Thee alone, 

Think my belief would stronger grow : 
Is not my human pride bmught low ? 
'Hie boastings of my spirit still! 

The joy 1 had In niy freewill 
All cold, and dead, and corpse-like 
grown ! 

And what is left to me, bnt Thou 
And faith in ITiee ! Men pass me by ; 
Christians with happy countenances — 
And children all seem full of Thee ! 
And women smile with saintdike 
glances 

Like Thine own mother’s when she 
bow'd 

Above Thee, on that happy mom 
When angels spake to men aloud. 

And Thou and peace to earth were 
' t>om, 

Goodwill to me as well as all — 

I one of them : my brothers they ; 
Brothers in Christ — a world of peace 
And confidence, day after day ; 

And trust and hope till things should 
cease, 

And then one Heaven receive us all. 

How sweet to have a common faith ! 
To hold a eommon scorn of death I 
And at a burial to hear 
Tim creaking cords which wound and 
I eat 

I Into my human heart, whene’er 
I Earth goes to earth, with grief, not 
fear, 

I With hoptdul grief, were passing 
! sweet! 

Tiirice happy state again to be 
Tt»e trustful infant on the kneel 
W'ho lets his rosy fingers play 
About his mother^s neck, and knows 
Nothing la'^yonil his mother’s eyes. 
They comfort him by night and day; 
They light his UtUe life alway; 


He hath no thouglit of coming woes ; 
He hath no care of life or death ; ♦ 

Scarce outward signs of Joy arise, 
Because the Spirit of happiness 
And perfect rest so Inward is; 

And loveth so his innocent heart. 

Her temple and her place of birth. 
Where she would ever wish to dwell, 
Life of the fountain there, beneath 
Its ^lient springs, aud far apart. 
Hating to wander out on earth, 

Or breathe into the hollow air. 

Whoso chiilness vrotild make visible 
Her subfil, warm, and golden breatli. 
Which mixing witli the infant’s blood. 
Fulfils him with beatitude. 

Oh r sure it is a special care 
Of God, to fortify from doubt, 

To arm in proof, and guard aboul 
With triple-maiifcii trust, and clear 
Uciight, the iiifant’a dawning year. 


Would that my gloomed fancy were 
Afl thine, my mother, when with brows 
Propt on thy knees, my liands upheld 
In thine, I listen’d to thy vows, 

For me outpour’d in tioliest prayer — 
For me unworthy I — and beheld 
Tby mild deep eyes upraised, that knew 
The beauty and rc>po$e of faith, 

And the clear Hpirit shining tliro*. 

I di \ wlierefore ilo we grow awiy 
From roots which strike so deep ! why 
dare 

Paths in the desert 1 Could not I 
Bow myself down, where thou hast 
knelt. 

To the earth — until the ice would 
melt 

Here, and I feel ns Ihou hast felt ? 
What Devil had the heart to scathe 
Flowers thou hadst rear’d — to brush 
the dew 

From thine own lily, when ihy grave 
Was deep, my mother, in the cloy ? 
Myself! JsitlhuaT Myself? Had I 
So little love for thee ? But why 
Ppovaird not thy pure praycri* I Why 
pray 

To one who liccds not, who can save 
But will not! Great in faith, and 
strong 


CONFESSrONS OF A SENSITIVE AffND. 


ARninst the grid of circumstance 
!i^Vcrt tiiou» anri yet unheard, Wliat if 
Thou plcadest still, and seest me drive 
Thro' utter dark a fulUsail'd skitf, 

Uo piloted i* the echohifc dance 
Of reliant whirlwinds, sttxiping low 
Unto the death, not sunk ! 1 know 

At matins and at evensong, 

That thou, if thou wert yet alive, 

In deep and daily pray cm would 'st 
strive 

To reconcile me with thy God* 

Albeit, tny hope is gray, and cold 
At heart, thou wouldest murmur 
still — 

•* Bring this lamb back into lliy fold. 
My Lord, if so it be 'I’hy will." 
WoultTst tell me I must brook the rod 
And ciiasiisement of liuman pride ; 
Thai pride, the sin of devils, stood 
Betwixt me and the light of Uod 1 
Tliat hitherto I had defied 
And had rejected God — that grace 
Would drop from his o*cr-brimming 
love, 

At manna on my wilderness, 

If I would pray — that God would 
move 

And strike the hanl, hard rock, and 
thence, 

Bweet in ihelr utmost bitiemesa, 
Would issue tears of penitence 
Which would keep grocn hopi^'a life, 
Alas! 

I think that pride hath now no place 
Nor sojourn in me* 1 am void. 

Dark, formless, utterly destroyed. 

Why not believe then 1 Why not yet 
Anchor thy frailty there, where man 
Hath moor’d and rested 1 Ask the sea 
At midnight, when the crisp slope 
waves 

After a tenifiest, rib and fret 
The bronddm based beach, why he 
Slumbers not like a nttmnlain tani ! 
Wherefore his ridges art* not curia 
And ripples of an inland mere f 
Wherefore he nioaneth thus, nor can 
Draw down into his vexed jiools 
All that blue heaven which hues and 
paves 


The other ! I am too forlorn. 

Too shaken : my own weakness fools 
My jurlginent, and my spirit whirls, 
Moved from beneath with doubt and 
fear, 

" Yet,” said 1 in my mom of youth, 
Tlie unsunirdfreshiicsaof my strength. 
When I went forth in quest of truth, 

" U is man's privilege to doubt, 

If BO be that from doubt at length, 
Truili may stand forth unmoved of 
change, 

An image with profulgent brows, 

Ancl iH*rft*ct limbs, as fnim tlie storm 
Of runulug tires and fluid range 
Of lawless airs, at last stood out 
This excellence aud solid fonn 
Of constant beauty* For the Ox 
Feeds in the herb, and bU'ci^, or fills 
Tile homed valleys all about. 

And hullow's of the fringed Idlls 
In summer lieats, with plaeid lows 
Unfearing, till his own blood fiows 
About his hoof. And in the llocka 
^riie lamb rejoiceth in the year. 

And raceth freely with his fere. 

And answers to his mother's ealls 
From the llowcr'd furrow. In a time. 
Of which he wots not, run short pains 
Thro* his warm heart ; and then, from 
whenee 

He knows not, on his light there falls 
A shadow; and his native sIo|k*, 
Where he was wont to leap and climb, 
Floats from his siek and lilmcd eyes. 
And something in the darkness dmwa 
nis forcliead earthward, and he dies* 
Shall man live thus, in joy and hope 
As a young lamb, who cannot dream. 
Living, but that he shall live on 1 
^Shall we not look into the laws 
Of life and death, and things that 
socm. 

And things that be, and analyze 
Our double nature, and compare 
All cree^la lilt we have found the one, 
if one there l>e ! " Ay me ! I fear 
All may not doubt, but everywliere 
iMUiic must clasp Idols. Vet, my God, 
Whom call I IdoM U*t Tlty dove 
Shadow me over, and my sina 
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THE KRAKEN. 7 


LILIAN. 


Bf' unremc'mlwr’cL nnd Tliy love 
EiiliKliteii Oh teadi me yet 
Somewhat Itefore the lieavy dm! 
Wetglifl on me, ami the hitny fret 
Of that «hnr|J-heailed wann l»egma 
Iti the gro#8 blaekneia underneath. 

0. weary life! O weary death! 

U apirii and heart made desolate ! 
U damned vad Hating state 1 


THE KBAKEN. 

Below the ilmndera of the upper 
deep ; 

Far, far beneath in the abysmal sea, 

Uis ancient, dreamless, uidnvaded 
sleep 

The Kraken sleepoth: faintest «tm> 
liglits dee 

About his shadowy sides ; above him 
swcdl 

Huge sponges nf millennial growth 
and height; 

And fur away into the sickly light, 

From many a wondrous grr^ and 
secret cell 

rnnumber’d and enormous polypi 

Winnow with giant arms the slumber- 
ing green. 

There hath he lain for ages and will He 

Battening upon huge sea worms in his 
sleep, 

Until the latter fire shall heat the 
deep ; 

Tlien once by man and angels to be 
seen, 

la roaring he shall rise and on the 
surface die. 


SONG, 

The winds, as at their hour of birth. 
Leaning upon tfio ridged sea. 
Breathed low around the rolling earth 
With mellow preludes, “ We are 

The streams through many a lilled row 
I>own-*‘a rolling to the crisped sea, 
Low-t ink left with a belMlke How 
At ween the bioatoms, “ We are 
free/* 


L 

A tar, fairy Lilian, 

Flitting, fairy Lilian, 

When 1 ask her if slie love me, 
Clasps her tiny hands above me, 
I.^ughing all sbe can ; 

S lie'll not tell me if she love me, 
Cruel little Lilian. 

IL 

When my passion seeks 
Pleasancc in love-sighs. 

She, looking thro' and thro' mo 
Thoroughly to undo me, 

Smiling, never stieaks; 

So inti«eent-areh, so cunning-simple. 
From Ixmeath her gathere<l wimple 
{ilaneing with black-beadeil eyes. 
Till the lightning laughters dimple 
The baby-roses in her cheeks; 
Then away she llies. 

in. 

Prithee weep, May Lilian 1 
(iayety without eclipse 
Wearieth me. May Lilian i 
Thro' my very heart it tlirilleth 
When from crimson-threaded Ups* 
Silver-treble biughtcr Iritlctli: 
Prithee weep, May Lilian. 

n% 

Praying all I can. 

If prayers wilt not hush thee. 

Airy Lilian, 

Like a rose-leaf 1 will crush tbee, 
Fairy Lilian. 


ISABEL. 


Eyes not down-drop t nor over-bright, 
but fed 

W'ith the elcar-polntcd fiame of 
chastity. 

Clear, without heal, undying, tended 
by 

Pure vestal thoughts in tlie trans- 
lucent fane 


s 


MARlAm. 


01 her Btill *pirit ; locks not wide-dii* 

prcadp 

M^tdonnA-wtsc on eilhor side her 
liead ; 

Bweet lips whereon perpetually 
did reign 

The summer calm of (i^lden cliarity ^ 
Were fixed shadows of thy fixed mood, 
llevercd Isabel, Ihc crown and 
head, 

The stalely fiower of female fortitude. 
Of perfect wifehood and pure 
iowUhead. 


Clothing the stem, which else had I 
fallen quite 

With elusterM tlowcf-bells and am- 
brosial orbs 

Of rich fruit-bunches leaning on 
each other — 

Shadow forth thee;— the world 
bath not another 

(Tho* all her fairest forms are types 
of thee, , 

And thou of God in thy great charity) 
Of such a finish'd chasten'd purity* 


The intuitive decision of a bright 
And tborough-edged intellect to part 
Error from crime ; a prutlPnce to 
withhold ; 

The laws of marriage character'd 
in gold 

Upon the blanched Ublets of her 
heart ; ^ ^ 

A love still burning upward, giving 
light 

To read those laws; an accent very 
low 

In blandishment, but a most silver flow 
Of subtle-iMiccd counsel in dlsr 
• tress, 

Right to the heart and brain, tho 
undescrii>d. 

Winning its way with extreme 
gentleness 

Thro' all tlie outworks of suspicious 
pride ; 

A courage to endure and to obey ; 

A hate of gossip parlance, and of sway. 

Crown'd Isabcd, tliro’ all her placid life, 

The queen of marriage, a most i>erfect 
wile. 

111. 

Tlie mellow'd reflex of a winter moon ; 

A clear stream flowing with a muddy 
one, 

TitI in its onwartl current it absorbs 
With swifter movement and in 
purer light 

Tlie vexed eddies of its wayward 
iirothcr ; 

A leiLuing and upbearing parasite. 


MAIUANA. 

*' Uu-lmiA la ihc mosted frranov/* 
iffontre for 

With blackest moss the flower-plots 
Were thickly crusted, one and all : 
Tlie rusted nails feil from the knots 
That held the pear to the gable- 
wall- 

Tiie broken sheds look'd sad and 
strange : 

Unlifteil was the clinking latch ; 
Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely moated grange. 

She only said, “ Jly life is dreary, 
lie comet h not," she said ; 
Bheaaid, “ I am aweary, aweary, 

I wotdd that I were dead I " 

Her tears fell with the dews at even ; 
Her tears fell ere the dews were 
dried; 

She could not look on the sweet heaven. 
Either at mom or eventide. 

After the flitring of the bats, 

When thickest dark did trance the 

^ 

She drew her casement-curtam by, 
And glancedathwarttliegloomingflati. 

She only said,** The night is dreary, 
He cmneth not," she said ; 

She said, ” I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead I " 

Upon the middle of tlie niglit, 

Waking she heard the night-fowl 
crow; 

Tlie cock sung out an hour ere light ; 
From the dSrk fen the oxen's low 


MAKIAXJ IN THE SOUTH 9 


Camcf to lion wltliout hope of cliange^ 
In a Loop ill 0 ril'd to ivalk forlonip 

TiU cold windi woke tUo gra^-eyed 
mom 

About the lonely moated grange. 

She only wiid, “ The day la dreary, 
lie cnnietli not,” she said; 

She aald, ** I am aweary, aweary, 
1 would that 1 were dead 1 ” 

About a ilonc-cast from the wall 
A aluiee witlt blaekenM waters j;lept, 
And o'er it many, round and small, 
The cluster'd marish*nio»sea crept 
Hard by a poplar shook alway, 

ALL silrer-green with gnarled hark: 
For leagues no other tree did mark 
The level waste, the rounding gray. 
She only said, “ Aly life is dreary, 
He comet li not,” she said ; 

She said, ** I am aweary* aweary, 
1 would that 1 were dead ! " 

Anti ever when the moon was low. 
And the shrill winds were up and 
away, 

In the white curtain, to and fro. 

She saw the gusty shadow sway* 

But when the moon was very low, 
And wild winds bound within llieir 
cell, 

Tlie shadow of the poplar fell 
Upon her bed, across her brow. 

She only said, **TLic night is dreary, 
He comet h not,” she said; 

She said* I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that 1 were dead \ ” 

AIL day within the dreamy house, 

The doors upon their hinges creak'd; 
The blue fly sung io tlic pane; the 
mouse 

Behin<l the mouldering wainscot 
shriekVI, 

Or from the crevice peer'd about. 

Old faces glimmer’d tbro* the doors, 
Old footsteps trod the upper floors, 
Old voices called licr from without. 
She only said, " My life is dreary, 
Ho Cometh not,” shu,satd ; 

She said, *' 1 am aweary, aweary, 

1 would that I were dead I *’ 


The sparrows chirrup on the roof, 

The alow clot'k licking, and the sound 
Which to tfie vrooing wind aloof 
The iKiplar made, did all confound 
Her aenso ; but most she loathed the 
hour 

When the thick-moated sunbeam lay 
Athwart the chambers, and the day 
Was ^loping towanl his western bowrer. 
llicu, said she, ” 1 am very dreary. 
He will not come,” she said ; 
She wept, “ I am aweary, aweaiy, 
Ob, God, that 1 were dead I ” 


MARIANA IN THE SOUTH. 
With one black shadow at its feet. 
The bouse thro’ all the level shinca, 
Closedatticed to the brooding lieat. 
And silent in Its dusty vines : 

A fainbblue ridge upon tbo right, 

An empty river-beni before. 

And shallows on a distant shore. 

In glaring sand and inlets bright. 

But ” A ve Alary,” made she moan. 
And "A VC Mary,” night and 
morn, 

And ” Ah ” she sang, to be all 
alone. 

To live forgotten, and love for- 
lorn,” 

She, as lier carol sadder grew, 

From brtjw and Ihhoui slowly down 
Thro' rosy taper fingers drew 

Her streaming curls of deepest 
brown 

To left and riglit, and made appear 
Still-lighted in a secret shrine, 

Her melancholy eyes divine, 

The home of woe without a tear* 

And ** Ave Mary,” was her moan, 
” Aladonna, sad is night and 
mom,” 

And ” Ah,” she sang, ” to bo all 
alone, 

To live forgotten, and love for* 
lorn.” 

Till all the crimson changed, and past 
Into deep orange o’er the sea. 


10 TO * 


how on her knees lierself slie ca»t^ 
Bofiin; Our I^tly murmur'd she ; 
Complaining, ** Mather, give me grace 
To helf> me of liiy weury laad/' 
Anti on the liquid mirror glow'd 
Tim dear perfection of her face. 

** U thia the fomi,” slie made her 
moan, 

“That won bis praises night 
and morn 1 ” 

And “ Ah/' ahe said, " but I wake 
alone, 

I sleep forgotten, I wake for- 
lorn-'* 

Kor bird would sing, nor lamb would 
bleat, 

Kor any cloud would cross the vault. 
But day increased from heat to heat, 
On stony drought and steaming salt j 
Till now at noon she slept again, 

And seem'il knee-deep in mountain 
grass, 

And bcani her native breezes pass, 
And runlets Imbbling down the glen. 

She breathed in sleep a lower 
moan. 

Anti murmuring, as at night and 
mom, 

She thought, “ My spirit is here 
alone, 

Walks forgotten, and is forlorn.** 

Dreaming, she knew it was a dream t 
She felt he was and was not there. 
She woke i the babble of the stream 
Fell, and, without, the steady glare 
Shrank one sick willow sear and small. 
The river-bed was dusty-white ; 

And all the furnace of the light 
Struck up against the blinding wall. 

She whisper'd, with a stilled moan 

^!ore inward than at night or 
mom, 

“ Sweet Mother, let me not here 
alone 

Lire forgotten, and die forlorn,** 

And, rising, from her bosom drew 
Old letters, breathing of her worth, 
For “ 1.^0 ve/* they said, “ must needs 
be true. 


I To wimt is loveliest upon earth/' 
An image st'^-m’d to pass the door, 

To look at her witli slight, and say 
“ But now thy beamy flows away, 
So be alone forevenuore.** 

“ O cruel heart,” she changed her 
tone, 

" And cruel love, whose end Itf 
scorn, 

Is this the end to be left alone, 
To lire forgotten, and die for 
loni I *' 

But sometimes in the falling day 
An image seem'd to |iass the door. 
To look Into her eyes and say, 

" But thou slialt be alone no more/* 
And ftaining downwartl over all 
From heat to heat the day decreased. 
And slowly rounded to the east 
The one black shadow from the wall, 
“llie day to night/' she made her 
moan, 

“ The day to night, the night to 
mom. 

And day and night I am left alone 
To live forgotten, and love foiN 
lorn.” 

At eve a dry cicala sung. 

There came a sound as of the sea ; 
Backward the lattice-blind she Hung, 
And loan'd upon the balcony* 

There all in spaces rosy-bright 

Large Hesper glitter'd on her tears. 
And det^pening thro' the silent 
spheres 

Heaven over Heaven rose the night- 
And weeping then she made her moan, 
“The night comes on that knows 
not mom, 

When I shall cease to be all alone, 

To live forgotten, and love forlorn," 


TO 

t. 

CLEAR-itF.\nnn friend, whose joj ful 
scorn. 

Edged with sharp laughter, eula 
atwain 


MADELINE. 


n 


The krtats that tangle litirnan 
creeclii, 

The voimding cord® that bind and 
stmhi 

The heart until It bleed 
I Ray-frrnited eyeliii* of the mom 

Koof not a glanee ro keen a® tliine : 

If aught of firopheey be roinej 
Thou wilt not Ii%'e in vain. 

11 . 

Low^owering ahali tlie Sopliiat sitj 
Fnlaehooil ahatl bare her ptaik'd 
brow ; 

Fair-fronted Trutli .shall droop not 
now 

Wiih shrilling shafu of subtle win 
Kor martyr - fljimes, nor ireneliant 
swords 

Can do away tliat aneient lie; 

A gentler death shail Falsebooil die, 
Shot thro* and thro* with cuiuiing 
words, 

Hf, 

Weak Truth a leaning nn her cniteh, 
Wan, waatetl Trutli in her utmost 
neef!. 

Thy kingly intellect sliall feed, 

Until she be an athlete liold. 

And weary with a flngcris toueh 
Those writhed limbs of lightning 
speed ; 

Like that strange angel which of old. 
Until the breaking of the light. 
Wrestled with wandering Israel, 

Fast Yabhok brook the livelong 
night, 

And heaven's massed signs stood still 
In the dim tract of reiiuel. 


MADELIXE, 

Titor are not steep'd in golden lan- 
guors. 

No tranced summer calm la thine, 
Ever varying Madeline. 

Thro* light and shadow thou dost 
range, 

8udden glances, sweet and strange, 
Delk'hins spik« and darting angers. 
And airy forms of fUtting change. 

h- — 


tl, 

S>miling, frowning, evermore. 

Thou art perfect in love-lore, 
Hevealinga deep atid clear are thine 
Of wealthy smiles : but who may know 
Whether smile or frown be fleeter ? 
Wljethcr smile or frown be sweeter, 
Who may know ? 

Frowns piTfect-sweet along the brow 
Light-glooming over eyes divine. 

Like little clouds sun-fringed, are 
thine, 

Ever varying Madeline. 

Thy smile and frown are not aloof 
From one another, 

Each to each ic dearest brother; 
Hues of the silken ^ht^eny woof 
Momently shot into each other. 
All the mystery is thine ; 
Smiling, frowning, evermore, 

Tliou art i»erfect in love-lore. 

Ever varying Madeline. 

lit. 

A subtle, sudden flame. 

By veering passion fann*d* 

Almut tht^* breaks and dancei: 
When I would kiss tliy hand, 

Tlie flush of anger'd shame 

O’erflows thy calmer glances, 

And o'er black brows drops down 
A sudden-curved frown; 

Hut when I turn away, 

Thou, willing me to stay, 

Wimest not, nor vainly vvranglest; 

But, looking IhKtHlIy the while. 

All my bounding heart entanglest 
In a golden-netted smile; 

Then in madness and in bliss. 

If my lips should dare to kiss 
'Hiy taper Angers amorously. 

Again thou blushest angerly ; 

And oVr black brows drops down 
A sudden-curved frown. 


SOKG : THE OWT.. 

I. 

W jtajf cats lujn home and 1 tght is eom<^ 
And dew ia cold upon the ground. 
Ami the far-o£f stream is dumb. 
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And llie wbirrinpr Bail n>und, 
AikI the wlumtiK eiiil Ko<'8 rouui] ; 
Alone ami warminjif liiB tire witB^ 
The wlute owl in the belfry aita* 

II. 

"When merry milkmaitlB Clkk the latch, 
And rarely amelia the uew-mown 
hay. 

And the cock hath sung beneath the 
thatch 

Twice or thrice hia roundelay, 
Twice or thrice his ronndflay ; 
Alone and warming Ids hre wits. 
The white owl in tJie belfry sita^ 


SECOND SONG. 

TO TIIK HAS(E, 

I. 

Thy tuwhits are lulIM, T wot. 

Thy luwhiioit of jeBtemiglit, 

Which upon the dark afloat, 

So took echo with delight, 

So took echo with delight, 

Tina her voice unluneful grown. 
Wears all day a fainter lone, 

II. 

1 would mock thy chant anew ; 

But 1 cannot niimie it j 
Not a whit of tliy tuwhoo, 

Thee to woo to thy tnwhit, 

TluHi to woo to thy tnwhit, 

With a lengthen'd loud halloo, 
Tuwhoo, tuwhit, luwhit, tuwhoo- 
0 - 0 . 


RECOLLErnOKS OF THE 
ARABIAN NIGHTS. 

WitEX the breeze of a joyful dawn 
hlew free 

In the silken sail of infancy, 

The tide of time flow’d back with me, 
The forward-flowing tide of time ; 
And many a sheeny Bunimer-mom, 

A down I lie Tigris I was bonie, 

By Bagilxit’s shrines of frcttetl gold, 
Higli-walletl gardens green and old ; 
True Mussulman was 1 aud sworn, 


For H was in the golden prime 
Of good Harouu Airoschid. 

Anight my shallop, rustling thro' 

The low and bloomed foliage, drove 
The fragrant, giisteniug deeps, and 
clove 

Tlie cjiromsliadows in the blue : 

By garden porches on the brim, 

The costly doors flung open wide. 
Gold glittering thro' lampliglit dim, 
Ami broider’d sofas on each side; 

In sooth it was a goodly time. 

For it was in tbe golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alrascliid. 

Often, where clear-stemm'd platans 
^ guard 

Tlio outlet, did I turn away 
'I'hc Imatdiead down a broad canal 
From the main river sluiced, where all 
The sloping of the moon-lit swanl 
Was damask-work, and deep inlay 
Of braided blooms unniown, which 
crept 

Allown to where the water slept. 

A gfiotlly place, a grjoiily lime, 

For it was in tiie gohU ii prime 
Df good Haroun Alraschid. 

A motion from the river won 
Ridged the smoolh level, la-aring on 
My shallop thro* the star-strowii ealm, 
lentil another night in night 
1 enter'd, from the clearer light, 
tmlmwer'd vaults of ptltar'd palm, 
Imprisoinng swcjets, which, as they 
clomh 

Heaven want, were stay'd beneath the 
dome 

Of hollow boughs. — A goodly time. 
For it was in the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alraschid. 

Rlill onwani ; and the clear canal 
Is rouiuled to as clear a lake. 

From the grt'en rivage niony a fall 
Of diamond Hllets mush'al, 

Thru* little crystal arches low 
Down from the central founiain's flow 
FalTn silver-chiming, seemed to shake 
The sparkling flints beneatii the prow. 


^ECOlLECrrOA^S OF THE ARABIAH NIGHTS, 


A goodly p]ac<^, n giMdly time. 

For it wajs in the gulden pnoie 
Of good Harouit Alraieliid. 

Abore thro^ many a bowery turn 
A walk wifU vary«color'd slieUa 
Wander'd eiigmin'd. On either iido 
All round about the fragrant marge 
From fluted Taae, and brazen um 
In order, eastern flowers large, 

Some dropping low tlieir crimson bells 
Half-closed, and others styddeil wide 
With disks and tiars, fed the time 
With odor in the gotdon prime 
Of good Haroun Alraachid. 

Far off, and where the lemon grore 
In closest corerturc upsprung, 

The liTing airs of midiile night 
Tjied round the bulbul as he sung; 

Kot he ; but something which possessed 
The darkness of the world, ihdight, 
Life, anguish, death, immortal lore. 
Ceasing not, mingled, un repress'd, 
Apart from place, witliholding time, 
But flattering the golden prime 
Of good Ilaroun Alrascbid, 

Black the garden-bowem and grots 
Slum bor'd: the solemn palms were 
ranged 

Alwve, imwoo'd of summer wind : 

A sudileji splendor fnim liehind 
Flush'd all the learea xrith rich gold- 
green, 

Anil, flowing rapidly between 
Their interspaces, counterchanged i 
T)je level lake with dianiond plots 
IJf dark and bright. A lovely time, 
For it was in the golden prhne 
Of good Ilaroun Alraachid, 

l>ark-blue the deep sphere oTerhead, 
Biitinct with vivid stars inlaid. 

Grew darker from that nnder-flamc : 
leaping lightly from the boat, 
ith silver anchor left afloat, 

In marvel whence that glory eatne 
Upon me, CS in sleep I sank 
In cool soft turf upon the bank, 
Entranced with that place and time, 
So worthy of the golden prime 
Of good Ilaroun Alraschid, 
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Tliencc thro' the garden 1 was drawn™ 

A realm of ptensance, many a mound, 
And many a shadow-cliecker'd lawn 
Full of the city's stilly sound, 

And deep myrrh-thickets blowing 
round 

The Btately cedar, tamariBks, 

Thick rosarit‘S of scented thorn. 

Tall orient shrubs, and olielisks 
Graven with emblems of the time. 
In honor of the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alraschid. 

With dazed visions unawares 
Frtim the long alley's latticed shade 
K merged, I came upon tlie great 
Favilion of the Calipliat. 

Bight to the earven cedam doors. 
Flung inward over spangled floors, 
Broad-based flights of marble stairs 
Han up with golden balustrade, 

After the fashion of the time. 

And humor of the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alraschid. 

The fourscore windows alt alight 
As with the quintessence of flame, 

A million tapers flaring bright 
From twisteti silvers look'd to shame 
The hollow vaulted dark, and stream'd 
Timn file mooned domes aloof 
In inmrist Biigdat, till there seem'd 
Hundreds of crt‘scents on the roof 
Of night new-risen, that marvellous 
time 

To eeiebrate the golilen prime 
Of good Ilaroun Alraschid. 

Tlien stole I up, and trancedly 
fiazeil on the Persian girl alone, 

8eixme with argent-lidded eyes 
Amorous, and lashes like to rays 
Of darkness, and a brow of pearl 
TresBed with redolent ebony. 

In many a dark deltclous curl. 

Flowing beneath her rose-hutnl zone; 
The sweetest lady of the time. 

Well wortliy of the golden prime , 
Of g(K>d Haroun Airaseliid, 

Six columns, three on cither side, | 
Pure silver, undorpropt a rich 
Throne of the maasive ore, from wMch ' 
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ODE TO MEMORY, 


I>own-droop%V many a floating fold, 
EngarLanded and diaper'd 
With inwroughi Jlow^eri?, a cloth of 
gold. 

Thereon, hii deep eye Jaughter-sttiT’d 
With merriment of kingly pride, 

Bole star of all that place and time, 
I saw him — in hit golden prime, 
Tue Good Hahoux Alxu^ciiid, 


ODE TO MEMOET, 

ADDRESSEO TO * . 

Thou who ttcaleat fire, 

From the foun taint of the paat. 

To glorify the present j oh, haate. 
Visit my low detire ! 
Strengthen me, enlighten roe 1 
I faint in this obscurity. 

Thou dewy dawn of memory, 

II. 

Come not as thou earnest of late. 
Flinging the gloom of yesternight 

On the white day ; but robed in soft- 
en'd light 
Of orient state. 

Whilom thou earnest with the morn- 
ing mist. 

Even as a maid, whose stately brow 

The dew4mpcarle<l winds of dawn 
have hiss'd. 

When, she, as thou, 

Stays on her floating locks the lovely 
freight 

Of overflowing blooms, and earliest 
shoots 

Of orient green, giving safe pledge of 
fruits, 

Whieh in winlertide shall star 

I1ie black earth with brilliance rare. 

in. 

Whilom thou earnest with the morn- 
ing mist, 

And with the evening cloud, 

Show-ering thy gleaned wealth into my 
open breast 

(Those peerless flowers which in the 
rudest wind 


Never grow sear. 

When rooted in the garden of the 
mind, 

Because they are the earliest of the 
year). 

Nor was the night thy shroud. 

In sweet dn.‘am8 softer than unbroken 
rest 

Thou led Jest by the hand thine infant 
Hope. 

The eddying of her garments caught 
from thee 

The light of thy great presence ; and 
the cope 

Of the half^attain'd futurity, 

Tho* deep not fathomless. 

Was cloven with the million stars 
which tremble 

O'er the deep mind of dauntless in- 
fancy. 

Smalt thought was there of life's dis- 
tress ; 

For sure she deem'd no mist of earth 
could dull 

Those spirit-thrilling eyes lo keen and 
beautiful ; 

Sure she was niglier to hoaven^s 
spheres, 

Listening the lordly music flowing 
from 

The illimitable years, 

0 Btrengthen me, enligliten me I 

1 faint in this oliscurity. 

Thou dewy dawn of memory. 

IV. 

Come forth, T charge thee, arise, 

Thou of tJie many tongues, the myriad 
eyes I 

Thou comesl not with showers of 
flaunting vines 
Unto mine inner eye, 

Divinest Memory I 
Thou Wert not nursed by the water- 
fall 

Which ever sounds and shines 
A pillar of white light upon the wnU 

Of purple cliffs, aloof tlescricd : 

Come from the woods that belt the 
gray hill-side, 

The seven elms, the poplars four 

That stand beside my father's door. 


SONG. 
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And chiefly from the brook thnt 1ove» 
To purl o'er muited .creta and ribbed 
sand. 

Or dimple in the dark of rushy eores, 
Drawing into his narrow earthen uni, 
In eveiy ellaiw and turn, 

The filter'd tributu of the rough wood- 
land, 

O I hitlicr lead thy feet ! 

Pour round mine cars the livelong 
bleat 

Of the thick-fleeced sheep from wat- 
tled folds. 

Upon the ridged wotdsi 
When the first matin*»ong hath 
waken'd loud 

Over the dark dewy earth forlorn. 
What time the amt>er morn 
Forth gushes from beneath alow-hung 
cloud. 


Large dowries doth the raptured eye 
To the young spirit present 
When first she is wed ; 

And like a bride of old 
In triumph led. 

With musicandsweotsho wers 
Of festal flowers, 

Unto the dwelling she must sway. 

Well bast thou done, great artist 
Memory, 

In setting round thy first experiment 
With royal frame-workof wrought 
Itold; 

Aeeds must thou dearly love thy first 
csiay. 

And foremost in thy various gallery 
Place it, where sweetest sunlight 
falls 

Upon tho storied walls ; 

For tho discovery 

And newness of ihtne art so pleased 
thee, 

Tliat all which thou bast drawn of 
fairest 

Or boldest since, but lightly weighs 

With thee unto the love thou bearest 

The first-born of tliy genius. Artist- 
like, 

Ever retiring thou dost gaze 

On the prime labor of thine early days : 


N'o matter what the skotch might be j 
Wliether the liigh fltdd on the busli- 
Icss l*ike. 

Or even a sand lmilt ridge 
Of ]ieai>ed hills tliat mound the tea. 
Overblown with murmurs harsli, 

Or even a lowly cottage whence we seo 
Stretch'd wide and wild the waste 
enormous marsh. 

Where from the frequent bridge, 

Like emblems of Infinity, 

Tho treiiclied waters run from sky to 
«kyi 

Or a ganicn bowor^d close 
With plaited alleys of the trailing rote, 
J^ong alleys falling dow'n to twilight 


grots. 

Or opening upon level plots 
Of crowned lilies, standing near 
Purple spiked lavender: 

Whither in after hfe retired 
From hraw’ling storms. 

From weaiy wind. 

With youthful fancy rednspired, 

Wc may hold converse with all 
forms 

Of the many-sided mind, 

And those whom passion hath not 
blinded, 

Subtle-thoughted, myriad-minded. 


friend, with you to live alone, 

\\ ere how much better than to own 
A crowm, a sceptre, and a throne 1 


0 strengthen me, enlighten me I 

1 faint in this obscurity, 

Thou dewy dawn of memory. 


SONG. 

1 . 

A spinrr bauuts the year's last hour* 
Dwelling amid these yellowing 
bowers : 

To himself he talks j 
For at eventide, listening earnestly, 
At Ids work you may hear him sob and 
sigh 

In the walks ; 

Earthward he boweth the beavj 
stalks 


16 A CHARACTER. 


Of I lie uiouUlonn^ flower® : 

Heavily liaiigs the hroad sunflower 

Over its grave V the earth bo 
ehiliy; 

Heavily hangs the hollyhook, 

, Heavily liaugB the liger^lily^ 

II, 

The air is damp, and hush'd, ami close, 
As a sick niatiV room when he taketh 
repose 

An liour before deatli ; 

My very heart faints and my whole 
soul grieves 

At the moist rich smell of the rotting 
leaves. 

And the breath 

Of the fading edges of box 
beneaih, * 

And the year's last rose* 

Heavily hangs the broad sunflower 

Over its grave i' the earth so 
chilly I 

Heavily hangs the hollyhock, 

Heavily hangs the tigcr^lily 


A CHARACTER, 

With a half-glance upon the sky 
At night he said, "llic wanderings 
Of this most intricare Universe 
Teach me the nothiivness of things/’ 
Yet could not all creation pierce 
Beyond the bottom of his eye. 

He spake of beauty ; that the dull 
Saw no divinity in grass, 

Life in deail stones, or spirit in air; 
Then looking as 'twere in a glass, 

Ho smooth’d his chin and sleek’d his 
hair. 

And said tlie earth was beautiful. 

He sfuikc of virtue i not the gods 
More purely, when they wish to charm 
Tallas and Juno sitting by? 

And with a Bweeping of the arm. 

And a laek*Ju8tre dead*blue eye, 
Bcvolved his rounded periods* 


Most delleattdy hour by hour 
He eanvoss’d human mysteries. 

And trod on silk, as if the winds 
Blew his own praises in his eyes. 

And stood aloof from other ininila 
In imputenee of fanded power. 

With lips depress’d as he were meek. 
Himself unto Inmself he sold: 

Upon himself himself did feed; 

Quiet, dispassionate, and cold, 

And other than bis form of creed, 
With cblfeli’d features clear and sleek; 


THE POET* 

The poet in a golden clime was bom. 

With golden start above; 

Dower’d with the Kate of liate, the 
seom of scorn, 

The love of love. 

He saw thro' life and death, thro' 
good and ill. 

He saiv thro’ his own soul, 

Tlie marvel of the everlasting will 
An open scroll. 

Before him lay r with echoing feet he 
threaded 

The secret est walks of fame : 

Tlie viewless arrows of his thoughts 
were headed 
And wing’d with flame. 

Like Indian reeds blown from his sil- 
ver longue. 

And of so fierce a flight. 

From Catpe unto Caneasui they sung 
Filling with light 

And vagrant melodies Uie winds which 
bore 

Tlieni earthwanl till they lit ; 

Then, like the nirow^seeds of tlie field 
flower, 

The fruitful wit 

Cleaving, took root, and ipriuging 
forth anew 

Where'er they fell, behold. 


Tim POET*S MIND. 
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Lik(? to lh<f mother plant in iom- 
btaiice, BTvw 

A flower all gold^ 

And bniTcly fumiah'd all abroad to 
fliny 

Thy wiugfHl ahafCi of truths 

To ihronir with stately bloonu the 
breatlktnf^ spring 

Of Hope and Voutlu 

So many minds did gird tlieir orbt 
with boami, 

Tho' one did fling the Are. 

HeaTen flow'd upon the aoul in many 
dreams 

Of high desire, 

Tims truth was multiplied on truth, 
the world 

like one great gnnten show'd. 

And thro’ the wreaths of floating dark 
upeurfd, 

■ Hare atuirise flowed. 

And Freedom rear'd in that august 
sunrise 

Jlcr lieautjful bold brow, 

Wlien rites and forms before bis burn- 
ing eyes 

Ale tied like snow. 

Tliere was no bloml upon her maiden 
robes 

Sunii’d by those orient skies ; 

But round aligfit the clreles of the 
globes 

Of her keej eyes 

And in her raiment's hem was traced 
in flame 

WjsuoM, a name to shake 

All evil dreams of power^ — a sacred 
name. 

And when she spake. 

Her words did gather thunder as they 
ran, 

And as the Uglitning to the thun- 
der 

Whieli follows it, riring the spirit of 
man, 

Making earth wonder. 


So was their meaning to her words. 
No swonl 

Of wrath her right arm whirl'd. 
But one poor poet's scroll, and with 
/ijs word 

She shook the world. 


THE POET'S Mim 

I, 

Ve^ not thou tlie poet's mind 
With thy shallow wit : 

Vex not thou the poet’s nnnd ; 

For thou canst not fathom it. 

Clear and bright il should bo ever, 
Flowing like a crystal river; 

Bright as light, and clear as wind, 

II. 

Oark-brow'd sophist, come not ancarj 
All the place Is holy ground; 
Hollow smile and frozen sneer 
Come not here. 

Holy water will I pour 
Into cveiy spicy flower 
Of the laurel-shrubs that hedge it 
around. 

Tlie flowers would faint at your cruel 
cheer. 

In your eye there Is death. 

There is frost in your breath 
Which would blight tho plants. 
Where you stand you cannot hear 
From the groves within 
The wJUbbini a din. 

In the heart of the garden the merry 
hiffl chants. 

It would fall to the ground if you came 
in. 

In the middle leaps a fountain 
Like sheet lightning, 

Ever brightening 
With a low melodious thunder ; 

All day and ail night it Is ever drawn 
From the brain of the purple moun- 
tain 

Which stands in the distance you* 
der : 

It springs on a level of bowery lawn, 
And the mountain draws it from 
HcaTeu above. 
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THE SEA^IAmiES, 


Anti it jsinp* a iong of undying Ioyo ; 

Ami yet, tUo* Us voice be bo clear and 
full. 

You never would liear it; your ears 
arc BO dull ; 

So keep wlierc you are; you are foul 
wiilt Bin ; 

It would aliriiik lo the carlli if you 
came in. 


THE SEA-FAIHIES, 

Sijow sail'd tho w-eary mariners and 
saw. 

Betwixt tlie groen brink and tho run- 
ning foam, 

Sweet faces, rounded arms, and bosoms 
prest 

To little harps of gold ; and while they 
mused 

'Whispering to each other half in fear, 
Shrill music reach'd them on the mid- 
dle sea. 

Whither away, whither away, whlthir 
away I fly no more. 

Whither avray from the high green 
field, and the happy blossoming 
shore 1 

Day and night to the billow the foun- 
tain calls ; 

Down shower the gambolling water- 
falls 

From wandering over the lea ; 

Out of the live^green heart of the dells 
They frcBlicn the silvery -crim son 

shells. 

And thick with white bells the clover- 
hill swells 

High over the f nil-toned seat 
O hither, come hither and furl your 
anils. 

Come Idther to me and to me t 
Hither, come hither and frolic and 
play ; 

Here it is only the me%v that wails ; 
We will sing to you all the day : 
Mariner, mariner, furl your sails, 

For here are the blissful downs and 
dales, 

And mcirily, merrily carol the gales^ 


And the spangle dance* in bight and 

^ay. 

And the rainbow forms and fl^cs on 
tJic land 

Over the islands free ; 

And the ralnlxiw lives in the curve of 
the Bund \ 

Hither, come hit her and see ; 

And tlic rainbow liangs on the polling 
wave. 

And sweet Is the color of cove and 
cave. 

And sweet shall your welcome be : 

U hither, come hither, and be our 
loi^s. 

For merry brides are we ; 

Wc will kiss sweet kisses, and speak 
sweet words ; 

O ltstenJisten,your eyes shall glisten 

Wiih jdeasure ami love and jubilee : 

O listen, lislen, your eyes slmU glisten 

When flic sharp clear twang of the 
golden chords 

liuns up the ridged sea. 

Who can light on as happy a shore 

All the world o'er, all the world o'er! 

Whither away 1 listen and stay ; 
niarincr, mariner, fly no more. 


THE DESEETED HOUSE. 

I* 

Life and Tliought have gone away 
Side by side, 

Tx'aving door and windows wide : 
Careless tenants they I 

II. 

All within is dark as night : 

In the windows is no light ; 

And no murmur at the door, 

So frequent on its liingc before. 

III. 

Close the door, the ahuttem close. 

Or thro' the windows we shall sev 
The nakedness and vacancy 
Of the dark deserted house. 

IV. 

Come away i no more of mirth 

Is here or merry-nmkiug sound. 


THE D ymc SWAN. 19 


Tlie house wm buitded of the e»rlh, 
Aud shall full again |o grotiiid. 

V. 

Como awiiy ; for Life and HiougUt 
Here no lunger ilirell; 

But in a city glorious*-^ 

A grvot and distnnt city — have bought 
A mansion incomiptiblo. 

Would they could have staid with usl 


THE DYING SWA^jf. 

I. 

TrtE plain was grassy, wild and bare, 
AVido, wild, and o|ruj to the air, 
AVliich had built up every whore 
An under-roof of doleful gray* 
With an inner voice the river ran, 
Adown it floated a dying swan, 

And loudly did lament. 

It was the middle of the day* 

Ever the weary wind went on, 

Aud took the reed-tops us it went. 

IT. 

Some blue peaks in the distance rose, 
And wliite against the cold-white sky, 
Shone out their crowning snows. 

One willow over the river wept* 
And shook the wave as the wind did 
sigh : 

Above ill the wind was the swallow. 
Chasing itself at its own wild will, 
Aud far thro' the inarish green 
and still 

The tangled water-eourses slept. 
Shot ovei with purple, and green, and 
yellow. 

til* 

Hie wild swan's death-hymn took the 
soul 

Of that waste place with Joy 
Hidden in sorrow : at first to the ear 
Hie warble was low, and full and 
clear ; 

And floating about the umler-sky, 
Frevatluig in weakness, the coronach 
stole 


Sometimes afar, and sometimes aiiear ^ 

But aiion her awful jubilant voice, 

Witli a music strange and manifold, 

Flow'd forth on II carol free iiiid hold; 

As wiien a niighty jieople rejoice 

VV'ith slirtwms, and with cymbals, and 
harps of grdd, 

Ami the tumult of their acclaim is 
ruilM 

Thro' the open gates of the eiiy afar. 

To the shcpheril wlio wateheth the 
evening star. 

Aud thecn'cpmg mosses and clamber- 
ing weeds. 

And tlie willow-bntnches hoar and 
dank, 

And the wavy swell of the soughing 
reeds, 

And the wave*wom lioms of the echo- 
ing bank, 

And the silvery marish-fiowers that 
throng 

The desolate ereeks and pools among, 

Were Hooded over with eddying song. 


A DIRGE. 

1 . 

Xow is done thy long day's work ; 
Fold Ihy palms across thy breast, 
Fold tliine urnis, turn to thy rest. 

Lc‘t them rave* 

Shadows of the silver hirk 
Sweep the green tliiit folds thy gmv& 
Let them rave* 

It. 

Hire nor carketh care nor slander; 
Nothing but the small cold Worm 
Fretteth thine enshrouded form* 

Tx*t tiiem rave. 

Light and shadow ever wander 
O'er the green tliat folds thy grave. 
Let them rare. 

III. 

Thou wilt not turn upon thy bed; 
Cbanteth nut the brooding bee 
Sweeter tones lhan calumny I 
Let them rave. 
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LOVE AND DEATTT 


Thou ^rilt novpr ruifM* tliino hejid 
From the irreen that f<itUa thy graro. 
Let them rave* 

IV* 

Crocodiles wept tears for thee ; 

The woodbine and eglaterc 
Drip sweeter dews than traitor't tear* 
Let them rave* 

Ham makes music iti the tree 
U'er the grei^n that folds thy grave* 
Let tiiciu rave. 

V* 

Round thee blow, self-pleached deep, 
Rramble rosea, faint and pale, 

And long purples of the dale* 

1^*1 them rave, 

Tlicse ill every shower cni'p 
Tliro* the green that folds thy grave* 
Let them rave. 

VI. 

The gold-eyed kingcups fine ; 

The fnill Tduebell jiecreth over 
Rare broidry of tlie purple clover. 

Ijct them rave* 

Kings have no such conch as thine, 
As the green that folds thy grave* 

Let them rave* 

VII. 

Wild words wander here and there : 
Gotrs great gift of speech abused 
Makes thy memory confused : 

But let them rave* 

Tlie balm-erieket carols clear 
In the green that folds thy grave* 

Let them rave* 


LOVE AND DEATH. 

WttAf time the mighty moon was 
gathering light 

Love paced the tliyniy plots of Para* 
disc, 

And all about liim roll'djiis lustrous 
eyes ; 

Wlien* tunilng round a eassm, full In 
view. 

Death, walking all alone beneath a 


And talking to himself, first met his 
sight : 

You must begone,'' said Death, 
'* these walks are mine/' 

Love wept and spread Ins sheeny vans 
for fliglit j 

Yet ere he parted said, "This hour is 
thine : 

Thou art the shadow of life, and as 
the tieo 

Stands in the sun and shadows all 
beneath, 

So in the light of great eternity 

Life eminent creates the shade of 
death ; 

Tlie shadow passeth when the tree 
sliall falC 

But I shaii reign forever over all*" 


TOE BALLAD OF ORTANA* 
Jiv heart is wasteil with my woe, 
Orlana. 

There fs no rest for mo below, 

Oriana. 

When the long dun wolds are ribb'd 
with snow. 

And loud the Norland wliirlwinds 
blow, 

Oriana, 

Alone 1 wander to and fro, 

Oriana* 

Ere the light on dark was growing, 
Oriana, 

At midnight the cock was crowing, 
Oriana % 

Winds were blowing, waters flowing, 
We heard the stciKts to battle going, 
Oiiana ; 

Aloud the hollow bugle blowing, 
Oriana* 

In the yew*wood black as night, 
Oriana, 

Ere I rode into the fight, 

Oriana, 

While blissful tears blinded my sight 
By star^liine and by moonlight, 
Oriana, 

1 to thee my froth did plight, 

Oriaim. 


ClJ^cbMSTAJ^CE, 


She f kHMl upon the caatlo wall, 
OHana: 

She wacch'd my ervst among them all, 
Oriana ; 

She fiaw mo fight, the lionnl mo call, 
When forth there stept a focman tall, 
Oriann, 

Atween mo am* the caatlo wall, 
Oriaiia. 

Tlic bitter arrow went aside, 

Oriana : 

Tlie false, false arrow wont aside, 
Onana: 

Tlie damned arrow glanced aside, 

And pierced thy lieart, my love, my 
bride, 

Oriana I 

Thy heart, my life, my love, ray bride, 
Oriana 1 . 
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I cry aloud : none hear my cries,, 
Oriana. 

Thou coraest atween me and the tkies, 
Qriaim. 

I feel the tears of blood arise 

Up from my heart unto my eyes, 
Oriana, 

Within thy heart my arrow lies, 
Oriana. 

0 cursed hand I O cursed blow I 
Oriana 1 

0 happy thou that lieat low, 

Oriana I 

All night tlie silence seems to fiow 

Beside me in my utter woe, 

Oriana. 

A weary, weary way I go, 

Oriana, 


Oh I narrow, narrow was the space, 
Oriana. 

Loud, loud rung out the bugle’s brays, 
Oriana. 

Oh I deathful stabs were dealt apace. 
The battle deepen'd in its place, 
Oriana; 

But I was down upon my face, * 
Oriana. 


Tliey should have stabb’d me wliere I 
lay, 


Oriana ! 

Dow could I rise and come away, 
Oriana ! 


How could I look upon the day 1 
They should have stabb’d me where I 
layp 


Oriana — 

They sliould have trod me into clay, 
Oriana, 


0 breaking heart that will not break, 
Oriana ! 

0 pale, pale face so sweet and meek, 
Oriana ! 

Thou smilest, but thou dost not speak. 
And then the tears run down my cheek, 
Oriana : 

What wanteat thou t whom dost thou 
seek, 

Oriana 1 


When Koriand winds pipe down the 
sea, 

Oriana, 

I walk, I dare not think of thee, 
Oriana. 

Thou liest beneath the greonwocKl tree, 
I dare not die and*eome to thee, 
flriana, 

I hear the roaring of the sea, 

Oriana. 


CIRCUMSTANCE. 

Two children fn two neighimr rillagei 

riaying mad pranks along the heathy- 
leas ; 

Two strangers meeting at a festival ; 

Two lovers whispering by an orchard 
wall ; 

Two lives bound fast in one with 
golden ease; 

Two graves grass-green beside a gray 
church -tower, 

Wash’d with still rains and daisy bios 
somed ; 

Two children in one hamlet bom and 
bred ; 

So runs the round of life from hour 
to hour. 


THE MERMAN. 


22 


THE MERMAN. 

L 

Wno would bo 
A momiau buld^ 

Sitting alonOj 
Singing alone 
Under llie sea, 

With a crown of gold, 

On a throne 1 

n. 

I would be a raertnan bold, 

1 would sit and euig the whole of the 
day ; 

J would All the sea-iialifl with a voice 
of iKJwer; 

But at night 1 would roam abroad and 
plajr 

With the mermaids in and out of live 
rocks. 

Dressing iheir hair with the white sea- 
flower j 

And holding them back by- their flow- 
ing locks 

I would kiss tiiem often under the sea. 

And kiss them again liil they kiss'd 

lUO 

Laughingly, laughingly ; 

And tiien we would w’anderaway, away 

To the pale-green sea-groves straight 
and high, 

Chasing each other merrily. 

til. 

Tlierc would be neither moon nor star; 

But the wave would make music above 
US nfar^ 

Low thunder and light in the magic 
night — 

Neither moon nor star. 

Wo would call aloud in the dreamy 
dells, 

Cali to each other and whoop and cry 

All night, merrily, merrily ; 

They would pelt me with starry span- 
gles and shells. 

Laughing and clapping their hands 
belwwu. 

All night, merrily, merrily : 

But 1 would throw to them back lu 
miue 


Turkis and agate and almondino t 
'Flien leaping out u|)on them unseen 
1 would kiss them often under the sea. 
And kiss them again till they kiss'd mo 
laughingly, laughingly. 

Oh I what a happy life were mine 
Under the ho I low-hung ocean green 1 
Soft are the moss-beds under the sea; 
We would live merrily, merrily. 


THE MEKMAID. 

I. 

Wno would be 
A mermaid fair. 

Singing alone, 

Combing her hair 
Under the sea, 

In a golden curl 
With a comb of pearl. 

On a throne 1 

II. 

I would be a mermaid fair ; 

1 would sing to myself the whole of 
the liay ; 

With a comb of pearl I would comb 
my hair; 

And still as I comb'd I would sing and 
say, 

Wlio is it loves me 1 who loves not 
met" 

I would comb my hair till my ringlets 
would fall 

I^w adown, low adow n, 

From under my starry sea-bud crown 
T^w adown and around, 

And 1 should look Like a fountain of 
gold 

Springing alone 
With a shrill inner sound. 

Over the throne 
In the midst of the hall ; 

Till that groat sea-snake under the sea 
From his coiled sleeps in the central 
deeps 

Would slowly trail himself sevenfold 
Hound the hall where I sate, and look 
in at the gate 

With his large calm eyes for the love 
i of me. 



ADEUNB. 
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An<l all the memien under the iea 

W^otild feel their ImmortAlity 

Die in their hearts for the lore of me. 


III. 

But at night I would wander away, 
away, 

1 would fling on each side my low- 
flowing locks. 

And lightly vault from the throne and 
play 

With the mermen in and out of the 
roeki; 

We would run to and fro, and hide 
and aeek, 

On the Uroad sea-wolda in the crim- 
son shells, 

Whose silvery spikes are nigbcst the 
sea. 

But if any came near I would call, and 
shriek. 

And adown the steep like a ware I 
would leap 

From the diamonddedges that jut 
from the dells ; 

For I would not be kiss'd by all who 
would list, 

Of the hold merry mermen under the 
sea ; 

Tliey would sue me, and woo me, and 
flutter me, 

In the purple twilights under the 
sea; 

But the king of them all would carry 
me. 

Woo me, and win me, and marry 
me, 

In the branching jaspers under the 
sea; 

Tlien all the dry pled things that l>e 

In the Imoiess mosses under the sea 

Would curl round my silver feet 
silently. 

All looking up for the Ioto of me. 

And if I should carol aloud, from aloft 

All thinga that are forked, and homed, 
and soft 

Would lean out from the hollow aphere 
of the sea. 

All looking down for the love of 
me. 


ADELINE. 


Mtstert of mysteries. 

Faintly smiling Adeline, 

Scarce of earth nor all divine. 
Nor unhappy, nor at rest, 

But beyond expression fair 
With Ihy floating flaxen hair; 
Thy rosc^lips and fuU blue eyes 

Take the heart from out my 
breast. 

Wherefore those dim looks of thine. 
Shadowy, dreaming Adeline ! 


It. 

Whence that aery bloom of thine. 
Like a lily which the sun 
Looks thro' in his sad decline. 

And a rose-bush Leans' upon. 
Thou that faintly smilest still, 

As a Naiad in a well, 

Looking at the set of day. 

Or a phantom t wo hours old 
Of a maiden past away. 

Ere the placid lips be cold t 
Wherefore those faint smiles of 
thine, 

Spiritual Adeline 1 


tti. 

What hope or fear or joy is thine I 
Who talketh with thee, Adeline I 
For sure thou art not all alone. 

'Do lieating hearts of salient 
springs 

Keep measure with thine own 1 

Hast thou heard the butterflies 
What they say betwixt their 
wings ! 

Or in Htillest evenings 
With what voice the violet wooa 
To his heart the silver dews ? 

Or when little airs arise. 

How the merry liluelndl rings 
To the mosses uiuleriit^aih ? 
Hast thou look'd upon the breath 
Of the lilies at sunrise ? 
Whenefore that faint smile of thine, 
Shadowy, dreamy Adeline I 
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IV. 

Some Iioney^convcrac feeds tlij mind, 
Some spirit of a crimson rose 
In love will I ibce forgets to close 
Ills curtains, xvasting odorous eiglit 
AIL iiiglit long on diirkticss blind- 
What uiielli Ihce ? uiioin wnitest ihoti 
With iliy soften'd, shadow'd brow, 
And those dew'-lit eyes of tluue, 
Tliou faint smiler, Adeline T 

V, 

Lovest thou the doleful wind 

When thou gnzest al the skies t 
Doth tlie loW'iongued Orient 
Wamier from the side of the 
mom, 

Dripping with Sabscan spico 
On tliy pillow, lowly bent 
With melodious airs lovelorn. 
Breathing Light against thy face. 
While his locks n-drooping twined 
Hound thy neck in subtle ring 
Make a ean-wuet of rays, 

And ye talk together still. 

In the language whercwiih f^pring 
lAdtcrs cowslips im ihe hill t 
Hence ilmt look and smile of Ihine, 
Spiritual Adeline. 


MAKGAHET. 

I. 

O sw^KBT pale Margaret, 

0 rare pale Margaret, 

Whiit Lit your eyes with tearful power, 
Like moonliglit on a falling shower I 
Who ten I you, love, your mortal dower 
Of pensive thought and aspect 
pale. 

Your melancholy sweet and frail 
As perfume of the cuckooflower T 
From the westward-winding flood, 
From the evening-lighted wood, 

From all things outward you have 
won 

A tearful grace, as tho' you stooti 
Ikdwetm the minliow and Ihcsun- 
Tlio very smile befoix; you speak, 
That dimples your transparent 
cheek. 


Encircles all the heart, and feedeth 
Tlie senses with a still delight 

Of dainty sorrow without sound. 
Like the tender ambt^r round, 
Whicli the moon about her spread 
eth. 

Moving thro' a fleecy night 
IL 

You love, remaining peacefully. 

To hear the murmur of the strife. 
But enter not the toll of life. 
Tour spirit Is the calmed sea. 

Laid hy the tumult of the fight 
You are the evening star, alway 

Hemaitiing betwixt dark ami 
bright ; 

Lull'd echoes of laborious day 

Come to you, gleams of mellow 
light 

Float by you on the verge of 
night. 

ni. 

What can it matter, Margaret, 

What songs below the waning 
stars 

nie linn-lieart, riantagenet, 

i^ang looking tliro' his prison 
bars I 

Exquisite Margaret, who can 
Ull 

The last wild thought of Chaielet, 
Just ere the falling axe did part 
Tlie burning brain from the true 
heart, 

Even in her sight he loved so 
well 1 

iv. 

A fairy ahield your Genius made 
And gave you on your natal day. 
Tour sorrow, only sorrow s shade. 
Keeps real sorrow fnr away. 

You move not in such solitudes, 

You are not less divine, 

But more human in your moods, 

Than your twin-sister, Adeline. 
Your hair is darker, and your eyes 
Touch'd with a somewhat darker 
hue. 

And less aerially blue. 


ROSALIND. 


. ^ But cvcMreraWing thro' the dew 

Of daintj-tTofuJ 

0 svreci pale Margaret, 

O rare pale Margaret, 

Come down, tome down, and liear me 
iit>eak ; 

Tie up the rtngIcU on j^onr eheek : 

Tlie tun it juat about to uet, 

Tlic arching linicii arc tall and shatlj, 
Aufi laint, rainy lights arc seen. 
Moving in the leavy lieech* 

Hisc from the feast of sorrow, lady, 
Wliere all day long you ait 
between 

Joy and woe, and whigper each. 
Or only look acroaa the lawn, 
l.^ook out below your bower-eaves, 
Iiook down, and let your blue eyes 
dawn 

Upon mo thro' the jasmine-leaves. 


BOSALim 

]. 

Mr Hosalind, my Rosnlind, 

My frolic falcon, with bright eves, 
Whose free delight, from any "height 
of rapid flight. 

Stoops at ail game tlial wing the skies, 
My Rosalind, my Rosalind, 

Aly bright^yed, wild^yed falcon 
whither. 

Careless both of wind and weather, 
jyhiihei' fly ye, what game spy ye, 
tp or down the slrcaming wind ? 

tt. 

The quick lark’s closcsE-caroira 
strains, 

TJie shadow rushing np the sea, 

Tlie lightning flash atween the rains, 
T^io sunlight driving down the lea. 

The leaping stream, the very wind. 
That wiJi not Htay, upon his way. 

To stoop the cowslip to tlie plains. 

Is not so clear and Imld and free 
As you, my falcon RnsaliutL 
\ ou care not for another's {tains. 
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Betause you are the soul of joy. 
Bright metal all without alloy. 

Life shoots and glances thro' your 
veins. 

And flashes olT a thousand ways. 
Thro’ lips and eyes in subtle ravs* 
Tour bawk-eyes arc keen and bright. 
Keen with triumph, watching still 
To piert'o me thro’ with pointed lights 
But oftentimes they flash and glitter 
Like sunshine on a dancing rill, 

And your words arc seeming-bitter, 
Sliarp and few, but SL%ming>bitter 
From ejtcess of swift delighL 

111 . 

Come down, come home, my Rosalind, 
My gay young hawk, my Rosalind : 

I oo long you keep tltc upjjer skies ; 
Too long you roam and wheel at will; 
But we inuHt hood your random eyes, 
Flint earc not whom they kill. 

And your cheek, whose briJILant hue 
Is so sparkling fresh to vie^v. 

Some rt^^d heath-flower in the dew. 
Touch’d w ith sunrise. We must bind 
And kct'pyou List, my Tiosalhid, 

Fust, fast, my xvild-eyvd Itosnl ini 
And clip your wings, amyj^e you 
love : ' 

When we have lurtNl yA ^pim abovn, 
And that delight of flight, 1 

day or night. 

From Korrh to South, 

We'll bind you fast in silken e<irda 
And kiss away tiio bitter words 
From off your rosy mouth- 


kleaxohe. 

L 

Titv dark eyes opi-n’d not. 

Nor first reveal'd themselves to 
English air, 

For there is not lung here. 
Winch, from the ontwanl to the inward 
brought, 

Mouhk'il ihy iwiby tboiight* 

Far off from human neighborhood, 
Thou Wert bom, on a summer 
mom. 
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ElEANORB, 


I A mile beneath the cedar*troodp 
I Thy bciunteoui forehead ifraa not 
fann'd 

With bTeezet from our oaken 
gtadei, 

I But thou wert nursed in some delicious 
land 

Of lavish lights, and floating 
shades : 

And flattering iliy childish thought 
The oriental fairy brouglit. 

At tho inonient of thy birth. 
From old welldieails of haunted ritli, 

I Ami tho hearts of purple lulls, 

And sliadowM coves on a sunny 
shore, 

Tlio choicest wealth of all the 
earth. 

Jewel or shell, or starry ore, 

To deck tliy cradle, Kleanorep 


Or tho yellow-banded bees, 

I TJiro' half-open btlices 
Coining in the scented breeze. 

Fed thee, a child, lying alone, 

With whitest honey in fairy gar- 


cullM — 
A gloriotta-^il 
In silk-iion#f 


J ild, dreaming alone, 
folds, upon yielding 

daiHr 

Witli the lium of swarming bees 
Into dreamful slumber lull'd. 


Wio may minister to thee? 

[ Summer herself should minister 
To theo, with fruitage gohlemrindcd 
^ On golden salvors, or k may bo, 

I Youngest Autumn, in a liower 
Grape-thickenM froui the light, and 
' blinded 

Willi many a deep-lined belidikc 
. flower 

I Of fragrant trailers, when itio air 
f'leejM^th over all I lie heaven, 

And tho crag that fronts the Kven, 
All along the sliadowtng shore, 

I Criinsoiis over an inlaiul mere, 
Kle^oro I 


ir. 

How many fult-aait'd verse express, 
ilow many measund wonls aduro 
Tho full-flowing hariiiony 
Of thy swau-Uko stateliness, 

Kleinore 1 

Tlie luxuriant symmetiy 
Of thy floating gracefulness, 

K lea none ! 

Kvery turn ami giance of tlime, 
Eveiy lineament divine, 
Elciinore, 

And the steady sunset glow. 

That stays upon thee t For in thee 
Is nothing sudden, nothing single; 
Like two Streams of incense free 
From one censer in one shrine, 
Tltought and nioticm mingie. 
Mingle over* Motions flow 
To one another, even as tho' 

They were modulated so 
To an unheard melody, 

Which lives about thee, and a sweep 
Uf richest pauses, evermore 
Drawn from each other mellow-deep ; 
Who may express thee,Elcaiiorc ! 


I stand before theo, Eleanoro ; 

I see thy beauty gradually unfold. 
Daily and Itoiirly, more and more. 

I muse, as in a trance, the while 
Slowly, as from a cloud of gold, 
Comes out thy deep aiiibrosral smite. 

I muse. aa‘ in a trance, whene'er 
The languors of thy love-deep eyes 
Float on to me. I would I were 
So tranceii, so rapt in ecstasies, 

To stand apart, and to adore, 

Gazing on thee forevermore, 

Serene, imperial Eleanore 1 


f^metimes, with most intenEity 
tiiizing, I seem to see 
Thouglit foUhni over thought, smiling 
asleep. 

Slowly o waken'd, grow so full and deep 
In thy large eyes, that, overpower'd 
quite. 


ELEANORE. 
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I catiniit veil, or drr»i>i> my sight, 

But aiii AH nothing in Us light : 

As thti* A star, ill iiDiiost lit^AVon M?t, 
Kv’n whiJi* we gaze «ii it, 

Should slowly round his orb, anti 
' slowly gmw 

To A full face, there like a suu remain 
Fix'd — thc'ti as slowly fade agnuh 
And draw' itself to wJiAt it was 
before; 

So full, so deep, so slow, 

Thought seems to etinie and go 
Id thy large eyes, imperial Kleanore. 

VII. 

As thunder-clouds that, bung on higb, 
Hoof'd the w'orld with doubt and 
fear, 

Floating thro* an evening atmosphere. 
Grow golden all al^ut tlie sky ; 

In thee all passion becomes passloD- 
less, 

Touch'd by thy spirit's mellowness, 
Losing bii Sre and active might 
In a silent nieditation. 

Falling Into a still delight, 

And luxury of contemplation : 

As waves that up a quiet cove 
Rolling slide, and lying stilt 
Shadow forth the hanks at wilt i 
Or sometimes they swell and move, 
Pressing up against the land. 

With motions of the outer sea : 

And the self-same influence 
Controlleth all the soul and sense 
Of I'assiou gazing upon thee» 

Hiii bowstring slacken’d, languid Lfive, 
leaning bis clieek upon his haml, 
Droops both his wings, regarding 
thee, 

And so would languish evermore, 
Sereue, imperiul Eleanure^ 

VIII. 

But when T see thee roam, with tresses 
uneontiiied. 

While the Amorous, odorous wind 
Breathes low bi*twecu the sunset 
and the moon; 

Or, in a shadowy saloon, 

On silken eushious half reclined; 


I 


r wateh thy grace; and in its 
place 

My heart a charm’d slumber 
ket‘pa, 

While I muse upim thy face; 
And n languid llns crt‘t*ps 

Thro' my veins to all iny frame, 
DlsiioLvingly and slowly t soiin 

From thy nisc-red lips .\i v hatiio 
Floweth ; and then, os in a swoon, 
With dinning sound my ears are 
rife. 

My tremulous tongue faltereth, 
I lose my eolor, 1 lose my l>reat]i, 
I drink the eup of a costly death, 
Brimtn’d with delirious draughts of 
warmest life. 

I die with my delight, before 
I hear what 1 would hear from 
thee; 

Yet tell my name again to me, 
I woiiid be dying evermore. 

So dying ever, Kleiinore. 


I. 

Mr life Ih full of weaty days, 

But gomi things have not kept aloof. 
Nor wander'd into other ways : * 

1 have not laek’d thy mild reproof, 
Nor golden largess of thy praise. 

And now shake liands across the lirink 
Of that deep grave to w'hidi 1 go : 
Shake hands once more : I cannot sink 
8a far — fur down, hut I Bhall know 
Thy voice, and answer from below, 

II. 

When in the darkness over mo 
The four-handed mole shall sempe, 
Plant thou no dusky cypresa-tree, 

Nor wreathe Ihy cap with doleful 
crape. 

But pletlge me in the flowing graixj. 

And when tlie sappy fleld and woihI 
Grow green beneath the showery 
h'rayi 

And rugged harks begin to bud. 
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EARLY SONNETS. 


And thro^ holts new-fliish"d 

with mjijr. 

Ring sijtidcn scrilches of the 

ITicn kt wise Nature work her will.^ 
An^l on nijr elay her darnel grow ; 
Come only, when tlie days are siHl, 
And at my headstone wl]i8|>er low. 
And tell me if the woodbines blow. 


EARTA' SONNETS- 

I, 

TO . 

As when with downcast eyes we mtuse 
and bmud, 

And ebb into a former life, or seem 

To lapse far back in uimo confused 
dream 

To states of mystical similitude ; 

If one but speaks or hems or stirs his 
chair, 

Erer the wonder waxeth more and 
more, 

So that we say, « All this hath been 
before. 

Ail this hath lieen, I know not when 
or wliere/* 

So, friend, when first I lookM upon 
your face, 

Ourtliought gave answer each to each, 
so true — 

Opposed mirrors each reflecting each— 

That tho* I knew not in what time or 
place, 

Methought that 1 had often met with 
you, 

And either lived in citherns heart and 
speech. 

It. 

TO J. Jf. K, 

JIt hope and heart is with thee — thou 
wilt be 

A latter Luther, and a soldier-priest 

To scare ehurch-lmrpics from the 
master's feast ; 

Unr dusted velvets liave much need 
of thee : 

Thou art no sabbalh-drawler of old 
saws, 


Di8till*d from some worm-canker 'd 
homily ; 

But spiirr'd at heart witli fieriest energy 
To emhattail and to wall about thy 
cause 

With Iron-worded proof, bating ft* hark 
The humming of the drowsy pulpit 
drone 

Half GodV good sabbath, while tht 
worn-out clerk 

Brow-beats Ins desk below. Thoi 
from a throne 
5[ounted in heaven wilt shoot into tht 
dark 

Arrows of lightnings, I will stand and 
mark, 

tn. 

Mink be the strength of spirit, full 
and free, 

Like some broad river rushing down 
alone. 

With the self-same impulse wherewith 
he was thrown 

From his loud fount upon theeclioing 
lea : — 

Which with increasing might doth for- 
waril flee 

By tow n, and tower, and hill, and cape, 
and isle. 

And in the m iddle of the green salt sea 
Keeps his blue waters fresh for many 
a mile. 

Mine be the power which ever to Ju 
sw'ay 

Will win the wise at once, and by 
degrees 

May into uncongenial spirits flow ; 

Ev'n as the warm ^If-stream of 
Florida 

Floats far away into the Northern seas 
The lavish growths of southern Mex- 
ico, 

IV. 

ALEXANDER, 

VVauuior of GimI, whose strong right 
arm debaser] 

Tlie throne of Persia, when her Satrap 
bled 

At Ijwtia by the Syrian gates, or fled 
Beyond the Meiiiuiian naplitha-pits, 
disgraced 


EARLY SONMETS. 
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Farerer — thee (thy pathway iand- 
oituedi 

Gliding with equal crowna two 
pents led 

Joyful to that palm-planted founta in- 
fed 

AmtiiQuian OaaU in the waate. 

There in a silent shafle of laurel hrown 
Apart the Chaniian Urnele divine 
blielter'd his ufiapproaehed mysteries : 
High tilings were spoken there, un- 
lianded down ; 

Only they saw thee from the secret 
shrine 

Uetumiug with hot cheek and kindled 
eyes, 

V, 

BUONAPARTE. 

Hn thought to quell the stubborn 

i hearts of oakj 

Mad man I — to chain with chains, and 
hind with bands 

[ That islanti queen who sways the floods 
I and la nils, 

( From Ind to Ind, but in fair daylight 
woke. 

When from her wooden walls, — lit by 
sure hands, — 

With thunders, and with lightnings, 
and with smoke, — 

Peal after peal, the British battle 
broke, 

Ipullmg the brine against the Coptic 
sands. 

We taught him lowdier moods, when 
Elsinore 

Heard the war moan along the distant 
sea, 

Hocking with ibatter'd span, with 
sudden fires 

Flamed over: at Trafalgar yet once 
more 

We taught him : late he learned 
humility 

Perforce, like those whom Gideon 
sciioord with hrlcTs. 

vt. 

POLAND. 

Hour Ion g,0 God, shall men be ridden 
down. 


And tranipled under by the last and 
least 

Of men f The heart of Poland hath 
not censed 

To quiver, tho' her sacred blood doth 
drown 

The fields, and out of every smoulder- 
ing town 

Cries to *rhee, lest brute Power be in- 
creased, 

Till that overgrown Barbarian in the 
East 

Transgress his ample bound to some 
new crown : — 

Cries to Thee, ** l^rd, how long shall 
these things he I 

How long this ieydiearted Muscovite 

Oppress the region T " Us, U Just and 
Good, 

Forgive, who smiled when she was tom 
in three; 

Us, who Eland now, when we should 
aid the right — 

A matter to be wept with tears of 
blood! 

VI 1. 

CAHess*n or chidden by the slender 
hand, 

And singing airy trifles this or that, 

Light Hope at Beauty's call would 
perch ani] stand, 

And run thro' every change of sharp 
and fiat ; 

And Fancy came ami al her pillow sat, 

When Sleep had bound her In Ins rosy 
band. 

And chased away the still-recurring 
gnat, 

And woke her with a lay from fairy 
land. 

But now they live with Beauty less 
and less. 

For Hope is other Hope and wanders 
far, 

Nor cares to lisp in love's delicious 
creeds; 

And Fancy watches in the wilderness. 

Poor Fancy sadder than a single 
star, 

Tliat sets at twilight in a laud of 
reeds. 
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EA^LY SOIYNETS. 


VIIL 

The form, the form nlojxe i« eloquent ! 

A nobler yearning never broke her 
rest 

Than but to <lanee and emg, be gayly 
drest, 

And win all eyes with all accomplish- 
ment: 

Yet in the whirling dances ns we went, 

My fancy made me for a moinenibk'Si 

To And my heart so ta^nr the beauteous 
breast 

That once had power to rob it of con- 
tent, 

A moment came the tenderness of 
tears, ^ 

The pimntom of a wish tliatonce could 
move, 

A ghost of passion that no smiles ro- 
store — ► 

For ah t the slight coquette, she can- 
not love, 

And if you kiss'd her feet a thousand 
years, 

She still would take the praise, and 
care no more. 

IX. 

Wan Sculptor, weepest thou to take 
the cast 

Of those dead lineaments that near 
thee lie t 

0 sorrowest thou, pale Painter, for the 

past, 

In painting some dead friend from 
memory I 

Weep on : beyond his object Love can 
last: 

Ilia object lives : more cause to weep 
have I : 

My tears, no tears of love, are flowing 
fast, 

No tears of love, but tears that Love 
can die, 

1 pledge her not in any cheerful cup* 

Nor care to sit beside lit^r where alie 

sits^ — 

Ah pity — hint it not in Imman tones, 

Hut breathe it into earth and close it 
up 


With secret death forever, in the pita 

Which some green Chriatmaa craiiii 
with weary bones, 

at. 

If I were loved, as I desire to be, 

What la there in the great sphere of 
the earth, 

And range of evil between death and 
birth, 

Tliat I should fear, — if I were loved 
by tliec ? 

All the inner, all tJie outer world of 
pain 

Clear Love would pierce and cleave, 
if thou Wert mine. 

As 1 have heard that, somewhere in 
the main, 

Fresh^water springs come up through 
bitter brine, 

"Twere joy, not fear, claspt hand-in- 
hand with thee. 

To wait for death — mule — careless 
of all ills, 

Apart upon a mountain, tho' the surge 

Of some new deluge from a thousand 
hills 

Flung leagues of roaring foam into 
the gorge 

Below us, os far on as eye could see. 
at. 

THE BRIDESMAID, 

O nniiiESMAin, ere the happy knot 
was tied, 

Thine eyes so wept that they could 
hardly sec; 

Thy sister smiled and said, *'No tears 
for me 1 

A happy bridesmaid makes a happy 
bride/' 

And then, the couple standing side by 
side, 

Love lighted down bedween them full 
of glee, 

And over his loft shoulder laugh'd at 

tliw, 

** U happy briilesmaid, make a happy 
bride." 

And all at once a pleasant truth I 
learn 'd. 
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For white the teiukr service made thee 
weep, 

I ]o¥ed thee for the I ear ihou eouliUt 
not liide, 

And prefit thy hand, and knew tbo 
presfi return’d, 

And thoujfht, “ My life Is fiick of »in- 
jflLe sleep ; 

O happy hrldeanmid, make a happy 
bride 


THE LADY OF SIIALOTT. 

PART t. 

0?f either side of the river lie 
I^ng field i of barley and of rye, 
Thatelothe the wolil end meet the »ky ; 
And tiiro’ the field the roatl runs by 
To manydower’d Camelot ; 
Anti up and down the people go, 
Gazing where the lilies blow 
Rounil an island there Wlow 
The island of Shalott. 


TiUng sheaves in uplands airy, 
Tdatening, wliifi[iers “ ''FU the fairy 
Lady of bhiilutt/' 

PAIIT 11. 

Tiierr she weaves by night and day 
A Hi agio web xvith ci*!ors gay. 

She lias lieard a xvtiisper say, 

A curse is on her if siie stay 

To look down to t’ainelot* 

She knows not what the curse may b*; 
And BO she weavelli steadily, 

And little other care huth she. 

The Lady of Shalott 

And moving thro' a mirror clear 
That liangs before her all the year. 
Shadows i*f the world appear. 

There she sees the highway near 
Winding down to Caiiielot; 
There the river eddy whirls, 

WVnd there tho surly village-churls, 
And the red ch^aks of market girls. 
Pass onvvard from Shalott, 


Willow's whiten, aspens quiver, 

Little breezes dusk ami shiver 
Thro' tlie wave that runs forever 
iiy the ialanfl in the river 

Flowing down to Cameiot 
Four gray walls, and four gray towers, 
Ovcrlcwik a space of flowers, 

And the silent isle embowers 
The Lady of Shalott, 


Sometimes a troop of damsels glad. 
An abbot on an ambling pail, 
S^jmetimes a curly sliepherd-lad, 

Or longdiair'd page in criniBon cind, 
Goes l^y to tower'd Cameiot j 
And sometimes thro* the mirror blue 
The knights come riding two and two; 
She hath no loyal knight and true, 
Tlie Lady of Slmlott. 


By the margin, willow-veird. 

Slide the heavy barges trail'd. 

By slow horses ; and un hail’d 
The iballop flittetb silkemsaird 

Skimming down to Cameiot : 
But who liath seen her wave her hand? 
Or at the easiunent seen her stand 1 
Or h she known in nil ibe land, 

The Lady of Shalott? 


Bui in her web sbe still delights 
To weave the mirror's magic sights. 
For often thro* the silent nights 
A funeral, with plumes and lights 
Ami music, went to Cameiot; 
Or when the moon was overhead, 
Came two young lovers lately wed ; 
** I am half sick of shadows,'* said 
The Lady of Shalott. 


Only reapers, reaping early 
In among the heartleil hariov'* 

Hear a song that echoes chwriy 
From the river winding clearly, 
l>own to towerM Cnmelot : 
And by the tuoon the reaper weary, 


part iti, 

A now-?iiOT from lier bower-eaves, 

He rode Ijctweon tbo Tmrley -sheaves, 
The sun came dazzling tliro' tho leaves, 
And flamed upevn the brazen greaves 
Uf bold Sir Lancelot. 
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A recI-cTOiMt knif^ht forcTer kno^rd 
To a lady in liis uliioM* 

That HjjarkliHl on the yellow field, 
BeKiile remote blmlutt. 

The iremmy bridle gUtter'd free, 

Like to some bmtich of utam we «ee 
llaiig in tJie (golden Galaxy. 

The bridle iKdla rung merrily 

As be rode down to L'ametoC : 
And from his blazoned baldric slung 
A mighty silver bugle hung, 

And as he rode his armor rung, 
Beside remote 8balott. 

All in the bine unclouded weather 
Thick<je weird slionc the saddle^ 
leather, 

The helmet and the helmet-feather 
BnniM like one bumingflamc together, 
As he roilc down to Camelot. 
As often thro' the |>urple night, 
Below the starry clusters bright, 
Bonjc bearded meteor, trailing light. 
Moves over still Shaloit. 

His broad clear brow in sunlight 
glow'd ; 

On humishM hooves his war-horse 
trode ; 

From unde meat 1 l his helmet fiow'd 
His coal -black curls as on he rmle. 

As he rode down to Camel oL 
From the hank and from the river 
He dash'll into the crystal mirror, 

** Tirra lirra," by the river 
Sang Sir X4incelot. 

She left the web, she left the loom. 
She made three paces thn>' the room, 
She saw the water-lily hlooin» 

She Sfiw the helmet and the plume, 
She look’d down to Camelot* 

Out flew the web ami flouted wiile; 
Th^ mirror crack'd from side to side ; 
llie curse is come upon me,” cried 
The Lady of ShaloU. 

part IV* 

l!f the stormy east-wind straining, 

The pale yellow woods were waning. 


The broad stream in his banks com* 
plaining, 

Heavily the low sky raining, 

Over tower'd Camclot; 

Down she came and found a boat 
Beneath a willow left afloat, 

And round about llie prow she wrote 

7 'Ac Ltid^ of ShahAt, 

And down the river^s dim ex|uinse 
Like some bold K‘er in a trance, 
Seeing all his own mischance — 

With a glassy countenance 
Did she look to Camclot, 

And at the closing of the day 
She loosed the chain, and down she lay; 
The broad stream boro her far away, 
llte Lady of Shalott 

Lying, robed in snowy white. 

That loosely flew to left and right — 
The leaves upon her falling light — 
Thro' the noises of the night 

8 he floated down to Camclot : 
And ns the boat-head wound along 
The willowy hills and fields among. 
They heard her singing her last song. 
The Lady of Shalott, 

Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly, 

Till her blood was frozen slowly, 

And her eyes were darken'd wholly. 
Turn'd to tower'd ramclot. 

For ere she reach'd upon the lido 
The first house by the water-side. 
Singing in her song she died, 

ITie Lady of Shalott, 

Tnder tower and balcony, 

By garden- wall and gallery, 

A gleaming shape she floated by. 
Dead-pale la^tween the houses high. 
Silent into Camolot. 

Out npmi the wharfs they camt% 
Knight and burgher, lord and dame, 
And round the prow they read her 
name, 

Tht Lak^ of ShaiotL 


VV- ho is this ? and what is here t 
And in the lighted palace near 



Out JU^ the web and fimted wide ; 

The mirror eraeh'd from side to side ; 

* The eurse is eome upon me' eried 
The Lady of Shed&tt." 

The l^DY OF Shalott, 
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nk*tl tlie sound of royal e!ie<?r ; 

And tla-y cro&a'd tlii'niselvoA for fear^ 
All tiiii ktiighia a| Camelot: 

But Lainadot niioicil n lUtlo spjicc; 

Ue said, ** Slio lias a lovtdy fdiL-o ; 

God iti Ids rauruy k>tid hvr graco, 

TUii l4nJy of Slialott/' 


THE TWO VOICES* 

A STILL iihaU Toicc *p^e unto mo, 

" Thou art so full of luisory, 

Werii it not better not to be t 

Tlien to tho still small voice 1 sjild ; 

** Let me not east in endless shade 
Wliat is so vronderfully made*" 

To which the voleo did urge reply ; 

Today I saw the dragon-fly 
Come from tho wells where he did lie* 

** An inner impulse rent the veil 
Of Ills old husk ; from head to tail 
Came out clear plates of sapphire mail. 

^ He dried his wings : like gauze they 
grew; 

Thn/crofts and pMtures wet with dew 
A living flasti of light he flew*" 

1 said, “ When first the world began. 
Young Nature thro* five cycles ran. 
And in the siatU she moulded man* 

"She gave him mind, ihe lordliest 
Proportion, and, above the rest, 
Dominion in the iiead and breast*^ 

Thendo the slleni voice replied ; 

" Self*blinded arc you by your pride : 
Look up thro'nighl : the world Is wide. 

" ThU truth within thy mind rehearse, 
That in a boundless universe 
Is boundletis better, boundless worse* 

"Think you tliis mould of hopes and 
ft^ars 

Could find no statelier tlian his peers 
In yonder IntnUred milUon spheres ? " 
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It spake, moreover, iu my mind r 
“ Tho* thou Wert scatter'd to the wind. 
Yet is there plenty of the kind*'* 

Then did my reepouse clearer fall : 

" No oompoutid of this earthly ball 
Is like anotlier, all in alL" 

To which lie nnswer*d seofilngly ; 

" Good soul I suppose I grant it thee. 
Who'll weep for thy deficiency I 

“ Or will one beam lie less intense, 
When thy {K^culiar difference 
Is caueell'd in the world of sense ? *' 

I would have said, " Thou canst not 
know," 

But my full heart, that work'd Udow, 
Itain'd thro' my sight its oveiilow* 

Again the voice spake unto me : 

" 'Hiou art so steep'll in mi wry. 
Surely 'twere better not to be, 

" Thine anguish will not let thee steep, 
Kor any train of reason keep i 
Thou canst not think, but thou wiU 
weep*" 

I said, "The years with change ad- 
vance : 

If I make dark my countenance, 

I shut my life from happier chance* 

"Some turn this atekness yet might 
take, 

Ev*u yet*** But he i " What drug can 
make 

A wither'd palsy cease to shake ! " 

1 wept, " Tho* I should die* I know 
'Hiat all about the thorn will blow 
In tufta of rosy-tinted snow ; 

"And men, thro' novel spheres of 
thought 

Still moving after truth long sought. 
Will learn new Lhings when lam not," 
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"Tet/' said tht secret I'oice, **Mirne 
time, 

Sooner or Jnfer, will pray priiria 
Alaice tijy grass iioar with early rime 

" Not less swift souls that veam for 

r^ht, 

Hapt after heavco*s starry flight, 
Would sweep the tniets of day and 
night. 

" Not less the bee would range hercidls, 
The furzy prickle tire tJie dells, 

The foxglove cluster dappled bedls/' 

I said that ** all the years invent ; 
Each month is various to present 
Tlie world willi soitie development, 

' Were this not well, to bide mine hour, 
Tho* watching from a ruin*d tower 
How grows the ilay of hmuait power? " 

*The htghesbniomited mind,” he said. 
Still st‘e8 tile sacn^rl morning spn^ad 
The Silent s u iii ni i t o ver head. 

' Will thirty seasons render plain 
Those lonely lights that still remain, 
Just breaking over land and main ! 

** Or make that mom, from his cold 
crown 

And crystal silence creeping down, 
Flood with full daylight glebe and 
town? 

"Forerun thy peers, fhy time, and let 
Thy feet, tnilLcnninms hence, lie set 
In midst of knowlcdge,dreaniM not yet, 

" Thou Imsi not gained a tvM fielght. 
Nor art thou nearer to the light, 
Because the scale is infinite. 

“ *'rwere lietter not to bn^athe or speak, 
TJnin cry forstrei]gth,n-mamlng weak. 
And iM^em to And, but still to se^'k. 

" Sforeover, hut to sctmi to find 
Asks what thon lackest, thought re- 
Bign'd, 

A healthy frame, a quiet mind." 


I said, ** When Tam gone away, 

* He darwl n»t tarry/ men will say. 
Doing dishoiior to my clay.” 

" This is more viic,” he made reply, 
"To breathe and loathe, to live ami 

Than once from lircad of pain to die 

"Sick art thou — a dividml will 
Still heaping on tJie fear of ill 
The fear of men, a cowanl hiIII. 

"Do men love thee? Art thou so 
Iw^und 

To men, that how thy name may sound 
Will vex lliee lying underground ? 

" The memory of the wither'd leaf 
In endless time Is scarce more brief 
'limn of the garner'd Autumn^sheat 

" Go, vexed Spirit, sleep in trust ; 

I'he right ear, that rs iJird with dust, 
Hears little of the false or just/' 

" Hard task, to pi nek resolve," I cried, 
"From emptiness and I he waste wide 
Of that abyss, or scornful pride ! 

"Nay — rattier yet tliat I could raise 
One hope that warniM me in the days 
While still I yearn'd for human praise. 

"When, wide in soul and bold of 
tongue, 

Among the tents I panscil and sung. 
The distant battle flnshM and rung. 

t sung the joyful Piean clear, 

And, sitting, ImmishM wilhout fear 
The brand, tike buckler, and ihespcmr^ 

" Waiting to strive a happy strife. 

To war with falsehood to the knife. 
And not to lose the good of life — 

Some hidden principle to move. 

To put together, part ami prove, 

And mete ttto bounds of hate and j 
love — 
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" As far as might Iw*, to calf vo out 
Frt*o B|iace for ovt*ry' human doubt, 
Tliat the whob mUid uuglit orb 
about ^ 

“ To search through all I felt or saw. 
The sprlnjfs of life, the iteplhs of nwe, 
Ami reach the law within the law ; 

At least, not rotthtfc like a weed. 

But, having sown snjue generous seed. 
Fruitful of further thuught and deed, 

"To pass when Life her light with- 
draws, 

Not void of righteous self-applause, 
Nor in a merely selllBli cause — 

" In some good cause, not In mine own 
To perish, wept for, honor'd, known, I 
And like a warrior overthrown ; 

“Wltose eyes are dim with glonoua 
tears, 

When soil’d with nohle dust, he hears 
Ills country's war-song thrill his ears : : 

"Tlien dying of a mortal stroke, j 
What time the foeman's lino is hroke, 
And all the war is rolled in iinoke/' 

" Yea ! ” said the voice, “ thy dream ! 
was good. 

While thou a bodes t in the bud* 

II was the ftlrrlng of the blood* 

" If Nature put not forth her power 
About the opening of the flower. 

Who is it that could lire an hour ? 

" Then comes the cheek, the change, 
the fall. 

Pain rises up, old pleasures palh 
There is one remedy for alL 

" Yet hadst thou, thro' enduring pain, 
Link'd month to month with such a 
chain 

Of knitted purport, all were vain* 

"Thou hadst not between death and 
birth 

Dissolved the riddle of the earth. 

So were thy labor little-worth, 


"That men with knowledge merely 
play'd, 

I told Ibeo — ^ hardly nigher made, 
TJio'scalhigslow from grade to grade ; 

"Much less tills dreamer, deaf and 
blind. 

Named man, may hope some truth to 
find. 

That buara relation to the mind* 

" For every worm beneath the moon 
Draws ditlerent threads, and late and 
soon 

Spins, toiling out his own cocoon* 

" Cry, faint not : either Truth is bom 
Bi^yond the jHilar gleam forlorn, 

Dr in the gateways of the mom, 

" Cry, faint not, climb : the summits 
slope 

Beyond the furtlieit flights of hope, 
Wrapt in dense cloud from base to 
cope- 

" Sometimes a little comer shines. 

As over rainy mist inclines 
A gleaming crag with belts of piiica, 

" I will go forward, sayesi thou, 

1 shall not fall to ffml her now* 

Look up, the fold is on her brow, 

"If Htraigbt thy track, or if obtlqne. 
Thou know'st not. Shadows thou 
dopt strike, 

Embracing dond, rxion-likc; 

" And owning bnt a little more 
Than beasts, nhidest lame and poor. 
Calling thyself a little lower 

"Tlmn angi-U. Cease to wail and 
brawl I 

Why incli by inch to darkness crawl ! 
There is one remedy for all," 

" O dull, one-flldei! voice," said T, 

" Wilt thou make every thing a he. 
To flatter me that I may die 1 
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" I know that age to ago guooeoda, 
Blowing a iioiAC of longuoii and dt^dit, 
A dust of svatoifis and of oreedn. 

I cannot hide that some hare Btrivon, 
ALdiioving caltn, to wlutiii wm glren 
The Jo^ that nuxca man with lltavcn i 

** Who, rowing hard agalnisi the atream, 
Baw distant gates id Kdeii gleam, 
And did not dreain it was a dream ; 

** But hoardp hy secret transport led, 
Bv*n in the charnels of the dead. 

The murmur of tlie fuuntam head — 

" Wlilch did atToinplish their desire. 
Bore and forebore, and did not tire, 
Like Stephen, an umiuenehed lire. 

** He heeded not reviling tones, 

]<or sold Ins heart to idle mirans, 

Tho* cursed and scorn'd, and bruised 
with stones ; 


** Consider well,” the voice replied, 

'* His faix% that two hours sineo hath 
dietl ; 

Wilt Ihuu find passion, pain or pride ! 

" Will he obey when one eommnnds! 
Or answer should one press his hands 1 
He answem not, nor understands. 

His palms are folded on Ids breast: 
There is no other thing express'd 
Hut long disquiet merged in rest. 

“ His lips are very mild and meek : 
Hi o' one should smite him on the 
cheek, 

And on the mouth, he will not speak, 

“ His little daughter, whose sweet face 
H ■ kiss'd, taking his last embrace, 
Hccumes dishonor to her roco — 

” H is sons grow up tha t bear his name. 
Some grow to honor, some to shame, — 
But he is chill to praise or blome. 


" But looking upward, full of gr«ee, 
He pray'd, and from a happy place 
God's glory smote him on the face.” 

The sullen answer slid bclwixt: 

“Not that the prrounds of hope were 
fist'd, 

The elements were kindlier mix'd.'' 

I said, “ T toil beneath the curse, 

But, knowing not tlio universe, 

I fear to slide from bad to worse. 

'* And that. In seeking to undo. 

One riddle, and to find the true, 

1 knit a hundred others now ; 

“ Or that this anguish fleeting hence, 
I'nmanacled from bonds of sense. 

Be fix'd and froz'n to permanetice t 

“ For I go, weak from sufTering here ; 
Kaket! I go, and void of cheer : 

Wiiat is it tliat 1 may not fear! ” 


“ He will not hear the north-wind rave, 
Kor, moaning, household s heller crave 
From winter rains that beat his grave* 

“ High up the vapors fold and swim : 
About him broods the twilight dim : 
The place he knew forgetteth him/* 

“ Tf all be dark, vague voice," I said, 
" These things are wrapt in doubt and 
dread, 

Nor canst thou show the dead are dead* 

" The sap dries up r the plant declines. 
A deeper tale my heart di vines. 

Know 1 not l>eatli? the out wan! signs! 


“ 1 found him when my years were few 
A shadow on the graves J knew. 
And darkness in the village yew. 


' 


“ From grave to grave the shadow 
crept : 

In her still place the morning wept t 
Touch'd by Itk feet the daisy slept* 
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" The simple crown'd ]ii» liemd : 
' Omeijrft ! Chou art Lord/ tli^^ aaicl, 

* We find no iiiotLou in llie dead/ 

** Why, if man rot in drcandcis en«e, 
Sliouid that plain fact, as tauglit by 
these, 

Not make him sure that he stiaLI cease 1 

" Who forged that other Influence, 
Tliat heat of inwartl evidence, 

By which lie doubts against the T 

** fie owns the fatal gift of eyes, 

Tiiat road his spirit blindly wise. 

Not simpfe as a thing that dies. 

** Here sits lie shaping wings to fly : 

His heart forebodes a mysieiy : 

He names the name Eteniiiy, 

“ That type of Perfect in his mind 
In Nature can lie nowhere And. 

He sows himself on every wind. 

** Me feems to hear a Heavenly Friend, 
And thro' thick veils to apprehend 
A labor working to an end. 

** '^e end and the beginning vex 
His reasorK many things perplex, 
With motions, ciiecka, and eountor’ 
chocks. 

He knows a baaeness in his blood 
At iuch strange war witli Bometlnng 
good, 

He may not do the llung he would. 

” Heaven opens mward, chasms yawn, 
Vast images in glimmering dawn, 

Half shown, are broken and with- 
drawn. 

“Ah I sure within him and without. 
Could bis dark wisdom And it out, 
iliere must be answer to his doubt 

' But thou canst answer not again. 
Witli thine own weapon art ihtiu slain, 
Or thou wUt answer but in vain. 


"The doubt would rest, I dare not 
solve. 

In the same circle we revolve. 
Assurance only breeds resolve.” 

As when a billow, blown against, 
Falls back, the voice wiiJi wliieh 1 
fenced 

A iittio ceased, but recommenced. 

" Where wert thou when thy father 
play'd 

In his free fteld, and pastime made, 

A merry boy in s unhand shade f 

“ A merry boy they call'd him ilien. 
He sat upon the knees of men 
In days that never come again. 

" Before the little dneU began 
To feed thy bones with lime, and ran 
Their course, tiil thou wert also man 

" Who took a wife, who rear'd his race. 
Whose wrinkles gather'd on his face. 
Whose troubles number with Ids days: 

" A life of nothings, nothing- worth, 
From that first nothing ero Ids birth 
To that last nothing under earth I ” 

“These words/' I said, "are like tho 
rest ; 

No certain clearness, but at liest 
A vague suspicion of the breast : 

" But if I grant, thou mightst defend 
The thesis which thy words intend — 
That to begin implies to end ; 

" Yet how should T for certain hold 
Ik-eauso my memory is so cold, 

That 1 first was in human mould * 

“ 1 cannot make tins matter plain, 

But 1 would shoot, howe'er in vain, 

A random arrow from the brain. 

'*It may bo that no life is found, 
Which only to one engine bound 
Falla oil, but cycles ahruys romid. 
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To t>c the long a til] lUtle^s boy 
Laioleft m orphan of the B<|uire^ 
Where thia old tnan»ion mounted high 
I^oka down upon the village spire : 
For even here* where I and you 
Have lived and loved alone so long, 
Eaeh mom niy aleop was broken tlinV 
By aome wild skylark's inaiin Hong. 

And oft I heard the tender dove 
In flrry woodlands making moan * 
Blit ere 1 saw your eyes, my love, 

1 had no motion of my own. 

For (H!aree my life with fancy playM 
Before I dream’d that pieaaant 
dream — 

Still hither thither idly sway’d 
Like those long mosses in the 
stream. 

Or from the bridge I loan'd to hear 
The milJdam rusJiing down with 
noiso. 

Ami aee the ndnnowa every whore 
111 erystzil eddies glanee anti poise, 
The tall (lagdlowers when they sprung 
Belt I w the range of stepping-stones. 
Or thoBe three ehostnuis near, that 
liung 

In masses thiek with milky cones, 

But,^ Alieo, what an liour was that, 
When after roving in tlie wiiods 
(Twas April then), I came ami sat 
Below the chestnuts, when their 
buds 

Were glistening to the breezy blue ; 

And on the slope, an absent fool* 

1 cast me down* nor thought of yoti. 
But angled in the higher pool. 

A love-song 1 had somewhere read, 

An echo from a measured strain, 
Beat time to nothing in my head 
From some odd comer of the hrain. 
It batioti^l me, the morning long* 

With weary sameness in the rhymes, 
The phantom of a silent song, 

That went and came a thousand 
times. 


Then leapt a trout. In lazy mood 
I watch'd tiic little circles die ; 
They iiast into the level tluod* 

And there a vision caught my eye; 
The reflex of a tieauteous fonn, 

A glowing arm, a gleaming neck. 
As wJien a siinlM^am wavers warm 
Within the dark and dimpled beck* 

For you remember, you had set, 

TJtat morning, on the casement-edge 
A long green box of mignonette, 

Ami you were leaning from tlie 
ledge 1 

And when I raised ray eyes, above 
They met with two so full and 
bright — 

Such eyes I I swear to you, my love. 
That these fiavc never lost their 
light. 

f 

I loved* anil love dispeird the fear 
That I should die an early death : 
For love possess'd the atmosphere, 
And fill'd the breast wiih purer 
breath. 

My mother thought, What ails the 
boy 1 

For i was alter'd, and began 
To move about the house with joy. 
And with the certain step of man. 

I loved the brimming wave that swam 
Thro' quiet meadows ruund the mill, 
The sleepy pool above the dam, 

The pool beneath it never still. 

The meal-sacks on the whiten'd floor, 
Tlic dark round of the dripping 
wheel, 

The very air about the door 

5Iade misty willi the floating meal. 

And oft in ramhlingi on the wold, 
When April nights began to blow, 
And April's crescent glimmer'd cold, 

I saw the village lights lielow ; 

I knew your taper far away* 

And full at heart of trembling hope, 
From off ilie wold I came, and lay 
Upon the freshly flower'd slope. 
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Tlie dwjj brook gruaii’d beiioatb Ibo 
mill ; 

And "by that lamp/' 1 thought, 
" iht‘ \ " 

TJic wJute chalk'qtiarry from the hill 
GJuam’d to the Hying nij^on by fits, 
"O that I were bci»iik> hi now I 
i> will ehc answer if 1 call 1 
O wouhl she give me vow for vow. 
Sweet Alice, if 1 told her all T ” 

Sometimes I saw you sit and spin : 

And, in the pauses of the wlnil, 
Sometimes I heani you sing within ; 
Bometimea your shadow erosa'd the 
blind. 

At last you rose and moTed the light, 
And the long shadow of the chair 
Flitted across into the night, 

And ail the easement darken'd there. 

But when at last I dared to speak. 

The lanes, you know, were white 
with may. 

Your ripe lips morcfl not, but your 
check 

Flusl/d like the coming of the day; 
And so it was — halfnaly, half-shy. 

You wffiild, and would not, little 
one! 

Althouglt ] pleaded tenderly. 

And you and 1 were all alone- 

And slowly was my mother brought 
To yield mnsent !o my desire : 

She wisliVt me happy, but she thought 
I might have look'd a little higher; 
Ami I was 3 'oung"-too young to wt^J : 

Yet must I love her for your sake ; 
Go fetch your Aliee here," she said i 
Her eyelid quiver’d as she spake. 

And down 1 went to fetch my bride i 
But, Alice, ynn were ill at ease; 

Til is dress and that by turns you tried* 
Too fearful that you should not 
idease- 

I IovinI you belter for your fears, 

I knew 3 'ou could not IcHtk but well ; 
Anil dews, tliat would haTc fall'n in 
tears, 

1 kiss'd away before they feU, 


I watch'd the little fluttc*ringB, 

The doubt iny mot her would not 
see ; 

She spoke at large of many things, 
And at the last she sinoke of niie ; 
And turning Look'd ufioji your face. 
As near this door you sat apart. 
And rose, and, with a silent grace 
Approaching, pressM you heart to 
heart. 

Ah, well — but sing the foolish song 
1 gave you, Alice, on the day 
When, arm in arm, we went along, 

A pensive pair, and you were gay 
With bridal Howera — ^tliat I may seem, 
As in the nights of old, to lie 
Beside the mill-whee] in the stn*am, 
While those full chestnuts whisper 
by. 

It It Ihe tn1l]er> daui^tpr 
^Aiitl fehe It £town m dear* to dew, 

Thnt I would Iw ihe j4‘Wt‘l 
'rhat irenibte* tti hi-r eari 
Far hid la rlualelji day and nli(fat, 

IM touch tier OLTk aa warm and white. 

And I wouM bo llw* ulrdte 
Abaut iH-r dainty dainty wai*t. 

And ht*T hfart would beat asnluat roo. 

In Marrow and In rcat: 

And I abould know if it beat 
I'd cLoap |i round so ctuw and tl^bw 

And I would be tbo nnrlilace. 

And oil dav long to fall and rlM 
Ution ht-r balmy Uwin, 

wkb her tuiiubn r or her afifha, 

And I would Ik to |l|£ht, so IliehL, 

I icarco should b« uncliup'd at nlebl, 

A trifle, sweet! which true love spells— 
'l>ue love interprets — right alone* 
His light upon tlie letter dwells, * 
For all the spirit is his own. 

So, if 1 waste words mm, in truth 
You mtist blame Love, iJia early 
rage 

Had force to make me rhyme in youth. 
And makes nte talk loo much in age* 

And now ihose vivid hours are gone. 
Like mine own life to me thmi art, 
Where Past and Present, wound in 
one, 
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l>o makii a f^arlund for the heart; 
So aiOK that other sonjt I made, 
Jlatf-aiiiter'd with my Imppy lot, 
The day, wlien iii the ulie»taut ahadc 
1 fouml the blue l*'orttet-ioe*noL 

Love OiJiL bitih u« In tl>e net 
Can he (nis#, and we forgei? 
lliitiy iUEM arUu and bcL 
Uao> a di4iice Uie years IwacL 
Low Lbu gifi Is l^vi- div debt. 

Kvi-u so. 

Love ts hurt with Jar and fret, 
l^ove Is iiuule a viHOU' rtijrvi. 

Eyes » ilh Idle u arsajo wet* 

Idle hiihlt links iis yet. 

What is love? for we forget: 

All, no! not 

Look iliro* mine eyca with lldne. True 
wife. 

Round my true heart thine arms in- 
twine 

My other dearer life in life, 

I/ook tliro' my very soul with thine! 
Untouched with any shade of years, 
May those kind eyes forever dwell ! 
They have not shed a many teats. 
Dear t^es, since first 1 knew them 
well. 

Yet tears they slicd: they had tlieir 
part 

Of 8om>w; for when time was ripe, 
The stilt affection of the heart 

Became an outward breathing typ<?* 
That into stillness past again, 

j\nd left a want unknown Ixffore ; 
Although the loss has hronghi us pjtin, 
That loss but made us love the more, 

With farther lookinga on. The kiss, 
The woven amis, seem hut to be 
^ Weak synihola of the 8ettle<l bliss* 
The comfort,! have found In thee: 
But that God bless theci dear — who 

WTfiUght 

Two spirits to one equal mind — 
With blessings beyond hope or 
thought, 

With blessings which no words can 
find. 

Arise, and let us wander forth, 

To yon old mill across the wolds ; 


For look, the sunset, south and north. 
Winds all the vale in rosy folds. 
And fires your narrow easement glass, 
Touching the sullen ptiol below : 

On the ehalk-hlll the b4^‘arded grass 
is dry and dew less, Ia'I us go. 


FATIMA. 

0 Ixivti, Ix>ve, Lov-e! O withering 

might! 

U sun, that from thy noonday height 
ShuddefL-st when 1 strain my sight, 
Tliruhhing thru' all thy heat and light, 
falling frtjni my conslaut mind, 

Lo, parch'd and wither'd, deaf and 
blind, 

I whirl like leaves in roaring wind. 

Last night I wasted hateful hours 
Below the city's eastern tow^ers: 

1 thirsted for the hrtmks, the showers ; 
1 roll'd among the tender llimers ; 

I cmsird them on my breast, iny 
mourli ; 

I look’d atliwart the burning drouth 

Of tliat long desert to the south. 

I^asl night, when some one spoke his 
name. 

From my swift blood that went and 
caino 

A thousand little shafts of fiamo 
Were shiver'd in my narrow frame, 

(I I^ove, O fire ! once he drew 

With one long kiss my whole soul 
thro* 

My Ups, as sunlight drtnketh dew. 

Before he mounts the hill, I know 
He eotneth quickly : from below 
Sweet gales, as from deep gardens, 
hiuw 

Before Inin, striking on my brow. 

In my dry brain my spirit imon, 

I)own-dtH.qK-iiing from swoon lo 
swmin, 

Faints like a dazzled morning moon. 

Tlic wind sounds like a silver wire, 
And from beyond the noon a lire 
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la pour'd upon the* hWh, and ni(^hi>r 
Tlit^ »kie« stnop down in ilu^ir dealre ; 
And, iaied in audden aeaa of liffht, 
Hy licart, pien^d thro^ with tiorue 
delight, 

Bursla into bloaaom in his sight. 

My whole soul waiting eilcntiy^ 

All nalceil in a sultry sky. 

Droops blinded with Ins shining eye : 

1 Will possG3«s him or will die, 

1 will grow roumi liiin in ids place, 
Grow, lire, die Looking on his face. 
Die, dying clasp'd in his embrace. 


(ENONE. 

Tunni^ lies a vale in Ida, lovelier 
Than all the valleys of lunhin hilli. 
Tlie iwimming vapor slopes atliwart 
the glen. 

Puts forth an arm, and creeps from 
pine to pine, 

And loiters, slowly drawn. On either 
hand 

Tlio lawns and meadow-ledges mid- 
way down 

Hang rich in flowers, and far below 
them roars 

Tlie long brook falling thro' the 
dov'n ravine 

In cataract after eataract to the sea. 
Behind the valley topmost Gargarus 
Stands up and takes the morning: but 
in front 

The gorges, opening wide apart, re veal 
Troas and Ilion's column'd citadel, 
Tlie crown of Troas. 

* Hither came at noon 

Mournful CEnone, wandering forlorn 
Of Paris, once her playmate on the 
hills. 

Her cheek had lost the rose, and round 
her neck 

Ptoated her hair or seem'd to float in 
rest. 

She, leaning on a fragment twined 
with vine, 

Sang to t he stillness, till the mountain- 
shade 

Sloiied downward lo her scat from tlie 
upper cliff* 


■*0 mother Ida, many'fountain'd 
Ida, 

Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die. 
For now the noonday quiet holds tho 
hill: 

The g^sshop[^r is silent in the grass ; 
The lianrd, with his slia4low on the 
stone, 

Bests like a shadow, and the winds 
are ilead. 

The purple flower droops ; the golden 
bee 

Is Iily<crac1led : I alone awake. 

My eyes ure full of tcara, niy heart of 
love, 

My heart is breaking, and my eyes 
are dim, 

And 1 am all aweary of my life. 

"0 mother Ida, many-fountain'd 
Ida, 

I>ear mother Ida, hearken ere I die. 
Hear me, O Earth, hear me, (I Hills, 
U Cavea 

Tliat house the cold crown'd snake! O 
mountain hn>oks, 

I am tho daughter <if a lEiver God, 
Hear me, for 1 will s|ieak, utid build 
up all 

5Iy sorrow with my song, as yonder 
walls 

Rose slowly to a music slowly 
breathetl, 

A cloud that gather'd shape: for it 
may be 

Tliat, while 1 sja^ak of it, a little while 
My heart may wander from its dwper 
woe. 

"O mother Ida, many*fountain'd 
Ida, 

Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die. 

I waited underneath Ihc dawning litlls, 
Aloft the mountain lawn was dewy- 
dark. 

And dewy-dark aloft the mountain 
pine : 

Beautiful Paris, evil-hearfctl Paris, 
Jicading a jel-lilaek goat whitt'-horn'd, 
white-hooved, 

Came up from reedy Simois all alone. 
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O Ilia, Hoarkcn ere I die. 

FaiHjff ihi? tonx^nt uall'd me from ilie 
cleft: 

Far up llie solitary uiomiug smote 
The streaks ol virgin snow. With 
duwn-dropt eyes 

1 sat alone : wlutc-brefisted like a star 
Fronting tlic dawn he nioveil ; a leop- 
ard skin 

DroopM from his shoulder, but his 
sunny hair 

Cluster'd about his temples like a 
God's: 

And Ins cheek brighten'd as the foam* 
bow brightens 

When the wiml blows the foam, and 
all iny heart 

Went forili to embrace him coming 
ere he came. 

Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die* 
He smiled, and opening out his milk- 
white palm 

Disclosed a fruit of pure Hesperian 

gold, 

Tliat smelt ambrosially, and while 1 
look'd 

And listen'd, the full-llowing river of 
speech 

Came down upon niy heart, 

“ * My own CEnone, 
Beautif ul-hrow'd CEnone, my own siml* 
Behold tliis fruit, whose gleaming rind 
ingrav'n 

*^*For the most fair," would seem to 
awanl it tlifne, 

As lovelier than whatever Oread ImunI 
Tlio knolls of Ida, loveliest in all grace 
Of movement, and the charm of mnt* 
ried brows/ 

" Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die. 
He pn^st the blossom of Ills Ups to mine, 
And added ' Tins was cast upon the 
boanl, 

VVlien all the fnlbfaccd presetiec of 
the Gods 

Banged in the halls of I’eteus ; whero- 
njion 

Bose feud, with question unto whom 
'twere due : 


But lighbfoot Iris brought it yestei^ 
eve, 

I>elivering, that to me, by common 
voice 

Elected umpire, Herfe comes to-day, 

Pallas and Aphroilitd, claiming each 

This meed of fairest. Thou, witldn 
the cave 

Behind yon whispering tuft of oldest 
pine, 

Alayet well behold them unbehcld, 
unheard 

Hear all, and see thy Paris judge of 
Gods,' 


" Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die. 

It was the deep oddnoun r one silvery 
cloud 

Had lost his way between the piney 
sides 

Of this long glen, Ttien to the bower 
they eame. 

Naked they came to that smooth- 
swanlcd bower, 

And at their feet the crocus brake like 
Are, 

Violet, amaraeus, ami asphodel, 

Lotos and lilies : and a winil arose. 

And ovcrhciid die wandering ivy and 
vine, 

Tliis way and that, in many a wild 
festoon 

Han riot, garlanding the gnarled 
lioughs 

With bunch and berry and Aower thro' 
and thro', 

** O mother Ida, hearken ere I die. 

On the^ tree-tops a creste^l peacock lit, 

And oVr him flow'd a golden cloud, 
and lean'd 

Upon 111 II I, slowly dropping fragrant 
dew, 

'liven ft rat I heard the voice of her, to 
wlioin 

Coming thro' Heaven, like a light that 
grows 

Larger ami clearer, with one mind the 
Goils 

Rise up for reverenee* She to Paris 
made 
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I of royttt power, jimplc ml© 

L rnquesiiotiM overfiowiHff revenue 
I Wlierewith to cnibelUsli fitate, ' from 
[ many a val© 

I Amt river<iuiidcr'd champaign clothed 
with corn, 

Or labor'd mine unclrafiiahl© of ore. 
Honor,* alic said, ‘and Jiomage, tax 
and toll, 

From many an inland town and haven 
large, 

Mait-thrt)Tig*d beneath her shadowing 
citadel 

In glassy bayi among her tallest 
towers/ 

‘Ml mother Ida, hearken ere I die* 
Still slie spake on and stilt she spake 
of power, 

* Which in all action is the end of all ; 
Power fitted to the season ; wisdom 
brt‘d 

Ami throned of wisdom — from all 
neighbor crowns 

Alliance and Allegiance, till thy hand 
Fail from the sceptre-stalf. Such 
boon from me, 

From me, Heaven's Queen, Paris, to 
thee kingdjom, 

A ahepiierd all thy life but yet king- 
bom. 

Should come most welcome, seeing 
men in power 

Only , are I i test gods, who have at ta in VI 
Kest in a happy place and quiet seats 
Above the thunder, with undying bliss 
In knowledge of their own supremacy/ 

“ Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die. 
She ceased, and Paris held the costly 
fruit 

Out at arinVlength, so much the 
thought of power 

FiatterVI hts spirit ; but Pallas where 
she stoc^ 

Somewhat apart, her clear and bared 
llmlis 

O'ertliwnrted with the brazendieaded 
spear 

L'jmhi her pearly shoulder leaning cold. 
The while, above, her full and earnest 
cyu 


Over her snow^old breast and angry 
cheek 

Kept watch, waiting decision, made 
reply, 

" ' Self-reverenc©, self-knowledge, 
self-control, 

These three alone lead life to ©over 
cign power* 

Yet not for power (power of herself 
Would come uncall'd for) but to live 
by law, 

Acting the law we live by without fear ; 
And, because riglit is right, to follow 
right 

Were wisdom in the scorn of conie- 
quence,' 

" Dear mother I<la, hearken ere I die* 
Again she said ; * 1 woo thee not with 
gifts. 

f^equel of guenlon could not alter mo 
To fairer* Judge thou me by what £ 
am. 

So shalt thou find me fairest 

Yet, indeed, 

If gazing on divinity disrobed 
Thy mortal eyes are frail to judge of 
fair, 

Unbiassed by self-profit, oh 1 rest thee 
sure 

Tliat I shall love thee well and cleave 
to thee, 

So that my vigor, wedde<i to thy blood. 
Shall strike within thy pulses, like a 
God's, 

To push thee forward thro* a life of 
shocks, 

l>angers, and deeds, until endurance 

grtm 

Sinew'd with action, and thefulbgrown 
will, 

Circled tliro' all experiences* pure law. 
Com measure perfect frtedom** 

" Here she cens'd, 
And Paris iwniderVl, and 1 cried, M) 
]*ari», 

Give it to Pallas 1* but he heard me 
not. 

Or bearing would nol beajr me, woe is 
me I 
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"O iTiotiiL^r Ida, mAny-founlain'dlilap 

Pear mailier If! a, hearken erv I die. 

Idalian Aphroditfe beautiful, 

FreEli Ei the fnatn, ncw-t^tbod in 
I'Ephiaii weJJ», 

With rosy slender linf(ers baekward 
drew 

Fmtn her warm brows and bosom her 
deep hair 

iitnbrosialp golden round her lueid 
throat 

And ahoulder* from the violets her 
light foot 

Shone rosy^wlrite, and o*er !ier roimded 
form 

Between tiie shadows of the vine- 
bunches 

Ptoated the gJowitig aunlightSp as she 
moved. 


“Dear mother Ida, hearken ere 1 die. 

She with a subtle smite in her mild 
eyes, 

Tlje herald of her triumph, drawing 
nigh 

Half-whisper'J in his ear, ' I promise 
thoe 

The fairest and most loving wife in 
Greece,* 

She spoke and laugird : I shut my 
sight for fear: 

But when I look'd, Paris had raised 
his arm. 

And I belieUl great Herfe's angry eyes. 

As she withdrew into the golden cloud. 

And I was left alone within the bower j 

And from that time to Ibis I am alone, 

And I Shalt be alone until 1 die* 

'* Yet, mother Ida, hearken ere I die, 

PairesE — why fairest wifet am I not 
fair! 

My love hath told me so a thousand 
limes. 

Methinks I most bc^fair, for yesterday. 

When I past by, a wild and wanton 
pard. 

Eyed like tlte evening star, with play- 
ful tail 

Crouch'd fawning in the weed. Most 
loving is she I 


Ah me, my mountain shepherd, that 
my arms 

Were wound about thee, and my hot 
lips prest 

Close, close to thine in that quick- 
falling dew 

Of fruitful kisses, thick as Autumn 
rains 

Flash in the pools of wdiirling ISimois* 

■ * O mother, liear me yet before 1 die. 

Tliicy came, tlicy cut away my tallest 
pines, 

My tall dark pines, that plumed the 
craggy ledge 

High over the blue gorge, and all 
belween 

The snowy peak and snow-white cata- 
ract 

Foster'd the callow eaglet — from be- 
neath 

Whoso thick mysEcrious boughs in the 
dark mom 

The panther's roarcame muffled, while 
I sat 

Low i n t ho va I ley . Never, neve r more 

Shall lone fEnone see tho morning 
mist 

Sweep Ehro' themj never see them 
overlaid 

With narrow moon lit slips of silver 
cloud, 

Between the loud stream and the trem- 
bling stars, 

“ O mother, hear me yet before I die. 

I wish that somewhere in the ruin'd 
folds, 

Among the fragments tumbled from 
the glens. 

Or the dry Ibickets,! could meet with 
her 

The Abotninahle, that uninvited came 

Into the fair l^eletan bunquct-hall, 

And cast the golden fruit upon tiu 
board. 

And bn*d this change ; that I might 
speak my mind. 

And tell her to her face how much I 
hate 

Her presence, hated both of Coda and 
men. 


1 
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" O mother^ iieiir me yet t>efore 1 die. 
nath be not b warn hin love ii tboomml 
tlineB, 

la thif fH^en vaUey, under this green 
hilU 

on tliiB liand, and Bitting on thin 
itone ! 

Scal'd ]l witii klnees t water'd it with 
teari 1 

0 happy lean, and how unlike to 
tlieae f 

0 happy Heaven, how canet thou gee 
my face t 

O happy earth, how caoat thou bear 
my weiglit ! 

0 death, death, death, thou ever^uat- 

ing cloud, 

There are enough unhappy on thia 
earth, 

Paaa by I lie liappy eoula, that love to 
live : 

1 pray lliee, paaa before my light of 

life. 

And shadow all my soul that 1 may 
die, 

TIjou weigUest heavy on the heart 
within, 

Weigh heavy on nay eyelida: let me 
die, 

**0 mother, hear me yet before I die* 
1 will not die alone, for fiery thouglitg 
Bo BhafHj tliemgeivea within me, more 
and more. 

Whereof I catcli the iggue* aa I hear 
Bead gounda at nigljt come from tlio 
inmnat hillB, 

Like f oota tapa ution wool * 1 dim ly gee 
Jly far-otf doubtful purpose* as a 
mother 

Conjectun‘g of the features of her 
child 

Ere it is bom : her child 1 — a shudder 
comes 

Aaross me: never ohild be Ijornof me, 
Unhlest, to vea me with hb fatlier's 
eyes 1 

0 mother, hear me yet l^efore Idle* 
Hear me, Dearth* I will not die alone, 
Eciit their shrill happy laughter come 
to me 


Walking the cold and starless road of 
Ji^nth 

Unt:omforted, leaving my ancient love 

With the Greek woman* 1 will rise 
and go 

Down into Troy, and ere the stars 
come forth 

Talk with the wild Cassandra, for ghe 
says 

A fire dances Ijefore her, and a sound 

Hings ever in her cars of armed men* 

What this may be 1 know not, hut I 
know 

Tliat, whert'so'er 1 am by night and 
day, 

All eartli and air seem only burning 
fire." 


THE SI8TKHS 

Wk were two danghters of one race: 
Sire was the faircst in tiie face : 

TJie wind is blowing in turret and 
tree, 

Ttiey were together, and she fell ; 
Tljerefore revenge Itecaine me welL 
O the Earl was fair to sec 1 

She died : she went to burning fiame : 
Site mix*d her ancient blood with 
shame. 

The wind is howling in turret and 
tree* 

Wliole weeks and months, aud early 
and late, 

To win his love I lay in wait ; 

O the Earl was fair to see ! 

I made a feast; I Hade him come; 

I won his love, I brought him home* 
The wind is roaring in turret and 
tree. 

And after supper, on a bed. 

Upon my lap he laiii his head : 

O the Earl was fair to see ! 

1 kiss'll his eyelids into rest i 
His ruddy cheek upon my breastHP 
The w ind is raging in turret and tree. 
1 hated him with the hate of hell* 

But 1 loved his Wanly passing well. 

O the Earl was fair to see I 
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Kor tlicw Alone*, but cverj- Innilm-Apo 

fnir, 

Aa fit for everjr monel nf mind, 

Or ijAy, or itravc, nr sweet, or stern, 
wm there 

Kot leaa titan truth desiftn'd, 

- • • • • 

• * * • 

Or the maid -mother hy a enieifixt 
In tratrts of |mature suntiy-warin. 
Beneath bmnoii-wnrk of enstlj aanlo- 
nyji 

8at smiling, babe in arm, 

f>r in a clear wallM city on iho w'a, 
Near gilded organ-pipes, her Imir 
AVtmnd with white roSL^, slept St. 
Cecily ; 

An angel looked at lier. 

Or thronging all one porch of Farailise 
A grijup of llourU bo^^'d to see 
Tlie dying IslaiiilKs with hands and 
eyes 

That said, We wait for thee. 

Or mythic tithe r's deeply- wounded 
mn 

In same fair space of sloping greens 
Lay, dozing in tlw vale nf AvaUm, 
And watched by weeping qui-ens. 

Or linllnwing one hand against his ear, 
To list a font-fall, ere he saw 
The wocnl^nympli, stay'd tlie Ausimian 
king to ijear 
Of wisdom and of law. 

Or over hills witlt peaky tops engraird, 
And many a tract of fiaiui and rice, 
The throne of Indian Catna slowly 
Bail’d 

A summer fann'd with spice. 

Or sweet Europe'* mantle blew un- 
elaspM, 

From off her slioulder backward 
borne : 

From one hand droop'd a crocus : one 
hatnl grasp'd 

The Juild Luir» golden horn. 


Or else Push'd Ganymeile, his rosy 
thigh 

Half-buried in the Eagle's down 
Sole as a flying star shot thro' the sky 
Aljove the |iillar\l town. 

Nor these ahme : but every legend fair 
Which the supreme C^aucasiati mind 
Carved out of Natmo for itself, was 
there, 

Not less than life, design'd, 

• a » s 

• • • # 

Then ju the towers 1 placed great bells 
that Hwimg, 

Moved of themselves, with silver 
sound ; 

And witli choice paintings of wise men 
I hung 

I'he royal dais round. 

For there wns Milton like a semph 
strong, 

Beside him Shnfcespcare bland and 

mild; 

And there the w'orld*wnm Dante 
grasp'd his song, 

And snmtwljat grimly smiled. 

And there tlie Ionian father of tho 
rest ; 

A million wrinkles carved his skin ; 
A hundrerl wintem snow’d upon hJi 
breast. 

From cheek and throat and chin. 

Alaive, the fair halJ-e'eiling stately- 
set 

Many an artdi high up did lift. 

And angtds rising and ilescenJing met 
With interciiange of gift, 

Beiow was alt mosaic chnicely plann'd 
With cycles nf the human late 
Of this wifle world, the times of every 
land 

So wrought, they will not fail. 

The people here, a beast of burden 
slciw, 

Toil'd onwartl, prick'd with goads 
and stings ; 
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Bcrv ijlity'd, A rollmg to ami fro 
TUe Iliads ami crowns of kinffs ; 

Htn* rose, an atUletej ttronf^ to break 
or bind 

Ati force in bonds that miigltt ctl- 
dure. 

And hen' once more like some sick 
man decHnedp 
And trusted any cure. 

Utit over these she trod; and tiiose 
great bells 

Ik'gaii to chime. She took her 
[ throne : 

1 She sflt lietwixl the shining Oriels, 

[ To sing her songs alone. 

I And thro' the tojimost Oriels' coloml 

I ttame 

I Two gotlltke facet gaiseil below ; 

I Fla to the wise, and large-brow'd Veru- 
I tain, 

I The Urtt of those who know, 

I And all those names, that in tlieir 
I motion were 

I Fu I dwelling founts i ml leadt of 

I change, 

I Betaixt tiie slender shafts were bla- 
f zon'd fair 

I In diverse raiment strange : 

I Thro' which the tigbu, rose, amber, 
L emerald, blue, 

[ FI ush'd i n I ler t em pies, a ncl I ler eyes. 

I Ami from her lips, as moru from 

i Memnon, drew 

f{ Kivers of melodies. 

r. No nightingale dcdighleth to prolong 
Her low preiimblc all alone, 

! More than my soul to hear her echo'd 
y song 

I, Tlirob thro* Uie ribbed stone ; 

Singing and murmuring in her feast- 
ful mirth. 

Joying to feel herself alive, 

Lwd over Nature , Lord of the visible 
earth, 

Lord of the senses five ; 
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Communing with herself: "All these 
are mine, 

And let the world have peace or 
wars, 

Tis one to me.'' She — when young 
night divine 

Crow’ii'd dying day with stars, 

Making sweet close of his deliciou# 
toils — 

Lit light in wreaths and anadems, 

And pure quintessences of pre<*ii:ius 
oils 

In hollow'd moons of }|^ms, 

To mimic heaven ; and clapt lier 
hands and crietl, 

" I marvel if my stili delight 

In this great house so royal-rieh, and 
wide, 

Ik; flatter'd to the height. 

" 0 all things fair to sate niy various 
eyes ! 

0 shapes and hues that please me 

well I 

O silent faces of the Great and Wise, 

My Gods, with whom I dwell I 

"O GmMikc isolation which art mine, 

1 can liut count thee perfect gain. 

What time I wiiteli the darkening 

droves of swine 

I'hat range on yonder plain. 

** In filtliy sloughs they roll a prurient 
skin, 

They graze and wallow, breed and 
sleep ; 

And oft some brainless devil enters in. 

Ami drives them to the deep." 

Then of the moral instinct would she 
prate 

And of the rising from the dead. 

As hers by right of fulhaceompUsh'd 
Fate ; 

And at the last she said ; 

" I take jmssessiou of man's mind and 
deed. 

I care not what tlie sects may brawl 
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I 6]t nn Go4 hfiUltnfl: iin form of cn>c4, 

But conU^iuplatiriif all/' 

« » * * 

* » « • 

Full oft the riddle of ilie fniinful earth 
Flash’d thro' her ajs she if at alone, 

Yet not the less held she her solemn 
mirth, 

And Intel Lc<‘tual throne* 

And io she throve and prosper'd ■ so 
three years 

> She prosper'd: on the fourth she 

fell, 

Like Herod, when the shout was In 
his ears. 

Struck thro^ with pangs of hell* 

Lest she should fail and perish utterly, 
God, before whom ever Ue l^are 

Tile abysmal deeps of Persoimlity, 

riagued her with sore desjiair* 

When she would think, w^here'er she 
turn’d her sight 

The air>^ hand confusion wrought. 

Wrote, *'Mene* mene/’ and divided 
quite 

The kingdom .of her thought. 

Beep dread and loathing of her soli- 
tude 

Fell on her, from whleli mood was 
bom 

Scorn of herself; again, from out that 
mood 

laughter at her self^seora. 

“What? is not this my place of 
strength,” she said, 

“ Idy spacious inatision liuilt for me. 

Whereof the strong foundation-stones 
were laid 

Since my first memory 1 ” 

But in dark comers of her palace stood 
Uncertain shapt‘s; anti unawan^s 

On while -eyed phantasms weeping 
tears of blood, 

And horrible nightmares^ 


Amt hallow shades enclosing hearts of 
flame. 

And, with dim fretletl foreheads all. 

On eorpsc-s tiirti^-tnonths-ohl at noon 
she came. 

Til at s total against the walL 

A spot of dull stagnation, without 
light 

Or power of movement, seem’d my 
soul, 

’Mid onward-sloping motions infinite 
Making for tme sure goal. 

A still salt pool, lock’d in with bars 
of sand, 

Left on the shore; that hears all 
night 

The plunging seas draw backwanl 
from the land 

Their moon-led waters white* 

A star that with the choral starry 
dance 

Join’d mit, but stood, and standing 
saw 

llie hollow orb of moving Circum- 
stance 

Roll’d round by one fix’d law. 

Back on herself her scr[ient pride hail 
curl’d* 

“No voice/’ she shriek’d in that 
. lone hall, 

“No voice breaks thro* the stillness 
of this world: 

One deepi deep silence alll " 

She, mouldering with the dull earth’s 
mouldering soil, 

Inwrapt tenfold in slothful shame, 

Lay there exiled from eternal God, 
Lust to her plaee and name ; 

And death and life she hated equally, 

And luilhing saw, for her despair. 

But dreadful lime, dreadful eternity. 
No comfort anywhere ; 

Remaining utterly confused with 
fears; 

And evf^r worse with growing time, 
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Anil UDn>lt(?vi>tt by flinninl tears, 
Ami nJi ulum- in mine; 

Shut up w in a crumbJing tomb^ girt 
rouml 

Witli black ncBs tLa a solid wall, 

Far olT sbe deem'd to hear the dully 

BOijnd 

Of human footsteps falL 

Ae in strange lands a traveller walk- 
ing slow, 

In doubt and |^at pcrpleitify, 

A lUtIo before mm^n-rise bears tbe low 
Moan of an unknown sea; 

And knows not if it be thunder, or a 
sound 

Of rocks thrown down, or one deep 
^ ^ry 

Of great wild beasts ; then tbinketh, 
“ 1 have found 
A new land, but I die/' 

8he howrd aloud* 1 am on Are within. 
There conies no murmur of reply. 
What is it that will take away my sin* 
And save me lost I die?” 

So when four years were wholly fln- 
iaheJ, 

She thr€* v her royal robes away* 
i, ‘'Hake me a cotuge in the vale,” she 
F said* 

Where I may mourn and pray. 

“Yet pull not down my palace towers* 
that are 

So lightly beautifully built; 

I FercJiaucc I may return with others 
there 

When 1 have purged my guilt” 


LADY CLARA VERE DE VERB. 
Lahv Clara Vere do Vere, 

Of me you shall not win renown: 
You thought to break a country heart 
For pastime* ere you went to town. 
At me you smiled* hut unlieguiled 
1 saw the inare, and I retired : 

Tlie danghier of a hundred Karls, 
You are not one to be dcslreii 


Lady Clara Vere do Vere* 

1 know you proud to Ix^ar your 
name* 

Tour pride is yet no mute for mine* 
Too proud to care f rom wliciice 1 
came. 

Nor H'ould 1 break for your sweet sake 
A lieiirt that doles ou truer eJiamis. 
A simple maideii in her flower 
Is worth a hundred eoals-oLartim. 

Lady Clnra Vere de Vere. 

^ Home meeker pupil you must 0nd, 
For were you queen of all that is* 

1 could not stoop to sueh a mind. 
You 84>ugKt to prove liow 1 could love; 

Ami my disdain is my reply. 

Tlie lion on your old stone gates 
Is not more cold to you than L 

Lady Clam Vere de Vere* 

You put strange memories in my 
head. 

Not thrill your branching limes have 
blown 

Since I beheld young Laurence 
dead. 

Oh your sweet eyes* your low replies ; 

A great enchantress you may l>e ; 
But there was that across his throat 
Whicli you had hardly eared to see. 

Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

When thus be met his mother's 
view. 

She had the passions of Her kind* 

She spake some certain truths of 
you. 

Indeed 1 lieard one bitter word 
lljat scarce is fit for you to hear ; 
Her maniicrs hail not that reptJse 
Which stamps the caste of Vere de 
Ve:re. 

Clara Vere de Vere* 

Tlierv Htatids a sp^dre in your hall . 
The guilt of blood is at your <loor : 
You changed a wholesome heart to 
gall. 

You held your course without remorse, 
To make him trust his modest 
worth, 
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Ahd, you fix'd n vacant utare, 
And Blew him with your imblu liirth. 

Trust me, Clam Vere tie Vore, 

From you blue heavens above us 
bent 

The gardener Adam and his wife 
Smile at the claims of longdesceuL 

Ibiwe’er it be, it swms to me, 

Tis only noble to l>e gviod. 

Kind hearts are more than coronets, 
And simple faith than Norman 
blood. 

J know you, Clara Vere de Vero, 

You pine among your halls and 
towers : 


Tiie languid light of your promt eyes 
Is wearied of the rolling hours* 

In glowing heakh, with boundless 
wealth. 

But sickening of a vague disease, 
You know so ill to deal with lime, 
You iKTds must play such pranki 
as these. 

Clara, Clara Vere de Vere, 

If time lie heavy on your hands, 
Are therL* no Wggars at your gate. 
Nor any |nMjr about your lands f 
Oh! teach the orphan -boy to n*ad, 
Or teach the orphan-girl to sew, 
I'ray Heaven fora human heart. 

And let the foolish yeoman go. 


THE MAY QUEEN. 

You must wake and call me early, call me early, mother dear ; 
To-morrow *ill l>e the happiest time of ail the glad Now-year; 

Of all the glad New-year, mother, the maddest merriest day ; 

For Fin to be Queen o' the May, mother, Tm to be Qut^m o' the May, 

There's many a black black eye, they say, but none so bright as mine ; 
There's Margaret and Mary, there's Kate anti Caroline : 

But none so fair as little Alice in all the land they say, 

8o I'm to be Queen o' the Jlay, mother. I'm to be Queen o' the May, 

I sleep so sound all night, mother, that 1 shall never wake. 

If you do not call me loud when the day begins to break : 

But I must gather knots of dowers, and buds and garlands gay. 

For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o' the Jfay. 

As I came up the valley whom think ye should I see. 

But Kobin leaning on the bridge beneath the haxel-tree ? 

He thought of that sharp look, mother* I gave him yestertlay, 

But I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm to \m Queen o' the May. 

He thought I was a ghost, mother, for I was all In white. 

And I ran by him without speaking, like a flash of light. 

Tht'y call me cruel-bearttHl, but I care not what they say, 

For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o' the May. 

They say he's dying all for love, but that can never be t 
T hey say his heart Is breaking, mother — what is that to me f 
There's many a bolder lad '111 w<h) me any summer day, 

And Fin to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o' the May. 

Little Effle shall go with me to-morn»w to the green, 

Aud you'll be there, too, mother, to see me in^e the Queen; 
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For the nheplienl Indi on every side 'ill come from fnr itway, 

And Tm to be t^ueon o' the May, mother, Fin to be Queen o* llie May* 

Tlie honeysuckle rotuid the porch has wov'n lU wavy bowers, 

A oil by the meAdow-trenchei blow the faint «wt*et cueko<vfloweri ; 

And the wild marsh-mangold shines tike fire in swampland hoi Lows gray, 
And Fm to be Queen o* the May, tnotber, Fm to be Queen o' the May* 

The night- winds con^e and go, mother, upon the mcAdow^graas, 

Ahfl tlie happy shirs alwve them to brighten as they pass ; 

There will not be a drop of rain the whole of the livelong day, 

Anti Fm lo be Queen o' the May, tnotUer, Fm to lie Queen o' the Slay* 

All the valley, mother, 'ill be fresh ami green and still. 

And (be cowslip and the crowfoot are ove^r all the hill, 

And the rivulet in the flowery dale 'Ul merrily glance anti play, 

For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, Fm to be Queen o' the May, 

8o you must wake aud call mo early, call me early, mother dear. 
To-morrow 'ill la? the Lmppiest time of all the glad X'ew-year ; 
To-morrow 'ill lie of all the year the niadilest merriest day, 

For I’m to be Queen o' the May, mollter, Fm to be Queen o' the May, 

KEW-YEAH'S EVE* 


If you’re waking call me early, call me early, mother dear, 

For 1 wouhl see the tun rise ujion the glad New-year* 

It It the last New*ycar that 1 shall ever see, 

Then you may lay me low i' the mould and think no more of me. 

To-night 1 saw the sun set : he set »nd left liehlnd 
Tlie good old year, the dear old time, an<l all my peace of mind ; 
And the New-year’s coming up, mother, hut I shall never see 
The blossom on the blackthorn, the leaf upon the tree. 


Last May we made a crown of flowers \ we had a merry day ; 
Biuiealh llie hawthorn oti the green they matle me Que^en of May ; 
And we tlanced about the may-pole and in the hazel copse, 

Till Charles's Wain came out above the lalL white chimney-tops* 

Tliere's not a flower on all the hills : the frost is on the pane ; 

1 only wish to live till the snowdrops come again : 

I wish the SHOW' would melt and the sun come out on high : 

1 long to see a flower so Wfore tlie day I die. 

The building rook 'ill eaw from the win fly tall elm-tree, 

And the tufted plover ptpL> along the fallow lea. 

And the swallow 'ill come hack again with summer o'er the wave, 
But 1 shall lie atone, mother, within the mouldering grave. 

U|K>n the chancel -casement, and uimn that grave tif mine. 

In the early early morning the summer sun 'ill sliiue, 
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Before the reil eock crew* friim tlie farm upon the hill, 

When you are wanimalcep, moilier, and all the world UiUlL 

When ihe dowers come again, mother, beneath the waning light 
you*H never see me more in tlie long gray fields at night; 

When from the dry dark wold the summer airs blow cool 
On the oat^grass and the sword-grass, and the bulrush in the pooL 

Youll bury me, my mother, just beneath the hawthorn shade, 
And you'll eonie soinetSines and see me where I am lowly laid. 

1 shall not forget you, mother, 1 shall hoar you when you pass, 
With your feet above my head in the long and pleasant grass. 

I have been wild and wayward, but you'll forgive me now ; 

You'll kiss me, my own mother, anil forgive me ere 1 go ; 

Kay, nay, you muai not weep, nor let your grief be wild, 

You should not fret for me, mother, you have another child. 

HI can I'll come again, mother, from out my rt^sting-place ; 

Tho* you'll not see me, mother, I sliall look ufwm your face; 
yiio* 1 cannot speak a wonl, I shall hearken what you say. 

And be often, often with you when you think Fm far away. 

Good-night, goml-night, when I have said gOf)d-night forevermore. 
And you sec me carried out from the threshold of the door; 

Don't let Kftle come to see me till my grave be growing green: 
She'll be a better child to you than ever I have been. 

S>he'll find my gnnlen-toot* upon the granary floor : 

I>?1 her take 'em : they are hers : I shall never garden more : 

Bui tell her, when I*m gone, to train the mscdiusli that 1 set 
About the iiarlor-window and the box of mignonette. 

Good-night, sweet mother : call me before the day Js bom. 

All night I lie awake, but I fail aslet^p at mom ; 

But I would sec the sun rise upon the glad Xew-yenr, 

So, if you're waking, call me, call me early, mother dear, 

CONCLUSION, 

I tuotioHT to pass away before, and yet alive 1 am ; 

And in the fields all round I hear the bleating of the lamb. 

How sadly, I remember, rose the morning of the year! ^ 

To die before the snowdrop came, and now the violet's here, 

O sweet is the new violet, that comes beneath the skies, 

Anti swetder is the young lamb's voiw* to me that cannot rise. 

And sweet is all tlie land about, and all the flowers tliai blow. 

And sweeter far U dealb than life to me that long to go. 

It m-eiiiM so hard at flrst, mother, to leave the Ulesst^d sun, 

And now it scema as hard to stay, and yet His will be don« I 


THE MAY QUEEN. 


57 


But still I tlimk it be long before I find lelcnse* 

And that good man, the clergyman, Uaa told me words of peace. 

0 blessings on his kindly voice and on liis silver hair I 

And blessings on his whole life long, until he meet me there 1 
' U biessiiigw on bis kindly bean and on Ids silver head ! 

A tJiouaand limes I blest him, as he knelt beside my bed. 

lie taught me all the mercy, for he show’d me all the sin, 

Jjow, thoWny lamp was lighted late, there’s tine will let me in: 
fjor would I now be well, mother, again if that could be 
tor my desire is hut to pass to Him that died for me. ' 

1 did not hear the dog howl, mother, or the death-watch beat 
There came a sweeter token when ihe night and morning meet: 

mother, and put your hand in mine. 

And Effle on the other side, and I will ttdl the sign. 


All in the wild Marche morning I heartl the angels call : 

It was when the moon was setting, and the dark was over all * 
The trees began to whisper, and ihe wind began to roll ' 
And m the wild ^lareh. morning I heard them call my JouL 


For lying broml awake T thought of you and Efiie dear; 

I saw you sitting in the housi*, and I no longer here ; 

\\jth ail my strength I pray’d fur both, and so I felt resign'd. 
And up the valley came a swell of music on the wind. 


1 thouglit that it was fancy, and I listen'd in my bed 

And then did something sjieak to me ^ 1 know not wliat was said; 

lor great delight and sPmddeHng took hold of all my mind. 

And up the valley came again the music on tlie wind. 

But you were sloping; and I said, “ It's not for ih^mr it’s mine." 
Am if It come 1111^*0 times. I thought, 1 take it for a sign. 

And once again it came, and close l»t*side the wimlow-hars. 

Then seem.d to go nglit up to Heaven and die among the stara, 

^ now I think my time IS near. I trust it is. I know 
The blcMc^d music went that way my soul will liave to go. 

And for myself, mdet*d. I care not if I go toilay. 

But, EfBc% you must comfort her when I am past away. 

And say to Robin a kind worth ami tell him not to fret: 

There . many a worthier than I, would make him happ; vet. 

Hut aU these ihjngs have ceasc^l to he, with my desire of life. 

O look I the sun begins to rise, the heavens arc in a glow : 

He shines upon a humire*fl fields, and all of I hem I know. 

w dd flowers m the valley for other hands than mine. 
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O nwvvt iind »tratijn? it Renn* in me, that ere thii day la done 
The vpice, tliiil now h ni^ttking, may be U»yond the i$un — 

Porever and forever wiJii ihcise jufti aoula and true 

And what ia life, that we ahniild mimn I why make we auch ado I 

Forever mid fon:*ver, all in a bl eased home — 

Amt there to wait a little while till you niul EiBe como^ 
lo lie wiihJn the light of (lod, aa 1 lie upon your breast — 

And tliu wkked ceoae from troubling, and the weary are at reaL 


THE LOTOS^EATERa 

"CorRAOiil" he »aid, and pointed 
toward the land, 

“This mounting wave will roll ua 
atiorewant aooin” 

In the afternoon they eamc unto a 
land 

In whieh it seemed alwaya aftenioon. 

All round the coast the languid air did 
swoon* 

Bn^nthing like one that hath a weary 
dreann 

Fiill-fiivud aljove llie valley stmid the 
nrnon ; 

And like a downw-ard smoke, the slen- 
der stream 

Along the ciilf to fall and pause and 
fall did seem* 

A land of streams ! some, like a down- 
ward i^moke, 

Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn, 
did go; 

And some thro' wavering lights and 
shadows brt>ke, 

Rolling a slumbrous sheet of foam 
beloH% 

Tliey saw the gleaming river seaward 
flow 

From the inner land: far off, three 
mountain- tops, 

Three silent pinnat-les of apred snow, 

Stood siinset-flush'd ; and, dew'd with 
showerj' dro|wi, 

Vp-clomb the sltadciw'y pine abiive the 
woven copse. 

Tlie diarmeil sunset linger'd low 
ad own 

In the red West : thro' inountain clefts 
the dale 


Was seen far inland, and the yellow 
down 

BorderM with palm, ami many a wind- 
ing vale 

And meadow, set with slender galin- 
gale ; 

A land whert‘ oli things always seem’d 
the same 1 

And round about the keel with faces 
pale* 

Dark faces pate against that rosy flame, 

The mdd-eyed itieloneholy Lotos- 
eaters came* 

Branches they bcjre of that enchanted 
stem. 

Laden with flower and fruit* whereof 
they gave 

To each, but u^hoso riid receive of 
them, 

And taste, to him the gushing of the 
wave 

Far far away did seem to mourn and 
rave 

On alien shores; and if his fellow 
spake. 

His voice was thin* as voices from the 
grave; 

And dt't'p-asleep he seem'd* yet all 
awake, 

And music in his ears his beating heart 
did make. 

They sat tliem down u|win the. yellow 
sand* 

Between the sun and moon upon the 
shore; 

And sweet it was to dream of Father* 
land* 

Uf child and wife* and slave; but 
evermore 
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Mott weary teem'd the tea, weary the 
oar, 

Weary the wandering deldi of barren 
foam. 

Then tome one taid, “ We will return 
no more ; '' 

And all at once ibey tang, “ Our island 
home 

It far beyond the ware; we will no 
longer roam." 


CHOHIC SOXG, 

1. 

Theel it sweet mnaic here that softer 
falls 

Than petals from blown rotei on the 
grass, 

Or night-dews on still waters between 
walls 

0/ shadowy granite, in a gleaming 

patsi 

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies. 

Than tir'd eyelids upon tir'd eyes ; 

Music that brings sweet steep down 
from the blissful skica, 

I Heie are cnol mosses deep, 

And thro' the moss the iries creep, 

And in the stream the Jongdeaved 
fli>wers weep, 

And from the craggy ledge the poppy 
bangs in sleep, 

IL 

Why arc we weigh'd upon with hearh 
ness. 

And utterly consumed with sharp dis^ 
tress, 

While all things else bare rest from 
weariness 1 

All things hare rest : w!»y should we 
tod alone. 

We only toil, who are the first of 
things, 

Ai^ make perpetual mcwin, 

Still from one sorrow to another 
thrown : 

Nor erer fold our wings, 

And cease from wanderings, 

Nor Sleep our brows Ins lumber '■ holy 
balm ' 


Nor hearken what the inner spirit 
sings, 

" There is no joy but calm I ” 

Why should we only toil, the roof and 
crown of things T 

tif, 

Lo * in the middle of the irood, 

The folded leaf is woo'd from out the 
bud 

With winds upon the brancli, and 
there 

Grows green and broad, and takes no 
care, 

Sun-steep 'd at noon, and in the moon 
Nightly dew**fed; and tuniing yet low 
Falls, and finats adowii the air. 

Lo! iweelcn'd with the summer light. 
The full juleed apple, waxing over- 
mellow. 

Props in a silent autumn night. 

All its allotted length of days. 

The fiowLT ripens in its place, 

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath 
no toil, 

Fait-rooted in the fruitful soil. 


tv, 

Hatefut is the dark -blue sky, 

Vaulted o'er the dark -blue sea* 

Death is the end of life ; ah, why 

Should life all lalmr be? 

Let us alone. Time driveth onward 
fast, 

And in a little while our lips arc dumb. 

Let us alone* VVhat is it that will last? 

All things are taken from us, and hi> 
come 

Portions and parcels of the dreadful 
Past* 

Let us alone* What pleasure can we 
have 

To war with evil 1 Is there any peace 

In ever climbing up the climbing 
wave f 

All thingflhave rest, and ripen toward 
the gra ve 

In silence ; ripen, fall and cease i 

Give us long rest or death, dark death, 
or dreamful ease* 
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V. 

How iwoct II wero, h^&ring the down- 
ward Htream, 

Witli balf-fthut eyes ever to seem 

Falling asleep In a half-dre&m ! 

To dream and dream, like yonder 
amber Hghr. 

Which will not leave the mytrh-hMsh 
on the height; 

Tohcaronch other'a whispered speech ; 

Eating the Lotos day by day, 

To watch the crisping ripples on the 
beach, 

And tender curving lines of creamy 
spray ; 

To lend our hearts and spirit wholly 

To the influence of nuld-mJnded mel- 
ancholy ; 

To muse and brood and lire again in 
memory* 

With those ofd faces of onr infancy 

Heaped over with a niniind of grass, 

Two liBiidfuls of white dust, shut in 
an um of brass 1 


Vh 

Dear is the memory of our wedded 
lives, 

And dear the last embraces of our 
wives 

And their warm tears: but all hath 
suffer'd change : 

For surely now our bousehold hearths 
^ cold r 

Our sons inherit ns: our looks are 
strange : 

And we should eoine like ghosts to 
trouble joy. 

Or else the island princes over-bold 

Have eat our substance, and the min- 
strel sings, 

Before them of the ten years' war in 
Troy, 

And onr great deeds, as half-forgotten 
things. 

fs there confusion in the little isle 1 

Let what is broken so remain. 

The Gods are hanl to reconcile : 

Tis hard to iettle order once again. 

There is confusion worse than death. 


Trouble on trouble, pain on pain, 
Long tabor unto aged breath, 

Sore task to hearts worn out by many 
wars 

And eyes grown dim with ga/ing on 
the pilot-sUra. 


VII, 

But, propt on beds of amaranili and 
moly. 

How sweet (while warm airs lull us, 
blowing lowiyl 

With half-dropt eyelid still, 

Beneath a heaven dark and holy. 

To watch the long bright river draw- 
ing slowly 

His waters from the purple hill — 

To hear the dewy echoes catling 

From cave to cave thro* the thick- 
twined vine — 

To watch the emerald-color'd water 
falling 

Thro* many a wov'n acanthus- wreath 
divine I 

Only to hear and see the far-off spar- 
kling brine. 

Only to hear were sweet, stretch'd out 
beneath the pine, 

VIII, 

Ttic Lotos blooms below the barttm 
peak : 

The Lotos blows by eveTy-winding 
creek : 

All day the wind breathes low with 
mellower tone \ 

Thro' every hollow cave and alley lone 

Hound and round the spicy downs the 
yellow LotOf-dust is blown. 

We have had enough of action, and 
of motion we, 

Boil'd to starboard, roll'd to larboaril 
when the surge was seething 
free. 

Where the wallowing monster spouted 
his foam-fountains in the sea. 

Let us swear an oath, and ket*p it with 
an e^ual mind, 

In the hollow Lotosdand to Uve and 
lie reclined 
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A DHEAM OF 


On the ItilU like God* together, cure- 
lev* of nuinkind. 

' For they He beside their nectar, and 
) the bolt* are hurFd 

Far bebw tliem in the valleys, and 
the clouda are lightly curl’d 

Kouiul their golden house*, girdled 
with the gleaming world : 

Where they smile in secret, looking 
over wasted lands. 

Blight and famine, plaguo and earths 
quake, roaring deeps and fiery 
sands, 

Clanging flglit*, and flaming town*, 
and sinking ships, and praying 
bands. 

But they smile, they find a tnuaic cen* 
tred in a doleful sung 

Steaming up, a lamentation and an 
ancient Ule of wrong. 

Like a talc of little meaning itiO' the 
words are strong ; 

Chanted from an iihused race of men 
that cleave tlie soil, 

j Sow the seed, and reap the harvest 
with enduring toil, 

Storing yearly little dues of wheat, 

! and wine and oil ; 

5 Till they perish and they suffer — 

‘ some. Hi* wliispcrid — down in 

f hell 

i Suffer endless anguish, others In 
[ Ely slan va 1 1 ey s dwell , 

I Resting weary limbs at Iasi on beds 
i of asphodeL 

J Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet 

H than toil, the shore 

. Than labor in the deep mid-ocean, 

wind and wave and oar ; 

Oh rest yc, brother mariners, we will 
not wander more, 

^ A I>REA^f OF FAIR WOMEN. 

j 1 READ, before my eyelids dropt their 
shade, 

Thf! Legend 0 / TFonieR,** long 
ago 

Sung by the morning-star of song, 
who made 

Hi* music heard below i 
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Dan Chancer, the first warbler, w hose 
sweet breath 

l*rel udc<I those melod ions bursts that 
fill 

Tlie spacious times of great Elizabeth 

With sounds that echo still. 

And, for a wliilo, the knowletige of 
his art 

Held me above the subject, ns 
strong gales 

Hold swollen clouds from raining, 
tho* my Iieart, 

Brimful of those wild tales, 

Charge^l both mine eyes with tears. 
In every land 

1 saw, wherever light illumincth, 

Beauty and anguIsJi walking hand in 
hand 

Tlie downward slope to deatli. 

Tliose far-renowned brides of ancient 
song 

Peopled the hollow dark, like bum 
ing stars, 

And 1 heard sounds of insult, sljame, 
and w'rung. 

And trumpfds blown for wars; 

And clattering flints batterid with 
clanging hoofs i 

And 1 saw crowds in columu’d 
sanctuaries ; 

And forms that pass’d at windows 
and on roofs 

Of marble palaces ; 

Corpses across the threshold ; heroes 
tall 

Dislodging pinnacle and parapet 

Upon the tortoise creeping to the wall ‘ 

Lances in ambush set ; 

And liigb sbrin^Hloors burst thro' with 
heated blasts 

Tliat run before the fluttering 
tongues of fire ; 

White surf wind-scatter'd over sails 
and masts. 

And ever climbing bigber 
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Squadrons and squares of men in 
brazen plates, 

Scaffolds, still sheets of water, 
divers woes, 

Ranges of glimmering vaults with ^ 
iron grates, | 

And hush'd seraglios. 

So shape chased shape as swift as, 
when to land 

Bluster the winds and tides the 
self-same wajr% 

Crisp foam-flakes scod along the 
level sand, 

Tom from the fringe of spray. 

I started ont?e, or seem'd to start in 
pain, 

Resolved on noble things, and 
strove to speak, 

As wlien a great thought strikes along 
the brain. 

And flushes all the cheek. 

And once my arm was lifted to hew 
down 

A cavalier from off his saddle-bow, 

That bore a lady from a leaguer'd 
town ; 

And then, 1 know not how, 

All those sharp fancies, by down* 
lapsing thought 

Stream'd onward, tost their edges, 
and did creep 

Roll'd on each other, rounded, 
smooth'd, and brought 

Into the gulfs of sleep. 

At last melhought that 1 had wan* 
det^d far 

In an old wood i fresh-waah'd in 
coolest dew 

Tlie maiden splendors of the morning 
star 

i^hook in the steadfast blue. 

Enormous elm-tree-boles did stoop 
and lean 

Upon the dusky brushwood under- 
neath 


Tlwir broad curved branches, fledged 
with clearest green, 

New from its silken sbeath. 

The dim red mom had died, her 
journey done. 

And with dead lips smiled at the 
twilight plain, 

Half*faU'ii across the threshold cf 
the sun, 

Never to rise again. 

Hiere was no motion in the dmul. 
dead air. 

Not any song of bird or sound of 
rill ; 

Gross darkness of the inner sepulchre 

Is not so deadly still 

As that wide forest Growths of 
jasmine turn'd 

Tlicir humid arms festooning tree 
to tree, 

And at the root thro* lush green 
grasses turn'd 

The red anemone. 

I knew the flowers, I knew the leaves, 
1 knew 

The tearful glimmer of the languid 
dawn 

On those long, rank, dark wood -walks 
drench'd in dew, 

Leading from lawn to lawn. 

The smell of violets, hidden in the 
green, 

Pour'd back into my empty soul 
and frame 

Tlie times w^hen I jemeniber to have 
been 

Joyful and free from blame. 

And from within me a clear under- 
tone 

Thriird thro' mine ears in that un- 
blissful clime, 

^*Pa8s freely thro'; the wood la all 
thine own» 

Until the end of time/* 
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At I A lady wiibiii call, 

Stiller than cluaeird marble, stand- 
ing there ; 

A daughter nf the gods, diyinely tall, 
^ And moBt divinely fair, 

/ Her luvelineas with shame and with 
i surprise 

Froze my swift speech : she turning 
on my face 

The stardike iorrows of immortal 

Spoke slowly in her plae^. 

** 1 had great beauty ; ask thou not 
' my name : 

Ko one can be more wis© than 
destiny. 

I Many drew swords and died, 

ijj W’here'er I cam© 

i 1 brought calamity/* 

4 **Ko marvel, sovereign ladyt in fair 
I * Held 

i Myself for sueh a fae© had boldly 
died,” 

‘ 1 answer*d free; and turning 1 ap- 

peard 

To one that stood beside* 

But she, with sick and scornful looks 
averse, 

To her full height her stately stat- 
ure draws; 

"5Iy youth," she said "was blasted 
with a curse : 

This woman was the cause. 

was cut oH from hope in that sad 
place. 

Which men call'd Aulis in those 
iron yeans : 

My f ath er he Id his hand upon his face ; 
I 1, blinded with my tears, 

“Still strove to speak : my voice was 
thick with sighs 

As in a dream. Dimly I could 
descry 

The item black -bearded kings with 
wolfish eyes, 

Waiting to see me die* 


"The high mastii flicker'd ns they lay 
afloat ; 

The crowds, the temples, waverVl, 
and the shore ; 

The bright deatli quiver*d at the vic- 
tim's throat ; 

Touch'd ; and 1 knew no more/' 

Whereto the other with a downward 
brow r 

"I would the white cold heavy- 
plunging foam, 

Whirfd by the wind, had roll'd me 
deep below, 

Then when 1 left my home.” 

Her slow full words sank thro* the 
silence drear, 

As thunder-drops fall on a sleeping 
sea; 

Sudden I heard a voice tliat cried, 
*‘Come here. 

That I may look on thee/* 

I turning saw, Uironed on a flowery 
rise. 

One sitting on a crimson scarf uii- 
roll'd ; 

A queen, w’ith swarthy cheeks and 
bold black eyes, 

Brow-bound with burning gold. 

She, flashing forth a haughty smile, 
began: 

"I govern'd men by change, aud 
so 1 sway'd 

All moods. 'I'is long since I have 
seen a man. 

Once, like the moon, 1 made 

"Tile ever-shifting currents of the 
blood 

According to my humor ebb and 
flow* 

I have uo men to govern in this wood: 

That makes my only woe. 

" Nay ^ yet it chafes me that I could 
uot bend 

One will ; nor tame and tutor with 
mine eye 
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That dull cold-blooUod C««ar. 
Prylhoe, frti>nd, 

Where is Mark AtiUiuy ? 

*'The tiiaa, my lover, 'with whom 1 
rode subliiiie 

On I'ort line's neck : wo sat as God 
by God: 

The Nilm would have riBen before hfs 
time 

And flooded at our nod. 

** Wg drank the Libyan Sun to sleep, 
and lit 

Lamps which out-bum'd Canopus 
U my life 

In Egypt ! O the dalHunee and the wit, 

The flattery and the strife, 

“And the wild kiss, when fresh from 
war's alarms, 

My Hercules, my Roman Antony, 

My mailed Bacchus leapt into my 
arms, 

Contented there to die 1 

“ And tliere he died : and when I heard 
my name 

Sigh'd forth with life I would not 
brook my fear 

Of the other: with a worm I balk'd 
his fame. 

What else was left ? look here I " 

(With that she tore her robe apart, 
and half 

The polish'd argent of her breast to 
sight 

Laid bare. Tliereto the pointed with 
a laugh, 

Showing the aipick's bite.) 

“ 1 died a Queen. The Roman soldier 
found 

^fe lying dead, my crown about my 
brows, 

A name f ore verl — lying robed and 
crown'd, 

\¥'orthy a Roman spouse/' 


Her warbling voice, a lyre of widest 
range 

Struck by all passion, did fall down 
^and glance 

From tone to tone, and glided tJiro' all 
cimnge 

Of liveliest utterance. 

When she made pause 1 knew not for 
delight : 

Because with sudden motion from 
the ground 

She rais'd her piercing orbs, and flU'd 
with liglit 

The interval of sound. 

Still with their fires Love lipt his keen- 
est darts ; 

As once they drew into two burning 
rings 

All beams of Love, melting the mighty 
hearts 

Of captains and of kings. 

Slowly my sense undazzled. Then I 
heard 

A noise of some one coming thro' 
the lawn, 

And singing clearer than the crested 
bird 

That clips his wing® at dawn. 

“ The torrent brooks of hallow'd Israel 

From craggy hollows pouring, late 
and soon, 

Sound all night long, in falling thro' 
the dell, 

Far-heard beneath the moon. 

“ The balmy moon of blessed Israel 

Floods all the deep-blue gloom witli 
beams divine : 

All night the splinter'd crags that wall 
the dell 

With spires of silver ihine," 

As one that museth where broad sun- 
shine laves 

The lawn by some cathedral, thro' 
the door 

Hearing the holy organ rolling wavei 

Of sound on roof and fioor 
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Within, ftiiJ anthem sung, If charm’d 
i and tied 

To where he stands, — so stood I, 
when that flow 

Of music left the lips of lier that died 
To save her father's row ,■ 

The daughter of Uie warrior Gileadite ; 
A maiden pure ; as when she went 
along 

From lilizpeirs tower’d gate with wel- 
come light, 

With timbrel and with song. 

My words leapt forth i “ llearen heads 
the count of crimes 
With that wild oath/' She rendered 
answer high : 

** Kot so, nor once alone ; a thousand 
times 

I would be bom and die. 

** Single 1 grew, like some green pUni, 
whose root 

Creeps to the garden water-pipes 
beneath 

Feeding the flower j but ere my flower 
to fruit 

Changed, 1 was ripe for death- 

* My God, my land, my father — these 
did move 

Me from my bliss of life, that Nature 
gare. 

Lower'd softly with a threefold <H>rd 
of love 

Down to a silent grave. 

''And I went mourning, 'No fair 
Hebrew boy 

Shall smile away my maiden blame 
among 

The Hebrew mothers' — emptied of 
all joy, 

Leaving the dance and song, 

“ Leaving the olive-gardena far below, 
Leaving the promise of my bridal 
bower. 

The valleys of grape-loaded vines that 
glow 

Beneath the battled tower. 


'"The light white cloud swam over us. 
Anon 

We heartl the lion roaring from his 
den ; 

We saw the large white stars rise one 
by one, 

Or, from the darken’d glen, 

« Saw God divide the night with flying 
flame. 

And ihunderon the everlasting hills. 

I heard Him, for He spake, and grief 
became 

A solemn scorn of lUs, 

" When the next moon was roll’d into 
the sky, 

Strength came to me that equall'd 
my desire. 

How beautiful a thing it was to die 

For God and for my sire ! 

** It comforts me in this one thought 
to dwell. 

That 1 subdued me to my father's 
will ; 

Because the kiss he gave me, ere 1 
fell, 

Sweetens the spirit still. 

“ Moreover it is written that my race 

Hew'd Ammon, hip and lliigh, from 
Aroer ^ 

On Amon unto Minneth/' Here her 
face 

Glow’d as 1 look'd at her. 

She lock'd her lips : she left me wlierc 
1 stood; 

"Glory to God," she sang, and past 
afar, 

Thridding the sombre boskage of the 
wood. 

Toward the moming-star. 

Losing her carol I stood pensively, 

As one that from a casement leans 
his head. 

When midnight bolls cease ringing 
suddenly. 

And the old year is dead. 
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alasP* a lovr Toke, full of 
i-'aro^ 

Munijur’d beside nie : Turn and 
took on me i 

I am that Rosamond, whom men call 
fair, 

If 'n?hat 1 nas 1 be. 

“ Would I had been some maiden 
coarse and poorl 

0 mCp that i should erer see the 
light ! 

Tlmse dragon eyes of anger'd Eleanor 

Do bunt rae, day and night 

She ceased in tears, fallen from hope 
and trust ; 

To whom ihe Egyptian : ** O, you 
tamely died I 

You should bare clung to Fulria’s 
waist, and thrust 

Tlie dagger thro* her side/' 

With ' that sharp sound the white 
dawn*e orct'ping beams, 

8 tofu to my brain, dissolved the 
mystery 

Of folded sleep. The captain of my 
dreams 

Ruled in the eastern sky. 

Mom broaden'd on the borders of 
the dark, m 

Ere I saw her, who clasp'd in her 
last trance 

Her murder'd father's head, or Joan 
of Arc, 

A light of ancient France ; 

Ur her who knew that I#otc can van- 
quish Death, 

Who kneeling, with one arm about 
licr king, 

Drew forth the poison with her balmy 
breath , 

Sweet as new buds in Spring. 

memory labors longer from the 
deep 

Gold-mines of thought to lift the 
hidden ore 


That glimpses, nioring up, than I from 
sleep 

To gather and tell o'er 

Each little sound and sight. WUh 
what dull pain 

Compass'd, how eagerly I sought to 
strike 

Into that wondrous track of dreams 
again I 

Bui no two dreams arc like. 

As when a soul laments, which hath 
been blest. 

Desiring what is mingled with past 
years. 

In yearnings that can never be esprest 

By signs or groans or tears ; 

Because all words, tho* cull'd with 
choicest art, 

Failing to give the bitter of the 
sweet. 

Wither beneath the palate, and the 
heart 

Faints, faded by its heat. 


THE BLACKBIRD, 

O BLACK niRo! sing me something 
well ; 

While all tlie neighbors shoot tbee 
round, 

I keep smooth plats of fruitful 
ground, 

Where thou may'st warble, eat and 
dwell. 

The espaliers and the standards all 
Arc thine ; the range of lawn and 
park : 

The unnette<l black-hearts ripen 
dark. 

All thine, against the garden walk 

Yet, tho' I spared thee all the spring, 
Thy sole delight is, sitting si ill. 
With that gold dagger of ihy bill 

To fret the summer jenneting. 

A golden bill 1 the silver tongue, 

Cold February loved, is dry: 
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Plenty corrupts the melody 

That made thee famous oiiee, wlien 
young ; 

And in the sttitry garden-squares, 

Xow thy flute notes are changed to 
coarse, 

1 hear thee not at all, or hoarse 

As when a hawker hawks his warea. 

Take warning ! he that will not sing 
While yon sun prospers in the blue. 
Shall sing for wanlp ere leaves are 
new, 

Caught in the froaen palms of Spring. 


THE DEATH OF THE OLD 
YEAK. 

Ftll knee-deep He* the winter snow. 
And the winter winds are wearily 
sighing i 

Toll ye the church-bell sad and slow. 
And tread softly and speak low, 

For the old year Hes allying. 

Old year, you must not die ; 

You came to us so readily, 

You Jived with us so steadily, 

Old year, you shall nut die. 

He lieth still : he doth not move t 
He will not set the dawn of day. 

He hath no other life above. 

He gave me a friend, and a true true- 
love. 

And the New-year will take 'em away. 
Old year, you must not go ; 

So long as you hav'c been with us 
Such joy as you have seen with us, 
Old year, you shall not go. 

He froth'd his bumpers to the brim \ 
A jollier year we shall not tee. 

But tho' his eyes are waxing dim, 

And tho^ his foes speak ill of him, 

Ht? was a friend to me, 

f)l(l year, you shall not die \ 

We did so fangh and cry with you, 
I've half a mind to die with you. 
Old year. If you must die. 


He waa full of joke and jest. 

But all his merry quijM are o'er. 

To *€*0 liim die, across the waste 
His son and heir doth ride post-haste. 
But he'll be dead before. 

Every one for his own. 

The night is stariy and cold, my 
friend, 

And the Xew-y ear blithe and bold, 
' my friend. 

Comes up to take his own. 

How hard he breathes ! over the snow 
I heard just now the crowing cock. 
The shadows flicker to and fro t 
The cricket chirps: the light burns 
low: 

*Tii nearly twelve o'clock. 

Shako hands, before you die. 

Old year, well dearly rue for you t 
What is it we can do for you » 
Speak out before you die. 

His face is growing sliarp anti thtn. 
Alack i our friend Is gone. 

Close up bis eyes : tie up his chin : 
Step from the corpse, and let him in 
That standeth there alone, 

And waiteth at the door. 

There's a new' foot on the floor, 
my friend. 

And a nevr face at the door, my 
friend* 

A new face at ihe door. 


TO J. S. 

The wind, that beats the mountain, 
blows 

More softly round the open wold, 

And gently comes the world to tbose 
That are cast in gentle mould. 

And me this knowledge bolder made, 
Or else 1 had not dared to flow 

In these words toward you* and invade 
Even with a verse your holy woe. 

'Til strange that those we lean on 
most, 

Tbose in whose laps our limbs 
are nursed. 
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Fall into fthaclow^ iooncat Io«t r 

Those we love first are taken first, 

God gives us love, Soinetliiiig to love 
He lends us; but^ when love is 
grown 

To fitness, that on which it throve 
Falls ojf^ and love is left alone. 

This is the curse of time, Alas T 0 
In grief I am not all unleanrd ; 
Once thro* mine own doors l>c^ath did 
pass; 

One went, who never hath re- 
turned. 

He will not smile — ^not speak to me 
Once more. Two jears his chair 
is seen 

Empty before us. That was he 

Without whose life I had not 
been. 

Your loss is rarer ; for this star 
Kose with you thro* a little are 
Of heaven, nor haying wander'd far 
Shot on the sudden Into dark. 

1 knew your brother r his mute dust 
1 honor and his living W'orth : 

A man more pure and bold and just 
Was never bom into the earth, 

I have not look'd upon you nigh, 

Since that dear soul hath fall’n 
asleep. 

Great Kature is more wise than 1 ; 

I will not tell you not to weep. 

And tlio' mine own eyes fill with dew, 
Drawn from the spirit thro' the 
brain, 

I will not even preach to you, 

** Weep, weeping dulls the iuward 
pain." 

Let Grief be her own mistress still. 

She loveth her own anguish deep 
More than much pleasure. Let her 
will 

Be done — to weep or not to weep. 

I will not say, •* God's ordinance 

Of Death is blown in every wind" ; 


For that is not a common chance 
That takes away a noble mind. 

His memory long will live alone 

In ail our hearts, as mournful light 

That broods above the fallen sun, 
And dweils in heaven half the 
night. 

Vain solace 1 Memory standing near 
Cast down her eyes, and in her 
throat 

Her voice seem'd distant, and a fear 
Dropt on the letters as I wrote, 

I wrote 1 know not what. In truth. 
How Ah^uid I soothe you anyway. 

Who miss the brother of your youth ! 
Yet something I did wish to say : 

For he too was a friend to me : 

Both are my friends, and my true 
breast 

Oleedeth for both ; yet it may be 
That only silence iuiteth best. 

Words weaker than your grief would 
make 

Grief more. 'Twere belter I 
should cease 

Although myself could almost take 
The place of him that sleeps in 
peace. 

Sleep sweetly, tender heart, in peace : 
Sleep, holy spirit, blessed soul, 

While the stars bum, the moons in* 
crease. 

And the great ages onward roll. 

Sleep till the end, true soul and sweet. 
Nothing comes to thee new or 
strange. 

Sleep full of rest from head to feet ; 
Lie still, dry dust, secure of 
change. 


ON A MOURNER, 

I. 

Natitre, so far as in her lies, 
Imitates God, and turns her face 
To every land beneath the skies, 


1 
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I Couiitfi nothingr that meet» with 

I baac, 

i But Uven and tovea in every place ; 

I n. 

I Fills out the homely quickset-Bcreens, 
And makes the purple lilac ripe, 
Step« from her airy hill, and greens 
The swamp, where hums the drop- 
ping snipe, 

With moss and braidedmarish-pipe; 

I HI. 

I And on thy heart a finger lays. 

Saying, " Beat quicker, for the time 
Is pleasant, and the woods and ways 
Are pleasant, and the beech and 
lime 

Put fort h and feel a gladder cli me" 

I IV. 

1 And murmurs of a deeper voice, 
i Going before to some far shrine, 

1 Teach that sick heart the stronger 
choice, 

Till all thy life one way incline 
I Wit h one wide W ill that c 1 osei thine. 


With Biicriflce, while ail the fleet 
Had rest by stony hills of Crete. 


You ask me, why, tho' ill at ease. 
Within this region I subsist, 
Wliosc spirits falter in the mist. 

And languish for the purple seas. 

It is the land that freemen till, 

That sober-suited Freedom chose, 
The land, where girt with friends 
or foes 

A man may speak the thing he will ; 

A land of settled goTemment, 

A land of just and old renown. 
Where Freedom slowly broadens 
down 

From precedent to precedent : 

Where faction seldom gathers head. 
But by degrees to fulness wrought, 
The strength of some diffusive 
thought 

Hath time and space to work and 
spread. 


And when the ioning eve bas died 
Where yon dark valleys wind for* 
lorn, 

Come Hope and Memory, spouse and 
bride, 

From out the borders of the mom^ 
With that fair child betwixt them 
horn. 

TI. 

And when no mortal motion jars 
The blackness round the tombing 
sod, 

Thro' silence and the trembling stars 
Come* Faith from tracts no feet 
have trod. 

And Virtue, like a household god 


Should banded unions persecute 
Opinion, and induce a time 
When single thought is civil 
crime, 

And Individual freedom mute ; 

Tho* Power should make from land 
to land 

The name of Britain trebly great— 
Tho* every channel of the State 

Should fill and choke with golden 
sand — 

Yet waft me from the harbojsmouth. 
Wild wind ! I seek a warmer sky, 
And 1 will see before I die 

The palms and temples of the South. 


VII. 

Promising empire | such as those 
Once heard at dead of night to greet 
Troy's wandering prince, so that he 
rose 


Of old sat Freedom on the heights, 
The thunders breaking at her feet* 
Above her shook the stany lights : 
She heard the torrents meet. 
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There in her place ihe did rejoice, 
Sclf-gather'd in lier propheMuind, 
But fragments of her mighty voice 
Came rolling on the wind. 

Then stept she down thro* town and 
field 

To mingle with tlie human racci 
And part by part to men reveard 
Tim fulness of her face — 

Grave mother of majettic works, 

^ From Ijcr isle^altar gating down : 
Who, God-like, grasps the triple forks. 
And, King-like, wears the crown ; 

Her open eyes desire the truth. 

The wisdom of a thousand years 
Is in them. May perpetual youth 
Keep dry their light from tears ; 

That her fair form may stand and 
shine, 

Make bright our days and light 
our dreams, 

Tuniing to scorn with Ups divine 
The falsehooil of extremes 1 


Love tliou thy land, with love far- 
brought 

From out the storied Past, and 
uslmI 

Within the Present, but transfused 

Thro* future lime by povrer of thought. 

True love turn'd round on fixed poles. 
Love, that endures not sordid ends, 
For English natures, freemen, 
friends, 

Thy brothers and immortal souls. 

But pamper not a hastj^ time, 

Nor fetMl with crude imaginings 
The herd, wild hearts and feeble 
wings 

That every sophister can lime. 

Deliver not the tasks of might 
To weakness, neither hide the ray 


From those, not blind, who wait for 

Tho* sitting girt with doubtful light. 

Make knowledge circle with tlie 
winds ; 

But let her herald, Reverence, lly 
Before tier to whatever sky 
Bear seed of men and growth of 
minds. 

Watch what mam-currents draw the 
years ; 

Cut Prejudice against the grain: 
But gentle words are always gain: 
Regard the weakness of thy peers: 

Nor toil for title, place, or touch 
Of pension, neither count on praise » 

^ It grows to guerdon after-days : 

Nor deal in watch- words overmuch : 

Not clinging to some ancient saw ; 

Kor masterid by some modem term ; 
Not swift nor slow to change, but 
firm: 

And m its seaaon bring the law ; 

That from Discussion's lip may fall 
With Life, that, working strongly^ 
binds ^ — 

Set in all lights by many minds. 

To close the interest of all. 

For Nature also, cold and warm. 

And moist and dry, devising long. 
Thro' many a^nts making strong, 
Matures the individual form. 

Meet is it changes shauld control 
Our being, lest we rust in ease. 

We all are changed by still degrees. 
Ail but the basis of the soul. 

So let the change which comes be 
free 

To ingroove Itself with that which 
dies. 

And work, a joint of state, that plies 
Its office, moved with sympathy. 
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A lAyitjg, hard to ihape in act; 

For ail the pail of Time reveali 
A bridal dawo of thtmder^poali^ 
WhereTer Thought hath wedded Fact 


Certain, if knowledge bring the 
iword, 

That knowledge takea the iword 
away — 


Er'n now we hear with inward atnfe 
A motion toiling in the gloom — 
The Spirit of the yean to come 
Yearning to mix himielf with Life^ 

A iiowH3eTelop*d itrength a waits 
Completion in a painful school ; 
Phantoms of other forms of rule, 

;> New Majettiea of mighty States^ 

The warden of the growing hour. 

But vague in vapor, hard to mark ; 
And round tliem sea and air are 
dark 

With great contrivances of Power. 

Of many changes, aptly join’d, 

Is bodied fortli the second whole. 
Re^rd gradation, lest the soul 
Of Discord race the rising wind; 

A wind to puff your idol -Arcs, 

And Iieap their ashes on the head ; 
To shame the boast so often made. 
That we are wiser than our sires. 

I Oh yet, if Xature’s evil star 

Drive men in manhood, as in youth, 
To follow flying steps of Truth 
Across the braxen bridge of war — 

If New and Old, disastrous feud, 

Must ever shock, like armed foes, 

I And this be true, tUI Time shall 
close, 

I That Principles are rain’d in blood ; 

Not yet the wise of heart would cease 
To hold his hope thro’ ihime and 

I guilt, 

But with his hand against the hilt, 
Would pace the troubled land, like 
Peace ; 

, Kot less, tbo’ do^ of Faction bay, 

I Would serve his kind In deed and 
word, 


Would love the gleams of good that 
broke 

From either side, nor veil his eyes : 

And if some dreadful need should 
rise 

Would strike, and firmly, and one 
stroke : 

To-morrow yet would reap to-day. 

As we bear blossom of the dead ; 

Earn well the thrifty months, nor 
wed 

Raw Haste, half-sister to Delay, 


ENGLAND AND AMERICA 
IN 1782, 

O TiiotJ, that sondest out the man 
To rule by land and sea, 

Strong mother of a Liondine, 

Be proud of those strong sons of thine 
Who wrench’d their rights from 
thee I 

What wonder, if in noble heat 
Those men thine arms withstood, 
Retaught the lesson thou hadst taught. 
And in thy spirit with thee fought — 
Wlio sprang from English blood I 

But Thou rejoice with liberal joy, 
Lift up thy rocky face. 

And shatter^ when the storms are 
black. 

In many a streaming torrent back, 
The seas that shock thy base 1 

Wliatever harmonies of law 
The growing world assume, 

Thy work is thine — The single note 
From that deep chord which Hampden 
smote 

Will vibrate to the doom. 
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THE GOOSE. 


THE GOOSE. 

I KKEW an old wife lean and pCHir, 
Her rags scarce Iveld together ; 
There strode a stranger to the door. 
And it was windy weather. 

He held a goose upon hU arm, 
lie utter'd rhyme and reason, 

Here, take the goose, and keep you 
wartn, 

It is a stormy season/' 

She caught the white goose by itie leg, 
A goose — 'twas no great matter. 
The goose let fall a golden egg 
With eaekle and with clatter. 

She drop! the goose, and caught the 

pcif, 

And ran to tell her neighbors ; 

And bless'd Iwn^etf, and cursed herself, 
And rested from her labors. 

And feeding high, anti living toft, 
Grew plump and able-bodied ; 

Until the grave church warden dolTd, 
Tile {mrson smirk'd and nodded. 

So sitting, served by man and maid, 
She fell her heart grow prouder: 
But ah T the more the white goose laid 
It clack'd and cackled louder. 

It clutter'd here, it chuckled there ; 

It stirr’d the old wife's mettle : 

She shifted in her elbow-chair, 

And hurl'd the pan and kettle. 


f A quinsy choke thy cursed note I " 
Tlien wajt'd lier anger stronger, 

" Go, take the goose, and wring her 
throat, 

I will not bear it longer.” 

'Then yelp'd the cur, and y and 'd the 
cat; 

Ran Gaffer, ^tumbled Gammer. 

Tlie goose flew this way and flew tliat, 
And fill'd the house with clamor. 

As head and heels upon the floor 
They flounder’d all together, 

'fhere strode a stranger to the door, 
And it was windy weather: 

He took the goose upon his arm. 

He utter'd words of scorning; 

” So keep you cold, or keep you warm. 
It U a stormy morning.” 

Tlie wild wind rang from park and 
plain, 

And round the attics rumbled. 

Till all the tables danceti again, 

And half the chimneys tumbled. 

The glass blew in, the fire blew out, 
The blast was hard and hankr. 

Her cap blew off, her gown blew up, 
And a whirlwind clear'd the larder : 

iVjid while on aW sides breaking loose 
Her household fled the danger, 
Quoth she, ” The Devil take the goose. 
And God forget the stranger 1 ” 
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TIIE EPIC. 

At Francii «n tho Chri^tmft*- 

DTP, — 

Tlh* garoo of forfeiu tlon^ — ttic girla. 

; &n ktia’d 

Beneath the aicred buah aiid pa»t 
away — 

I Tilt* parson Holmes, the poet Evetanl 
Hall, 

The host, and I »at round the wausavl* 
bowl, 

flien lialf-way ebb'd: and there we 
held a talk, 

How all the old honor had from 
Christmas gone. 

Or gone, or dwindled down to some 
odd games 

In some odd nooks like this; till I, 
tired out 

With cutting eights that day upon the 
pond, 

Whore, three times slippitig from the 
outer edge, 

I bump'd the iee into three several 
stars, 

Fell in a doTe; and half awake 1 
heard 

The parson taking wide and wider 
sweeps, 

Now harping on the church^:oromis- 
sioners, 

Now hawking at Geology and schism ; 

Until I woke, and found him settled 
down 

Upon the general decay of faith 

Bight thro' the world, **at home was 
UlUe left. 


And none abroad r there was no 
anchor, none, 

To hold by," Francis, laughing, clapt 
Ills hand 

On Fverani’s shoulder, with " I hold 
by him.” 

"And 1," quptb Kverard, "by the 
wassaibbowl," 

" Why yes," 1 said, " we knew your 
' gift that way 

At college: but another which you 
had, 

I mean of verse (for so we held it 
then), 

What came of that t ’* " You know,” 

said Frank, ^ he burnt 

His epic, his King Arthur, some twelve 
books" — 

And then to me demanding why! 
"Ob, sir, 

He thought that nothing new was said, 
or else 

Something so said Hwas noihlug — 
that a triJlH 

Looks fresbeit in the fashion of ilie 
day : 

* God knows : he has a mint of reaaons : 
ask. 

It pleased me well enough." "Nay, 
nay," said Hall, 

" Why take the style of those heroic 
times t 

For nature brings not back tlie Mas- 
tod on, 

Nor we those times ; and why should 
any man 

Remodel models 1 these twelve hooka 
of mine 
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VVere faint Hotn^He eclio€», nothing- 
wort h, 

Mere clmfE and draffs much better 
bunih" “Buti;* 

Said Frandi, '■pick'd the eieventh 
from this iiearth 

And have it: keep a thing, its use 
will come. 

1 hoard it as a sugar-plum for Holmes/* 

He laugh'd^ and tho’ sleepy, like a 
horse 

That lioars the com bin open, prick'd 
mj ears ; 

For 1 remember'd Everard'a college 
fame 

When wo were Freshmen : then at my 
request 

He brought it; and the poet little 
urged, 

But with some prelude of disparage- 
ment. 

Head, mouthing out his hollow oes 
and aes, 

DeepKjhestcd music, and to this result, 

MOHTE D'ARTHUE, 

So all day long the noise of battle 
roird 

Among the raouuiains by the winter 
sea ; 

Until King Arthur’s table, man by 
man, 

Had fallen in Lyonness about their 
Ix>rd, 

King Arthur \ then, because his wound 
was deep, 

The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him, 

Sir Bedivere, the last of all bis 
knights. 

And bore him to a chapel nigh the 
field, 

A broken chancel with a broken ero«s, 

That stood on a dark strait of barren 
land. 

On one side lay the Ocean, and on one 

Lay a great water, and the moon was 
full. 

Then spake King Arthur lo Sir 
Bedivere : 

'* The sequel of to-day unsolders all 


The goodliest fellowstiip of famous 
knights 

Whefeof this world holds record. 
Such a sleep 

They sleep— the men 1 loved, 1 
think that we 

Shall neTermore, at any future time, 

Uelight our souls with talk of knightly 
deedsi 

Walking about the gardens and the 
halls 

Of Camel ot, as in the days that were. 

I perish by this people which 1 
made, ^ 

Tho’ Merlin sware that 1 should come 
again 

To rule once more — but let what will 
be, bct 

I am so deeply smitten thro’ the helm 

That without help 1 cannot last till 
moni. 

Thou therefore take my brand Ex- 
calibur. 

Which was my pride: for thou re- 
mem berest how 

In those old days, one summer noon, 
an arm 

Rose up from out the bosom of the 
lake, 

Clothed in white samile, mystic, won- 
derful. 

Holding the sword — and how I row'd 
across 

And took it, and have worn it like a 
king: 

And, wheresoever I am sung or 
told 

In aftertime, this also shall be known : 

But now delay not : take Excaljbur, 

And fling him far into the middle 
mere: 

Watch what thou seeat, and lightly 
bring me word/’ 

To him replied the bold Sir Bedi- 
vere i 

"It is not meet. Sir King, to leave 
thee thus, 

Aidless, alone, and smitten thro’ the 
helm. 

A little thing may harm a wounded 
man. 

IVt I thy best will all perform at full, 
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Watch what I BOO, and ligbliy bring 
tlipc word." 

So aayingp from tlte min'd shrlno 
ho Btopt 

And in the moon athwart the place of 
lombs. 

Whore lay the mighty bonea of an- 
cient men, 

Did knights, and orer them ilie sea- 
wind sang 

Shrill, chUI, with flakes of foam. He, 
stepping down 

Uy jdg-Mg patlvB, and juts of pointed 
rock, 

Came on the shining lerels of the lake. 

There drt-w he forth the brand 
Kacalibur, 

And o'er him, drawing it^ the winter 


moon, 


1 


Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, 
ran forth 

And sparkled keen with frost against 
the hilt : 

For all the haft twinkled with dia- 
mond sparks, 

Blyrtads of topax-lights, and jacinth - 
work 

Of subtlest jcweliy. He gared so long 

That both bis eyes were dazisElud, as 
he stood, 

Tiiis way and that dividing the twift 
mind, 

In act to throw; but at the last it 
seem'd 

Bt'tter to leave Exealibur conceal'd 

There in the many-knotted water-flags, 

That whistled stiff and dry about tlie 
marge* 

8o strode he hack slow to the wounded 
King* 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir 


Bedivere : 


"Hast thou perform'd my mission 
which 1 gavet 

What is it thou hast seen ! or what 
hast heard ! " 

And answer made the bold Sir 
Bedivere ; 

heard the ripple washing in the 
reeds. 

And the wild water lapping on the 


To whom replied King Arthur, faint 
and pale ; 

** Thou hast betray'd thy nature and 
thy name, 

Not readering true answer, as bo- 
seem'd 

Thy fealiy, nor like a noble knight : 

For surer sign had follow'd, either 
hand. 

Or voice, or else a iiintion of the mere* 

This is a shameful tiling for men to 
lie. 

Vet now, I charge thee, quickly go 
again 

As thou art lief and dear, and do the 
thing 

I bade thee, watch, and lightly bring 
mo w'oril." 

Then went Sir Bedivere the second 
time 

Across the rL<1ge, and paced In^stde 
the mere, 

Counting tlie dewy pebbles, fix'd in 
thought ; 

But when he saw the wonder of the 
hilt, 

How curiously and straiigtdy chased, 
ho smote 

Ills palms together, ami he cried aloud, 
**And if indeed I cast the brand 
away, 

Surely a procious thing, one worthy 
note. 

Should thus be lost for ever from the 
earth, 

Which might have pleased the eyes 
of many men. 

What good shoulrl follow this, if this 
were done f 

What harm, undone 1 deep liarm to 
disobey, 

Seeing obedience is the bond of rule. 

Were it well to obey them, if a king 
demand 

An act unprofitable, agaitist himself ? 

The King is sick, and knows not whai 
he does. 

What record, or what relic of my lonl 

Should be to aftertime, but empty 
breath 

And rumors of a doubt 1 but were 
this kept, 
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StrimJ ill wrnip Irensiir^Jioujw uf 
kiug«, 

Sonif f)n<r niiifht show it at a jou^t (if 
ann^, 

Saying, ' King Arthur's swonl, Kxi-ali- 
biir, 

Wniuglit liy tJic lonely itiaiilcii of the 
I>ake. 

Nine yea re she wrong! it it, sitting in 
the (Itf jis 

t'|»on the iiUhlen bases of the hills,' 

So iiiiglit sonic old limn speak in tlie 
aftprtiitio 

To all the |Kfoplc, winning reveronec. 
But now niueh honor and much fniiic 
were lost*” 

So spake he, clouded with his own 
conceit, 

And hid Excalibur the second time, 
Ami 80 stro<le hack slow to tlie 
wounded King* 

Tlien spoke King Arthur, breatJiing 
heavily i 

" What is it thou hast seen ? or what 
lust heard ? ” 

And answer made the Iwdd Sir 
Bedivere t 

**l heard the water lapping on tlu- 
crag, 

And the long ripple washing in ilic 
reeds.” 

To whom replied King Arthur, 
much in wrath ; 

Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue, 
Unknightly, traitor-hearted! Woe is 
me ! 

Authority forgets a dying king, 

Laid widow’d of the power in his 
eye 

That bow'd the with 1 see thee what 
thou art, 

For thou, the latesldoft of all my 
knights, 

In whom should meet the offices of all, 
Thou wouldst iK^tray me for the 
precious hiit ; 

Either from lust of gold, or like a girl 
Valuing the giddy pleasure of the eyes. 
Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice, | 
And the third time may prosper, gel ; 

thee hence: i 

Butj if thou spare to fling Excalihur, i 


I will arise iiud slay thee willi my 
liands.” 

Then i|uickly rose Sir Ikdivcre, and 
ran, 

And, IcHplug down the ridgc'S lightly, 

I dunged 

Among the bnlrush-heds, and clutch VI 
tile sword, 

And strongly wbeiiVi and tlirtw it 
Tlie great bniiid 

Made lightnings in the splendor of 
the moon. 

And Hashing round and round, and 
whirl'd ill an arch, 

Shot like a streamer uf the northern 
morn, 

Seen where the moving isles of win- 
ter shock 

I lly night, witli noises of the northern 
st-a* I 

j So flashVI and fell the brand Kxcalihur: 
1 liut ere ho dipt the surface, rose an ; 
' anil J 

: Clothed in white samite, mystic, won- 
derful. 

And caught him liy the hill, and 
brandish'd him 

Tliree times, and drew’ him under in 
the mere* 

And lightly went the other to the 
King. 

Tlien spoke King Arthur, drawing 
t hie leer breatli ; 

** Now see 1 by thine eyes that this is 
done. 

Speak out: what is it thou hast heard, 
or seen ” 

And answer made the bold Sir 
Bedivere : 

Sir King, 1 closed mine eyelids, lest 
the genia 

Should blind my purpose, for I never! 
saw. 

Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I 
die. 

Not tho' 1 live three lives of mortal 
men, 

So great a miracle as yonder hilt. 

Then with both hands 1 Hung him. 
wheeling him ; 

But when I leak’d again, behold an 
arm. 
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I < CI»(Iiu<t in white saniite, mystic, won* 
g I dcrfiil, 

I I Thnt, c»U|fiJt 111 in by the hiJb «ncl 

I brandieh'd him 

I S and drew him undur in 

[« r the mere*" 

JX And anawer made King Arthur, 
pr f breathing hard : 

d My end draws nigli ; ^tii$ time Ihiit I 
were gone. 

‘ Alaku brwad thy atiuulderi! to reeeive 
my weiglit, 

And bear me to the margin; yet I 
fear 

My wotmil hath taken cold, and I 
shall dics" 

So a^iyitig, froin tlie paremvnt he 
half rose, 

Slowly, with tmin^ reehning on bis 
arm, 

And looking wistfully with wide blue 
eyes 

i As in a pieinre, ilim Sir Bedivere 
ji Kem ' irsef u I ly regarded i h ro* Ji is t ears, 
^ Anil would have spoken, but ho found 
f not words, 

: Ttieii took with eare, and kneeling on 
‘ ; ' one knee, 

I O'er both lib shoulders drew' the lan^ 
giiid hands. 

And rbing bore him thro' tlic place 
of tomIkB, 

I But, as he walk'd. King Arthur 
panted hartl, 

;j ? Like one that feels a nightmare on 
bbbed 

When all the house is mute. So 
sigh'd the King, 

blattering and mumiuring at his ear, 

" Quick, quick ! 

1 fear it is too late, and I shall die.” 

[ But the other swiftly strode from 
^ I ridge to ridge, 

'• Clothed with his breath, and looking, 

, as he walk'd, 

Larger than human onthefrozcmhilb. 
He heard the deep behind him, and a 
cry 

Befoif. His own thought drove him, 
like a gtiad* 

Diy clash'd his harness in Urn ky 
caves 


And ItnrrciL chasms, and all to left 
and right 

The Iwire Idack diH clang'd round 
him, as he hased 

lib fwi on juts of slippt^ry crag that 
rang 

Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed 
hwl« — 

And on a sudden, hi I the level lake, 

And tike hmg glories of the winter 
moon. 

Then saw tiny how there Imve a 
dusky liargc, 

Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to 
stem, 

Ik-neatti tliem ; and descending they 
were ware 

That all the deeks were dense with 
stately forms 

Blauk-stoled, Idaek-hooded, like a 
dream — by these j 

Three Queens wiili crowns of gold — 
and from them rose 

A cry that shiver'd to the tingling 
stars, 

Anf], as It were one voice an agony 

Uf lamentation, like a wind, that 
shrills 

All night in a waste land, where no 
one cojiies, 

Or hath come, since the making of 
the world. 

Tlien nmrniur'd Arthur, “ Place me 
in the barge," i 

And to the barge they came. There 
those three Queens 

Put forth their hands, and took the 
King, and wept. 

But she, that rose the tallest of them 
all 

And fairest, laid hb head upon her 
lap, 

Aud loosed the shaUer'd casque, ami 
ehafetl his hands. 

And call'd httn by his name, coni- 
plaitiing loud, 

And dropping bitter tears against Ids 
brow 

Striped with dark blood; for all his 
face was white 

And colorless, and like the wither'd 
moua 
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Smote by the fresh licam of the 
springing enst; 

And nil Ids grenvea and cuisses dashed 
with drops 

Ot onset ; and the light and lusirous 
curls — 

That made his forehead like a rising 
sun 

High from the dais-throne — were 
jmreird with dust; 

Or, clotted into points and hanging 
loose, 

Mix*d with the knightly growth that 
fringed his lips* 

Bo like a shatter'd column lay the 
King; 

Not like that Arthur who, with lam^ 
in rest, 

From spur to plume a star of tourna- 
ment, 

Shot thro’ the lists at Camelot, and 
chargci] 

Before the eyes of ladies and of kings. 

Then loudly cried the bold Sir Bedi* 
vere, 

'*Ah ! iny Lord Arthur, whither shall 
1 got 

Where shall 1 hide my forehead and 
my eyes t 

For now I see the true old times are 
dead, 

Wlien every morning brought a noble 
chance, 

And every chance brought out a noble 
knights 

Bueb times have been not since the 
light that led 

The holy Elders with the giftof myrrh. 

But now the whole bocsu table is 
dissolved 

Which was an image of the mighty 
world : 

And I, the last, go forth companion- 
less. 

And the days darken round me, and 
tlio years. 

Among new men, strange faces, other 
minds*” 

And slowly answered Arthur from 
the barge ; 

“The old order changeth, yielding 
place to neWj 


And God fulfils Himself in many ways. 

Lest one gotnl custom should corrupt 
the worlfL 

Comfort thyself: what comfort is in 
me? 

I have lived my life, and that which I 
have done 

May He within llimself make pure ! 
but thou, 

If thou shouldst never see my face 
again. 

Pray for my soul. More things are 
wrought by prayer 

Than this world dreams of. Where- 
fore, let thy voice 

Bise like a fountain for me night and 
day. 

For what are men better than sheep 
or goats 

Tliat nourish a blind life within tbc 
brain, 

If, knowing God, they lift not hands 
of prayer 

Both for themselves and those who 
call them friend I 

For so the whole round earth is every 
way 

Bound by gold cliains about the feet 
of (^d. 

But now farewell* 1 am going a long 
way 

With these thou ecest — if indeed 1 

go — 

(For all my mind is clouded with a 
doubt) 

To the island-valley of Avilion ; 

Where falls not hail, or rain, or any 
snow, 

Nor ever wind blows loudly; but it 
lies 

Deep-meadow ’d, happy, fair with 
orchard-lawns 

And bowery hollows crown'd with 
summer sea. 

Where I will heal me of my grievous 
wound.” 

So said he, and the barge with oar 
and sail 

Moved from the brink, like some full 
breasted swan 

That, fluting a wild carol ere her 
death. 
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her pure cold plume, and taket 

King Arthur, like a modern gentle- 

the flowJ 

man 

With iwartliy weba. Long stood Sir 

Of stateliest port; and all the people 

Bed ir ere 

cried, 

KeTolving many memories, till the 

"Arthur is come again; be cannot 

hull 

die/' 

Look'd one black dotagainHt the Torge 

Then those that stoml upon the hi ill 

of dnwn, 

behind 

And on the niere the wailing dicul 

Be|>eated — “Come again, and tbrice 

away* 

as fair ; " 

Herk endcil Hall, and our last Hglit, 

And, further inland, voices echoed — 

"Come 

that tong 

With all good things, and war sball 

Had wink'd and flireateu'd darkness^ 

be no more*" 

ftured and fell : 

At this a hundred bella began to peal. 

At which the Parson, Bent to sleep 

That with the sound I woke, and heard 

with sound, 

indeed 

And waked with silence, grunted 

Tlie clear clmreh-hells ring in the 

"Guodl” blit we 

CbristmoB-mom, 

Sat rapt : it was ttje tone with which 
he rend — 


Perliap!* some modem touchci here 

TIIE GARI>EKER’S 

Bodee^ni'd it from the charge of noth- 

DAUGHTER: i 

ingness — 

OB, TUB PICT n BBS. 

Or elso we lovetl the man, and pri/jjil 

This morning is the morning of the 

his work j 

day, 

I know^ not : but we sitting, aa 1 said. 

When i and Kuatace from the city 

The cock crew luud| aa at that time 

went 

of year 

To see the Gardener's Dang] tier; 1 

Tlie lusty bir<l takes every hour for 

and he, 

dawn: 

Brothers in Art ; a friendship so com- 

TJjcn Francis, muttering, like a man 

plete 

ilbus4^d, 

Forlion'd in halves between ns, that 

"Ttiem now — tliat’s nothing drew 

we grew 

a little back. 

The fable of the city where we dwelt. 

And drove Ilia heel inti> the smoub 

My Eustace might have sal for 

der'd log, 

Hercules; 

That Kmt a blast of aparklea up the 

So muscular he spread, so broad of 

flue: 

breast. 

And go to bt^d ; wdiere yet in aleep 1 

He, by some law that bolds in love, 

seeni'd 

and draws 

To sail with Arthur under looming 

The greater to tlie lesser, long desired 

shores. 

A certain miracle of symmetry, 

Point after pointy till on to dawn. 

A miniature of loveliness, all grace 

when dreams 

Summ'd up and eloBod in little; — 

Begin to feel the truth and stir of 

Juliet, she 

day. 

So light of fool, so light of spirit — 1 

To me, methought, wlio w^aitei! with a 

oh, she 

crowd, 

To me myself, for some tlm^ careless 

Then, came a bark that, blowing for- 

moons, 

ward, bore 

The summer pilot of an empty heart 
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UtitO'the fhoreft of nnihingl Know 
you not 

Such iuuctio« nro lint ombn^siefl of 
K*ve, 

To tiiinpor willi iho fecKngflj ere He 
fcmnci 

Kmpire for life ? but Eufttuee painted 
her. 

Ami said to me, she sitting with us 
then, 

“ When will yo« paint like this? and 
I replied, 

(My words were Half in earnest, half 
in jest,) 

‘''TU not your work, but Love's. 
Lo ve, un peered ved, 

A more ideal Artist he than all, 

Came, drew your pend I from you, 
made those eyes 

Darker tlian darkest -pansies, and that 
Hair 

More black than asUbuds in the front 
of Jfarch/' 

And Juliet answer'd laughing, *'Go 
and see 

The Ganlener's daughter: trust me, 
after that. 

You scarce can fail to match hismas- 
ter|jiece/' 

And up we rose, and on the spur we 
w'ent* 

Not wholly in the busy world, nor 
quite 

Beyond it, blooms the gnnlcn that 1 
love, 

News from tlte bumming city comes 
to it 

In sound of funeral or of marriage 
bells; 

And, sitting mnfHed in dark leaves, 
yon hear 

The windy clanging of the minster 
clock ; 

Although between it anil the gar<len 
lies 

A league of grass, wnsliM liy a slow 
broad stream, 

That, stirr'd with languid pulsi^s of the 
oar, 

Waves all its lazy lilies, and creeps on, 

Bargednden, to three arches of a 
bridge 


Crown'd with the minster-towers. 

The fieblN between 

Are ilewy -fresh, browsed by deep- 
udderM kine, 

And all aliout the large lime feathers 
low. 

The lime a summer home of murmur- 
ous wings. 

In that still place she, hoarded in 
herself. 

Grew, selilom seen ; not less among us 
lived 

Her fame from Up to lip. Who had 
not bearti 

Of Hose, the Gardener's daughter? 
Where was be. 

So biuut in memory, so old at heart, 

At such a distance Vrom his youth in 
grief. 

That, having seen, forgot ? Tlie com- 
mon mouth, 

So gross to express delight, in praise 
of her 

Grew oratory. Such a Ion! is I^ve, 

And Beauty such a mistress of the 
world. 

And if I said that Fancy, k-d by 
T-ove, 

Would play with dying forms and 
images. 

Yet this is also true, that, long l»*fore 

I look'd upon her, when I heanl her 
name 

My heart was like a prophet to my 
heart. 

And told me I should love, A crowd 
of hopes, 

Tliat sought to sow themselves like 
wingi*il seeds, 

Born out of everything I heard and 
saw, 

Flutter'd aliout my sensci and my soul ; 

And vague desires, like fitful blasts of 
balm 

To one that travels quickly, made the 
air 

Gf Life delicious, and all kinds of 
thought, 

Tliat verged ujKin them, sweeter ttiaii 
the dream 

Drt^am'd hy a happy man, when tlie 
I dark East, 
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It btitfl I Wiling lo Jliil briiltl 
niorih 

And iiurc* tUis orbit nf tlie iiiomon' 
fokb 

For ovf*r in ibK-lf tlie day we went 
To (kro her. All the laml In ^h^we^y 
KqnareH* 

Beneath a hr<md and equal-blow ing 
witul, 

Smelt of the coming ituniiner, n^t one 
large eloud 

Drew* dgwnw'iinl : but ail else of 
heaven was jmre 

Up to the Sun^ and May frtim verge 
to vergcj 

And May with me from bead to heel. 
Anti niiu\ 

As tlio' *twere yt^iitenltty, a» I ho' it 
were 

The hour jm^l down^ that mom with 
all Its soniiih 

For thoae old Mays liad thrice Ihe 
life of these,) 

Rings in mine ears. The tti^T forgot 
til grar.e, 

An<h wdiere I he leHlg<>-ritw cuts the 
pathway, stoial, 

I Leaning hia hunm into the neiglilmr 
field. 

And hnving to bia felhiwn. From the 
womb 

Ciuie vtiice* of the well-contented 
doves. 

Tlie lark could scarce get out hiti notes 
for joy. 

Rut shook Ills pong togetlu^r as he 
iiear'il 

Jtis hatjpy home, *.he ground. To left 
and right, 

Tlie cuekoo tohl hi* nanje to all the 
hilb; 

Tlie mellow ouzel fiuted in the elm ; 
TIk' redcap whistled ; ami the night- 
ingale 

Song loud, as tlio' he were the bird of 
» thiy . 

j; / And Eustace turn'd, Tind smiling 
jjl * said to me, 

“Hear how the bushes echo I by my 
life, 

The^e birds liave joyful thoughts. 
Think you they sing 


Like poets, from the voijiiy of soiii' ? 

Or have they any sense of why they 
sing ? 

Ami would they probe the heavens 
fur whrtt they have ! '' 

And I made answer, “Were there 
nothing else 

For whicii to praise the heavens hnt 
only love, 

That only love were eause enough for 
prolM*.” 

Lightly he laugh'd, as one that read 
my thought. 

And on we went \ lint ere an hour bad 
pass'd, 

M"e rt^aeh'd a meadow slanting to the 
Xiirtli ; 

Ihnvn which a well-worn pathway 
court Cii US 

To one green wicket in a privet hedge ; 

'111 is, yielding, gave into a grassy 
walk 

Thro' crowded lilac-ambush trimly 
pruncfl ; 

And one warm gust, f nil-fed with per- 
fume, blew 

lleyond us, as we enter'd in the cool. 

The garden stretches southward. In 
the midst 

A cedar spread his dark-green layer* 
of sliade. 

The garden glasses shone, an 4 l tno- 
nietitly 

Tlie twinkling laurtd scatter'd silver 
lights. 

“ Eustace*" I said, " this w^mder 
keeps the house.” 

He nodded, but a moment jiflerwards 

lie cried, “ J.rOok ! look!” Before he 
ceased I turn'd, 

And, ere a star can wink, btdjehl her 
there. 

For np the jMireh there grew an 
Eastern rose. 

That, fiowering high* the last night's 
gale had caught* 

And blow'll across the walk, fine arm 
aloft — 

IJ own'd in pure white, that fitted to 
the sli.ape — 

Holding the biisU, to tin It back, she 
stood. 
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^ The drowsy hour*, dispenten of all 

j ffooJ. 

O'er the mule city stole with folded 
wing*, 

dlistilling cHlnr* on me at they wetit 
To greet their fairer titter* of ihe East. 
I^ve at first sigltt, llrat-lK>rn, and 
heir to all, 

[ Made thi* night thus. Heneeforwartl 
■quail nor storm 

Could keep me from that Eden where 
the dwelt. 

Light prt*text» drew me; sometimes a 
Dutch love 

For tulips; then for rotet, moss or 
musk, 

To grace my city roomt ; or fruit* and 
' cream 

Served in the weeping elm ; and more 
I and more 

I A word could bring the color to my 

cheek ; 

I I A thought would fill my eye* with 

* happy dew ; 

Love trebled life within me, and with 
I each 

Tlie year itjcreased. 

y i'he daughters of the year, 
One after one, thro' tliat still garden 
I past'd ; 

j , Ea«'h garlanded with her peculiar 

■ flower 

' Danced into light, and diei^l into the 
■hade ; 

And eac h i n passi n g to uch 'd w t c h some 
new grace 

i I Dr veetn'd to touch her, so that day 
J by day, 

I Like one that never can he wholly 
r , known, 

1 Her beauty grew ; till Autumn brought 
^ an hour 

f For Eustace, when I heard lits deep 
' ‘1 will," 

' Breathed, like the covenant of a God, 
to hold 

From thence thro' all the worlds : but 
1 rose up 

^ Full of his bliss, and following her 
i dark eyes 

Felt earth a* air beneath me, till I 
reach'd 


Tlie wicket-gate, and found her stand- 
ing there. 

There eat we down upon a garden 
mound, 

Two mutually enfolded; I^ve, the 
third, 

Between us, in the circle of his amis 

Enwound us l>oth ; and over many a 
range 

Of wailing lime the gray catliedriil 
towers, 

Across a hazy glimmer of the west. 

Heveard their shining windows : from 
them clash'd 

The bells; wc listen’d; with the time 
we play'd. 

We spoke of other things ; we coursed 
about 

The subject most at heart, more near 
and near, 

Like doves about a dovecote, wheeling 
round 

The central wish, until we settled there. 

Then, in that time and place, I spoke 
to her, 

Requiring, tho’ I knew it was mine 
own, 

Vet for the pleasure that 1 took to 
liear, 

Requiring at herbaml the greatest gift, 

A woman’s heart, the heart of her 1 
loved ; 

And in that time and place she an- 
swer'd me, 

And in the compass of three little 
words. 

More musical than ever came in one, 

The silver fragments of a broken 
voic<v 

Made me most happy, faltering, " I am 
thine." 

Shall I cease here i Is this enough 
to say 

That my desirq, like all strongest 
hopes, 

By its own energy fulfill’d itself, 

Merged in completion? Would you 
learn at full 

How passion rose thro' circumstantial 
grades 

Beyond all grades develop’d ? and in- 
deed 
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1 had dot staid so long to tell you oil, [ 

But while I tuuserl entite Memory with I 
sad eyeSp 

Hnlding the folded nnnals of my 
youth j 

And wlitle I miis<Mlp Love with knit 
brows went by, 

And with a flying fitigt*r swept ray lips. 

And spake, ** Be wise r not eiwily for- 
given 

Are those, w-ho setting wide the doors ; 
that bar 

The seeret bridal ehanibera of tlie 
heart, , 

Let in the day/' ] lere, tlien, ray words 
have end. 

I'et might 1 tell of tneetitigs^ of fare- 
wells — 

Of that wiiicli came W tween, raorc» 
sweet than eaeli. 

In whispers, like the whispers of the 
leaves 

That tremhle round a nightingale — 

In sighs 

Which perfect Joy, perplex'd for ut- 
terance. 

Stole from her sister Sorrow, Might 
1 not tell 

Of difference, rcconrileinent, pledges 
given, ! 

And vows, where there wa* never newl 
of vows. 

And kisses, where the heart on one 
wild leap 

Hung tranced from all pulsation, as 
above 

The heavens betw'een their fairy fleeces 
l>ale 

Row'd all their niyslic gulfs with fleet- 
ing stars ; 

i )r w h i le t he ba I my gloci ming, crt^scen t’ 
lit, 

Rprt^ad the light haze along the river- I 
shores, ' ^ 

And in the hollow's ; or ns once we met i 

I'nheedfuh tlio' beneath a whispering 
rain 

Night slid down one long stn^aiii of 
sighing W'iiid, 

And in her hosoni Imre the baby, Sleep. 

But this wliide hour your eyes have 
been in tent » 


[ On that veil’d picture — veil'd, for 
k what it holds 

May not be dwelt on by the common 
day. 

This prelude has ptt'pareil iht'e, Kalse- 
thy soul ; 

Make thine heart ready with thine 
eyes : the time 
Is come to ruW the veil. 

JkdiiJd her lliere, 
As I beheld her en‘ she km-w niy heart, 
My first, laHt love; the idol of my 
ymith, 

The ilarling of my mauhoiHl, and, alas! 
Xoiv the most bj eased memory of mine 
age. 


DORA. 

With farmer Allan at the farm abode 

William and Dora. William was hi* 
son, 

And she his niece. He often look'd 
at them. 

And often Ihonght, ** I’lt make them 
man and wife." 

Now Dora felt her uncle's will in all, 

And yeam"d towards WiUiain but the 
3 'outh, bt^eause 

He had betm always with her in the 
house, 

'I'hought not of T>ora. 

1hen liiere came a day 

When Allan eall'd Ins sou, and said, 
My son : 

J married late, but 1 would w bh to see 

My grandchild on my knees before I 
die : 

Anil I have iK»t my heart u|M>n a match. 

Now therefore look to Dora ; she ii 
well 

To look to; thrifty toobt*3*ond her age. 

She israybroiher's daughter: he and [ 

Had ont'e hanl wonis, and parted, and 
he ditnl 

hi foreign lamb; but for his sake 1 
brtd 

His daughter Dora : take her for your 
wife I 

For I liaire wish'd tliis marriage, niglit 
and daj'j 


DORA. 
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For manjr But William an- 

iwer'd «l]ort ; 

“ l^nimol marry Dora ; by my li/p, 

I will nol marry Dura.** TIuhi llu* tild 
man 

VkM wrolh, and ilouliled uyv bi* hnntlji, 
Aiul iaUl : 

“ You will not, Imy ! you ilaro to nn- 
ewor thus ! 

But in my limo a fathcr'i wonl was 
law, 

And to it shall be now for me* Liwik 
to it ; 

Coma* dor, William : take a montli to 
think, 

And lei me have nn answer to my 
wish t 

Ur, by the I-ord that made me, you 
ihall paek. 

And never more darkt n my doors 


ajtain. 

But William answer'd madly ; bit his 
lips. 

And broke away. The more be li>ok r1 
at her 

The less he liked her ; and bis ways 
were harsh ; 

But Dura Imre them meekly* 'Fheii 


ftb<d<»ro 

The month was out he left his fnlher'a 


house, 

Aad hind himself to w'ork wilhin the 
fields ; 

Anil half in love, half spite, he w'ooVI 
and wed 

A laborer's daughter, Mary Morrison. 

Then, when the bella were ringing, 
Allan caird 

His niece and said r ** My girl, I love 


you well i 

But if you speak with him that was 


my son, 

Ur change a word w ilh her he calls his 
wife, 

Mv home is none of yours. My will 
' is law.'* 

And Dora promiseil, bt-ing meek* She 
thought, 

" It cannot he ; my uncle's mind will 
cliange r' 

And days went on, and there was 
bom n boy 


To William j then distresses came on 
him ; 

And day by day lie pass’d his fatherV 
gate, 

Ileart-hfljkcit, and his father lielpM 
him nob 

ilut Dora stared what little she could 
save, 

And sent it them liy stealth, nor did 
they know 

Who sent it ; till at last a fever seiJted 

On William, and in harvest lime he 
died. 

Then Dora went to ^Jaiy, Mary sat 

And look’d with tears upon her boy, 
and thought 

Hard things of 1 lorn* Dora came and 
said : 

'* I have obey’d my uncle until now, 

And 1 have sinn'd, for it was all thro' 
me 

This evil came on William at the first 

But, Mary, for the sake of him that's 
gone, 

And for your sake, the woman that he 
chose. 

And for tins orphan, I am come to 
you : 

You know there has imt Ijeen for these 
five years 

So full a "harvest : let me take tlie 
hoy. 

And I will set him in my uncle's eye 

Among the whi^at ; that w hen his heart 
is glad 

Df the full harvest, he may si^e the 
boy, 

And bless him for the sake of him 
that’s gone**' 

And Df>ra took the cliild, and went 
her w ay 

Across the wheat, and sat utmn a 
mound 

'Dial w'as unsown, wliere nmny poppies 
grew* 

Far oil the farmer came into the field 

And spied her not; for none of all his 
men 

Dare tell him Dura waited with the 
child ; 

Atul Dora would have risen and gone 
to liim, 
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But hep heart faiPc! her j and the reap* 
ers reap VI, 

Ami ilie »un fell, and all the land wna 
dark. 

But when the morrow camej ahe rose 
and took 

The ehild onee more, and iat upon the 
mnuivd ; 

And made a Hub wreath of all the 
flowers 

That jpew aWut, and tied it round his 
hat 

To make him pleasing iti her uncle’s 
eye, 

TJion when the farmer pass’d into the 
fleid 

Tie spie<l her, and he left his men at 
work, 

And came and said : Where were you 
yesienlay ? 

Whose child is that ? What are you 
doing here ? " 

So Dora cast her eyes upon the ground, 

And answer'd softly, ^'Tliia js Wii- 
liiim's child 1" 

“And did 1 not/' said Allan, “did I 
not 

Forbid you, Dora I " Dora said again : 

" Do with me as you will, but take the 
child, 

And bless Idm for the sake of him 
tliat'a gone 1 ” 

And Allan said, “ T see it is a irbk 

tjot up betwixt you and tJie woman 
there, 

I must ho taught my duty, and by you ! 

You knew my word was law, and yet 
you dared 

To slight it. Well — for I will lake 
the iKjy ; 

But go you lienee, and never see me 
more." 

So saying, he took the boy that cried 
aloud 

And struggled hard. The w'reath of 
flowers fell 

At Dora's feet. She bow’d u|Jon her 
hands. 

And the boy’s cry came to her from the 
field, 

More and more distant. She bow’d 
down her head. 


Kemembering the day when first 
came, 

And ait the things that had been, 
bow’d down 


she 

She 


And wept in secret j and the reapers 
reap’d. 

And the sun fell, and all the land was 
dark. 

Then Dora went to Mary’s house, 
and stood 

Upon the threshold. Mary saw the 
boy 

Was not with Dora. She broke out 
in praise 

To God, that help’d her in her widow* 
hood. 

And Dora said, “ My uncle took the 
boy; 

But, Mary, let mo live and work with 
you: 

He says that he will never see me 
more." 

Then answer'd Mary, "This shall never 
he, 


That thou shouldst take my trouble 
on thyself : 

And, now 1 think, he shall not have 
the boy. 

For he will teach him hardnest* and 
to slight 

His mother; therefore thou and I will 


g«p 

And 1 will have my boy, and bring 
him home; 

And 1 will beg of him to take thee 
hack : 

But if he will not take thee back 
again. 

Then thou and I will live within one 
house, 

And work for William’s child, until 
he grows 

Of age to help us." 

So the women kiss’d 

Each other, and set out, and reach’d 
the farm. 

The door was off the latch: they 
peep’d, and saw 

The boy set up betwUl his grandsire’a 
knees. 

Who thrust him in the hollows of his 
arm. 
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And clapt him m the hands anri on 
tlic t-hot^ks, 

Like one that lotfeil him : and the lad 
etreteh'd out 

And babbUnl for the ^Iden eea!, that 
huoft 

From Allan'* watch, an«l aparkted hy 
the fire* 

Then they came in : but when the boy 
beheld 

Jli* motherj he cried out to come to hen 

An<L Allan set him down, and Mary 
said : 

'*0 Faiherl — if you let me call 
you so — 

1 never came a-beffpini? for myself, 

Or William, or this child ; but now I 
come 

For Dora ; take her back ; she loves 
you well- 

0 Sir, when William died, he died at 

peace 

With all men ; for I ask'd him, and he 
said, 

He could not ever rue his marrying 
me — 

1 had been a patient wife : but. Sir, 

he said 

That be was wrong to cross bis father j 
thus : 

* God bless him I * ho said, * and may | 
^ he never know 

Tlie 'troubles 1 hpve gone thro' I ' 
^llien he turn'd 

His face and pass'd — unhappy that I 
am! 

But now. Sir, let me have my boy, for 
you 

Will make him bard, and he will learn 
to slight 

His father's memoTy ; and lake Dora 
Lack, 

And let all this be as it was before/' 

So Mary said, and Dora hid her face 

By Mary. There was silence in the 
room I 

And all at once the old man burst In 
aohs : — 

I have beon to blame ^ — to blame* 

] have killed my son* 

1 have kill'd him — but I loved him 
— my dear son* 


May God forgive me I — 1 have been 
to blame* 

Kiss me, my children.” 

'J1icn they clung almut 

Hie old man's neck, ami kiss'd him 
many times. 

And all the man was broken with re> 
morse ; 

And all his love came Imck a hundred- 
fold; 

And for three hours he sobb'd o'er 
WiJiiam's child 

Tbinking of VVlllmm. 

So those four abode 

Within one house together; and as 
years 

Went forward, Mary look another 
mate; 

But Ddia lived unmarried till her 
death* 


AUDLEY COURT* 

“The Bull, the Fleece are eramm'd, 
and not a room 

For love or money* Let us picnic 
there 

At Audley Court.” 

I s|>oke, while Audley feast 

Humm'd like a hive all round the 
narrt>w quay. 

To Francis, with a basket on Ins ann, 

To Francis Just alightefi from the Iwjat, 

And breathing of the sea. " With all 
my heart/' 

Said Francis. Then we shoulder'd 
thn/ the swarm, 

And rounded by the stillness of the 
l>each 

To where the bay runs up its latest 
horn* 

We left the dying ebb that faintly 
lipp'd 

The flat red granite; so by many a 
sweep 

Of meadow smooth from aftermatli 
we reach'd 

The griffin-guarded gates, and pass'd 
thro' all 

The pillar’d dusk of sounding syca- 
mores. 
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Anri cros$M ihc Ranlfn tn tlie gar 
rirncr's lurlgi*» 

With alt itn en»einenlit iRHlthn], aiit] il« 
wall» 

Ajul rhlniiieys mnlHt^rl in ilie h^afy 

vidi'. 

There-, on n slope of on-lmnl, Fran- 
cis laid 

A damask napkin wrotigiit with horse 
and hnimd, 

llrmight otii a dusky loaf that smell 
of lioiuet 

AiTfl, lialf-eutHlown, n imaty costly- 
made, 

'IVhere quail and pigeon, lark and lev. 
erel lay, 

Like fossils of I lie roek, with golden 
yolks 

litibefliled and injellied ^ l^t, with 
these, 

A rtask of cider from hk father's 
vats, 

Frime, wldeh I knew ; and so we sat 
and eat 

. And talk'd old matters ovej-i wlui was 
dead, 

WJio married, wUo was like to be, and 
bow 

Tile races went, and who would rent 
the ball; 

Tlien touch'd upon the game, how 
scarce it was 

This season; glancing thence, dis- 
cuss'd the farm, 

Tlie four-fiedd system, ami the price of 
grain; 

And struck upon the corn-laws, where 
we split, 

And came again together on tlie king 

WitiL heatetl faces; till lie laugli'd 
aloud; 

And, wbilc the blackbird on the pippin 
hung 

To hear him, clapt bis hand in mhie 

j and sang — 

* ^*Oh ! who would fight and march 
and countennaFcIi, 

He shot for sixiiencc in a battle-field, 

And slioveU'd Up into some bloody 
trench 

Where no one knows t but Jet me Hve 
my life. 


“Oil! who w'yuld cast and balance 
at a tlesk, 

I'ereliM like a erow upon a three- 
legg'd stool, 

Till all Ills juiee is dried, and all hln 
joints 

Are full of chalk T but let me live my 
life. 

"WhoM si-rve the slate 1 for if I 
carved niy name 

Fpoii the ellfTs^ihat giianl iny native 
laud, 

f might as well liave*. traced it in the 
sands ; 

The sea wastes all : but let me live my 
life. 


"Obi who would lovet I woo'd a 
woman onw, 

Hut she was sharjK-r than an eastern 
wind. 

And all my heart turn'd from her, as 
a thorn 

Turns from tlic sea ; but let tuc live 
my life-" 

lie sang bis song, and I replied with 
nitiie ; 

I found it in a volume, all of songs, 
Knock'd down to me, when old £?ir | 
Koliert's pride. 

Ills books — the more the pity, ao 1 
said — 

Came to the liamnier here in Marc!^. — j 
and tliis — • 

1 set the words, and added names I | 
knew, 

" Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, sleep, and | 
dream of mo r 
Sleep, Ellen, folded in thy sister's arm, I 
And sleeping, liaply dream her anit is | 
mine. 

“Sleep, Ellen, folded in Emilia's | 
arm; 

Emilia, fairer than all else but thou, 
For them an fairer than all else that is. | 

" Sleep, brealiiing health and peace [ 
Upon her breast : 

Sleep, breatlilag love and trust against | 
her lip : 

I go tivniglit r I come to-morrow mom. 

“ 1 go, but I return ; I would I were j 
The pilot of the darkness aud cbc| 
dream. 
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Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, tlredni 

of me/’ 

So sail (I we each to either, Fmnris 
Hale, 

The famier'a son, who lived ncrosa the 

baj-, 

Jiy friend ■ and I, that having wliere- 
wlthah 

And in the fallow lejaiire of my life 

A rolling filonc <if hert* and every- 
where. 

Dill what 1 would; but ere the night 
we rose 

And saunter’d home beneath a inofin, 
that, jnat 

Jn creseent, dimly rain’d about the 
leaf 

Twilights of airy silver, UH we rcachM 

Tlic limit of the hiUs ; and as we sJiiik 

From rock to rock upon tlie glooming 
quay, 

nie town wjis huah d l>eneatli usr 
lower down 

The hny was oily calm; the harlwr 
buoy, 

Sole star of pbosphoreBcence in the 
calm, 

With one itPeen sparkle ever and anon 

Pipt by itself, and we were glad at 
heart. 
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Mil. I'm glad 1 walk’d- flow fresh 
the meadows took 

Above the river, and, but a month ago, 
The whole hill-side was redder than a 


fox. 

h yon plantation where thia byway 


joins 

Tlie turnpike? 

Jamti. Ves. 

Mn. And when iloca this come by1 
Jamrs. llic mail? At one o'clock. 
John. What is it now? 

Jaiaef. A quarter to- 
John. Whose bouse is that I see ? 
No, not the County Member's with 
the vane : 

Up idgher with the yew-tree by it, 
and half 


i 

I 


A iwore of gables. 

JomfM. 'riin t ? Sir Ed waixl Head's : 
Hut he's abroad i the place is to be 
sold. 

John. t)h, his. Ho was not biyken. 
Jftmrs. No, sir, he. 

Vex'd with a morbid devil in bis 


blood 

Tliat veil'd the world with jaundiee. 
bid his face 

From all men, and commercing with 
himself, 

He lost the sense tliat Immllcs <laily 
life — 

That keeps us all in tmler tnorv or 
less — 

And sick of homo went overseas for 
change. 

John. And whither? 

Jtmes. Kay, wlici knows ? he's here 
and there. 

But let him go; Ids devil goes with 
bim, 

As well as with bis tenant, Jocky 
Dawes. 

John. VV' hat’s that 1 

Jam^s. You saw the man — on Mon 
day, was it ? 

Tliere by' tlie humpback'd willow ; 
baU stands up 

And bristles; half has fall'n Oiid 
made a bridge ; 

And there be caught the younkcr 
tickling trout — 

Caught in^0it^rante — wbal's the 


word ? — 

Iklieto.- but his house, for so they 
say. 

Was haunted with a jolly ghost, that 
shook 

The curtains, whined in lobbies, tapl 
at doors. 

And rummaged like a mt : uoservnnt 
atay'd i 

'rhe farmer vext packs up bis beds 


and chairs, 

And all his household stuff; and with 


his boy 

Betwixt bis knees, bis wife upon the 


tilt, 

Sets out, and 


him, " 


meets a friend who hails 
What! 
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tVAliCrNC TO THE MAIL. 


You're ilhtiiigf” "Yen, we*re flit- 
tinj?/' sftyn tlio ^rhoAl 

(For ttjey h»<i pack'd tlie thing among 
the tiedn,^ 

“Oh weJl/' gays he, "you hitting with 
ua too — 

Jack, turn the horseR* headn and homo 
ngaln." 

JoAn. //e kit hU wife behind ; for 
no I heard. 

Jamex. He left Ijor, yet, I met my 
laiiy once t 

A woman like a butt, and harsh a« 
crat>s- 

Jotin, Oh yet but I remember, ten 
years back — 

Tis now at kaat ten years “And then 
she was ^ 

You could not light upon a sweeter 
thing ; 

A body slight and round, and like a 
pear 

In growing, modest eyes, a hand, a 
foot 

Lessening in perfect cadence, and a 
skin 

As clean and white as privet when it 
flowers. 

Jame$, Ay, ay, the blossom fades, 
and they that loved 

At first like dove and dove were cal 
and flog, 

She was the daughter of a cottager. 

Out of her sphere- Wliat betwixt 
shame and pride, 

Kew things and old, himself and her, 
she sour'd 

To wliat she is: a nature never 
kind! 

Like men, like manners: like breeds 
like, they say : 

Kind nature is the best: those man^ 
ners next 

That fit us like a nature second-hand ; 

Which are indeed the mannera of the 
great, 

John. But 1 had heanl it was this 
bill that past, 

And fear of change at home, that 
drove liim hence. 

•/uMicjf, Thai was the last drop in 
the cup wf gall. | 


1 once was near him, when hii bailiff 
brought 

A Chartist pike. You should have 
seen him wince 

As from a venomous thing: he thought 
himself 

A mark for all, and shudder'd, lest a 
cry 

Sliould brt'ak his sleep by niglit, and 
his nice eyes 

Should see the raw mechauic's bloody 
thumbs 

Sweat on his blazon'd chairs, but, sir, 
you know 

That these two parlies still divide the 
world — 

Of those that want, and those that 
have: and still 

The same old sore breaks out from 
age to age 

With much the same result. Now I 
myself, 

A Tory* to the quick, was as a boy 

Destructive, when 1 bad not what I 
would. 

1 was at school ^ — a college in the 
South: 

There lived a fiayflini near ; we stole 
his fruit. 

His hens, his eggs ; but there was law 
for us ; 

We paid in person. He had a sow, 
sir. 8 he, 

With meditative grunts of much con- 
tent, 

Lay great with pig, wallowing in sun 
and mud. 

By night we dnigg'd her to the col- 
lege tower 

From her warnh bed, and up the cork- 
screw stair 

With hand and rope we haled the 
groaning sow, 

And on the leads we kept her till she 
pigg'd. 

Large range of prospect had the 
mother sow. 

And but for daily loss of one she loved 

As one by one we took them — but for 
this — 

As never sow was higher iu this 
world ^ 
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EDWIN 


liAirc }K*cn happy i hut nrliat lot 
i ■ in pun? ? 

We toiik them allj till «lie was left 
I alone 

iTpon her loW(‘r^ the of RwinOf 

j Am! so retuniM unfarrow'd to her 
'i “y- 

i John. They fuiuid you out I 
(I Not llioy. 

1 John. Well -after all ^ 

What know we of the secret of a 
man ! 

Bia nerres were wronj?. What alls 
^ us, who an? soumh 

j That we should mimic this raw fool 
; the world, 

j Wtticli charts us all In its enarst' 
■ blacks or whites, 

) As ruthless as a lathy with a worm* 

As cruel as a school lioy €‘re he grows 
To Tity — more from ignorance than 
will. 

I But put your beat foot forward, or 
j ] fear 

I Tlifit we shnll miss the mail : and here 
* It comes 

j With five at top: as quaint a four-im 
I ^ hand 

, As you shall see — three pyebalds and 
; a roan. 


I EDWIN MOUHIS; 

on, THU LAKC. 

j Our.tny pleasant rnmhles by the lake, 

My sweet, wild, fn-sh tliree quarters 
j 1 of a year, 

My one Oasis In the dust and drouth 
j I (if city life ! 1 was a Kketclier then : 

I See here, my doings curves of luoun- 
i tain* bridge, 

^ Boat, island, ruins of a castlct built 
' When men knew how to build, upon a 
rock 

With 1 utrets 1 ichen-gilded 1 Ike a rock : 

And here, ncw*coiners in an ancient 
hold, 

New-comers from tlie Mersey, million- 
aires, 

, Eere lived the IlHIs — a TudorH.dum- 
nied bulk 
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Of mellow brickwork on an Isle of 
bowers. 

O me, my pleasant rambles by the 
lake 

With Edwin Morris and with EtIward 
Hull 

The curate; he was fatter than bis 
cure. 

But Edwin Morris, ho that knew the 
names, 

I-ong learned names of agaric, mosa 
ami fern, 

W'lui forged a thousand theories of the 
Toeks, 

Who taught me how to skate, to row, 
to swim, 

Who read me rhymes cdaliorafely good. 

Ills own — call'd him Crichton, for 
he weinVI 

All-perfect, hnlsh'd to the finger nail. 

And once I ask'd him of his early 
life. 

Ami his first passion ; and he answer'd 
me ; 

And well Ilia wortla became liim: waa 
lie not 

A fulUn^U’d honeycomb of eloquence 

Stored from all flowers I ToeMIke he 
spoke. 

** My love for Nature Is aa old as I ; 

But thirty mtions, one honeymoon to 
that. 

And three rich sennights more, my love 
for her. 

My love for Nature and my love for 
her, 

(If different ages, like twin-sisten 
grew, 

T w in-sist ers d i ffc rimtl y liea ntif nl . 

To some full music rose and sank the 
sun, 

And some full music seem'd to move 
ami change 

With all the varied changes of the 
dark, 

And either twilight and the day be- 
tween ; 

For daily hope fullllt'd, to rise again 


n 
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Ik^volvinf; towiirtl fullilitii-iit, inade il 
nwec'l 

To walk, to «il» to sloop, to wake, to 
brvtttlio." 

Or tills or something like to this he 
siiokc. 

Tlien sail! the fat-face4l curate E<lwar<l 
Hull, 

*' 1 take it, Ood made the woman for 
the man, 

And for the good and increase of tlie 
world. 

A pretty face is well, and this is well, 

To Itare a dame indoors, that trims us 
up. 

And keeps ns tight ; hut these unreal 
ways 

Seem but the theme of writers, and 

indei'd 

Worn threadbare* Man Is made of 
solid stuff. 

1 say, God made the woman for the 
man, 

And for tlie good and increase of the 
w-orld. 

** I*arsnn," said I, ** you pitch the pipe 
too tow ; 

But 1 have sudtlcn touches, and can 
run 

My faith hey on d my practice into his r 

Tho' if, in dancing after J^etty Hill, 

I tio not hear the belts u|u>n my cap, 

1 scarce lui VC other music : yet say on, 

Wliiii should one give to light on such 
a dream ? 

[ AskVI him half-sardunically. 

"Givel 

Give nil thou art,*' he answer’d, and a 
light 

Of laughter dimpled in his swarthy 
cheek ; 

" I would have hid her needle In my 
heart, 

To save her little finger from a scratch 

No deepiT than tiie skin : my ears 
could hear 

Her lightest hn^ath ; her least remark 
was worth 

The ej£|H*rieuee of the wise. 1 went 
and came; 


Her voice fied always thro* the summer 
land ; 

1 spoke 1 1 er name alone . Th rice-happy 
clays 1 

Tlie flower of each, those moments 
when we met. 

The crown of all, we met to part no 
more/' 

Were not Ids words delicious, I a 
beast 

To take them as I did 1 but something 
jarr'd ; 

Whether he spoke too largcdy; that 
there seemM 

A touch of something fatso, some self- 
conceit, 

Or ovcr'smcMithness \ hows ne'er It was, 

He scarcely hit my humor, and I said : 

" Friend Edwin, do not think youiv 
self aUmc 

Of alt men happy. Shalt not Love to 
me, 

As in the Latin song T tearnt at school, 

Bneeze out a full Gud-bless-y on right 
and left % 

But you can talk : yours is a kindly 
vein : 

I have, I tliiiik, — Heaven knows — as 
much within; 

Have, or should hare, hut for a 
tliought or two, 

That like a purple lieech among the 
gretuis 

Looks out of place ; *tis from no want 
in her : 

It is my shytkess, or my self*dislrust. 

Or something of a wayward uiodem 
mind 

Dissecting passion. Time will set me 
right." 

So spoke T knowing not the things 
tliat were* 

Then said the fat-faced curate, Edward 
Hult^ 

" God made the woman for the use of 
man. 

And for the good and incrcai^'' of the 
wiirld." 
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I Anil 1 and Kdwtn laugliin] ; and now 
we pausetl 

About the windings of the marge to 
bear 

The soft wind blowing over meadow}^ 
holms 

And alders, garden-isles ; and now we 
left 

The clerk behind us, 1 and he, and mn 
lly ripply shallows of the lisping lake, 
JJ^UgJited wltli tlie freshnesti and the 
sound. 

But, when the bracken rusted on 
‘ their crags, 

j My suit had wither'd, nipt to death hy 

I him 

That was a God* and is a lawyer's clerk, 
The rentroll Cupid of our rainy isles. 
*Tis true, we met ; one hour 1 had, no 
more: 

She sent a note, the seat an Elk voits 

Muit, 

Tlie close, ** Your Tjetty, only yours ” ; 
and this 

Thrice niiderscored. The friendly 
mist of mom 

Clung to the lake. 1 Imated over, rain 
My craft agrotnid, and heard with 
Wating heart 

The Sweetdiale rustle rouml the sheir* 
. ing keel ; 

I And out i slept, and up 1 crept : she 
r moved* 

• Like ProAurpine in Knna, gathering 
Ij Jiim ers : 

^ Ibeiv low anil sweet I whistled thrice ; 
and she, 

She turn'd* we closed* we kiss'd, swore 
faith, 1 hrt'athed 

In iome new planet: a silent cousin 
stole 

Upon us and departed : *' Leave," she 
cried, 

1 “ U leave me ! " ** Never, deart'Sl* 
never : here 

1 brave the worst : " and while we 
stood like fools 

Embracing* all at ontv a score of pugs 
And poodles yell'd within, and out 
they came 

Truitei^s and Aunts and Uucles. 


** What, w'ith him i 

Go (sliHIl'd the cotton-spinning 
chorus); “him!" 

1 choked* Again they Bliriek'd the 
burthen — " Him! " 

Again with hands of wild rejection 
" Go ! ^ 

Girl, get you in ! " She went ^ and tn 
one month 

They wedded her to sixty thousand 
pournis, 

To lands in Kent and messuages in 
York* 

And slight 8ir Robert with his wateiy 
smile 

And educatetl w liisker* But for me. 

They set an ancient creditor to 
work : 

It seems I broke a close wiili force 
anil arms: 

There came a mystic token from the 
king 

To gr(‘et the sheriff, needless courtesy 1 

I read* and tied hy night, and flying 
turn'd : 

Her tmper glimmer'd in the lake be- 
low : 

I turn'd once more, close-button'd to 
the storm ; 

So left the place, left Edwin, nor have 
seen 

Him since, nor heard of lier, nor cared 
to hear. 

Nor cared to hcarl iK'rhaps; yet 
long ngo 

1 have pardon'd little Letty ; not im 
detnl. 

It may lie, for licr own dear sake but 
this, 

She seems a part of those fresh days 
to me ; 

Tor in the dust and drouth of I.,on- 
don life 

She moves among my visions of the 
lake, 

VYliile the prime swallow dips his 
wing, or then 

While the guld-Jily blows, and ovci^ 
liead 

The light cloud smoutders on the 
summer crag* 
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ST. SIMEON STYUTKS. 

Altho' I Im? tlie biiFOitt of ninnklml, 

From wiilp lo pole one slough urtfl 
enisl of pin, 

Unfit for earth, unfit for lieaTen, 
PcnrcT meet 

Fortroc>p» of devils^ mftcl with blas- 
phemy, 

1 will not cease to grasp the hope I 
hold 

Of sainnhirn, and to clamor, mouni 
and sob, 

Battering the gates of heaven with 
storms of prayer, 

Have mercy, Lord, and take away my 
sin. 

Let this avail, just, dreadfuL mighty 
God, 

This not 1 m? all in vain, that thrice ten 
years, 

Thrice multiplied by superhuman 
pangs, 

In hungers and in thinU, fevers and 
cold, 

In couglit, aches, stilches, ulcerous 
throes and cramps, 

A sign lieiwixt the meadow and the 
cloud. 

Patient on this tall pillnr 1 have Imme 

Itain, wind, frost, heat, hail, damp, 
and sleet, and snow ; 

And I had hoped that ere this periml 
cloJH'd 

Thou wouldst have caught me up into 
thy rest, 

Penying not these weather-beaten 
limbs 

The meed of saints, the white robe 
and the palm, 

O take the meaning, Lord: I do not 
breathe, 

Not whisper, any murmur of com- 
plaint 

Pain heap'd ten-bund red-fold to this, 
were still 

Less hnrthen, by ten-hundrethfold, to 
bear, 

Tlian were those lead-like tons of sin, 
that crush'd 

My spirit fiat before tbee. 

O Lord, Lord, 


Thou kiiowt*st 1 Iwre tliii better at 
the first, 

For 1 was strong and hale of body 
then ; 

And tbo' my teeth, which now are 
dropt away, 

Would chatter with the cold, and all 
my beani 

Was tagg'd with icy fringes in the 
motm, 

I drown'd the whoopings of the owl 
witli sound 

Of pious hymns and psalms, and 
sometimes saw 

An angel stand and watch me, as 1 
sang. 

Now am i feeble grown; my end 
draws nigh ; 

1 hope my end draws nigh ; half deal 
1 am. 

So that 1 scarce can hear the people 
hum 

About the column's base, and almost 
blind, 

And scarce can recogniJEC the fields I 
know; 

And Ijoth my thighs are rotted with 
the dew; 

Vet cease 1 not to clamor and to 
cry, 

While niy stiff spine can hold my 
weary bead. 

Till all my limbs clrop piecemeal from 
the stone, 

Have mercy, mercy; take away my 
sin. 

O Jesus, if thou wilt not save my 
s<iul. 

Who may lie saved I who is it may be 
saved I 

Who may l>e made a saint, if I fail 
here ! 

Show me the man bath suffer'd more 
than I. 

For did not all thy martyrs die one 
death t 

For eitlier they were stoned, or cruci- 
fied, 

Or bum'd in fire, or boil'd in oil, or 
sawn 

In twain beneath the ribs ; but 1 die 
hero 
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lV>-day^ ami whole years tong, a life 

Cured lament ns, pabies, cancers. 

of death 

TiMm, U thal, 

Bear if 1 could Jiaye found a 

Know'tst alone whether this was or no. 

way 

Have mercy, merf'y 1 cover all my sin. 

(And hccdfully 1 sifted all my 

Then, that 1 might be more alone 

tllOUgllt) 

witli thee, 

More ilowly-pamfui to subdue this 

Tliree years 1 lived upon a pillar, 

home 

high 

Of siu, my flesh, wlueh I despise and 

Six cubits, and three years on oi^c of 

hate. 

twxd ve ; 

1 had not stinted practice, 0 my God. 

And twice three years I croucii’d on 

For not alone this pLiUr*puidsti’ 

one that rose 

menu 

Twenty by measure; last of all, 1 

Hot this alone I bore: but while I 

grew 

liyed 

Twice ten long weary weary years to 

In the wliite convent down the valley 

this, 

there, 

That nuni1>crs forty cubits from the 

For many weeks about my loins 1 wore 

soil. . 1 

The robe that hated the buckets from 

1 think that 1 have borne as much 

the well, 

as this — 

Twisted as light as 1 could knot the 

Grebe I drt‘am — aud for so long a 

noose ; 

time, 

And spake not of it to a single soul. 

If I may measure time by yon slow 

Until the ulcer, eating thro* iny skin. 

light, 

Betray’d my secret penance, so tlmt 

And this high dial, which my sorrow 

all 

crowns — ‘ 

My bre t h ren marvel I’d grea t ly . More 

So much — even so* 

than this 

And yet I know not well, 

1 bore, whereof, O God, thou kuowest 

For that the evil ones come hcr(‘, and 

alL 

say, 

Three winters, that my soul might 

"Fall down, G Simeon i that hast 

grow to tliec, 

suiTcr'd long 

I lived up there on yonder mountain 

For ages and for agesl” then they 

sUle. 

prate 

My right leg chain’d into the crag, 1 

Of p4>nances I cannot have gone lliro*. 

lay 

Perplexing me with Ilea; and oft 1 

Pent in a roofless close of ragged 

fall, 

stouee ; 

Maybe for months, in such blind 

to wa thud sometimes in wandering 

letliargies 

mist, and twice 

That Heaven, and Earth, and Time 

Black’d with thy branding thunder, 

are choked. 

and sometimes 

But yet 

Sucking the damps for drink, and 

Bethink thee. Lord, while thou and 

eating not. 

all the saints 

Except the spare chance-gift of those 

Enjoy I hem Be Ives in heaven, and men 

that came 

on earth 

ITo touch my body and be heard, and 

House in the shade of comfortable 

1 live : 

roofs. 

■ And they say then that 1 work’d mir- 

Sit with their wives by flres, cat wholes 

1 acles. 

sfitne food, 

jVhereof my fame is loud amongst 

And wear w^ann clothes, aud even 

■ mankind, 

beasts have stallsj 
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If Hwopit the spring anil downfall of 
tlie light, 

Bow down one thousand and two Imn- 
flre<l thnee, 

To CliHnt, the V’irgin Mother, and tlie 
saiuU ; 

Or in the night, after a Utile sleep, 

1 wake ^ the chill stars sparkle ; 1 am 
. wet 

With drenching dews, or stiff with 
crackling frost. 

I wear an undress'd goatskin on my 
Imck ; 

A gracing iron collar grinds tny 
neck; 

And in my weak, lean arms I lift the 
cross, 

And strive and wrestle with thee till 
Idiei 

0 mercy, mercy I wash away my sin. 

U Lord, thou knowest what a mnn 

] am ; 

A sinful man, conceived and bom in 
sin: 

Tie their own doing; this is none of 
mine ; 

Lay it not to me. Am 1 to blame for 
this, 

That here come those that worship 
me? lia! Im! 

They think tliat I am somewhat. 
What am 1 1 

Ttte silly ptHiple take me for a saint, 

Anfi bring me offerings of fruit and 
ftmvers r 

And 1, In truth (thou wilt bear witness 
here) 

Hare all in all endured as much, and 
more 

Than many just and holy men, whose 
names 

Are register'd and calendar'd for 
saints. 

Gooil people, you do ill to kneel to 
me. 

Wliat is it I can have done to merit 
this ? 

1 am a sinner viler than you. alb 

It may Ik? I have wrought some mira^ 
cles. 

And cured some hsll and molm'il; but 
what of that I 


It may Ise, no one, even among the 
saints. 

May match his pains with nnne ; but 
what of limt ! 

Yet do not rise ; for you may look on 
me. 

And in your looking you may kneel 
to God. 

Speak! is there any of you halt or 
maim'd 1 

I think you ktii'w I have some power 
with Heaven 

From my long penance : let him speak 
his wish. 

Yes, I can heal him. Power goes 
fortli from me. 

They say that they are heal'd. Ah, 
liark ! they shout 

'»St. Simeon Stylites » Why, if so, 
God reaps a harvest in me. U my soul, 
Gotl reaps a harvest in thee. If this be, 
Gan I work mirueles and not be saved ! 
This is not told of any. They were 
saints. 

Tt cannot be but that I shall be saved ; 
Yea, crf*wnM a saint. They shout, 
Behold a saint ! ” 

And lower voices saint me from above. 
Courage, St. Simeon 1 This dull chrys- 
alis 

Cracks into shining wings, and hope 
ere dt-ath 

Spreads more and more and more, that 
(jud hath now 

SimngtMi and made blank of crlmeful 
record all 

My mortal, archives. 

1) my sons, my sons, 
I, Simeon of the pillar, liy surname 
StyUtes, anumg men ; 1, Simeon, 

The watcher on the col unin till the end ; 
I, Simeon, whose brain the sun shine 
iMikes ; 

I, whose bald brows in silent hours 

IKK-'OIUC 

rniiaturaMy hoar with rime, do now 
From my lilgh nest of {lenance here 
prcKdaim 

TImt Hontiiis and IseaHot by my side 
Sliow'd like fair seraphs. On the coals 
riay, 

A vessel full of sin: all hell beneath 
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Ma<!e me boil over. Devih pluckM 

my sleeve, 

Abadtloii and Asmocieus eaugbt nt mo. 
1 smote them with the cross; they 
swarm *iJ again. 

In bed like monstrous npci they 
eriJshM my chest: 

They flapp'd my light out aa I read : 1 
saw 

Their faces grow be tween me and my 
hook ; 

With cottdike whinny and with hog- 
gish whine 
Tliey hurst my prayer* Yet this way 
was left, 

•And by tins way 1 'scaped tlicnv* 
Jlortify 

Your flesh, like me, with scourges 
and with thonis; 

Smite, shrink not, spare not* If it 
may he, fast 

Whole limts, and pray, 1 hardly, 
with slow steps, 

With slow, faint steps, and much 
cjccecding pain, 

Have scrambled past those pits of fire, 
that still 

Sing in mine ears. But yield not me 
tlie jiraise : 

Ood only through Im bounty hath 
thought fli, 

Among the pitwera and princes of this 
world, 

To make me an example to mankind, 
Which few can I'oaeh to* Yet 1 do 
not say 

But that a time may ceme— yea, even 
now, 

Now, now, his footsteps ami to the 
threshold stairs 
Of life — I say, tliat time is at l!ie doors 
When you may worship me without 
rt^proaeh ; 

For I will leave my relics in your land. 
And you may carve a slirinc about 
my diyit. 

And bum a fragrant lamp before my 
iHines, 

When I am gather'd to the glorious 
saints. 

While I spake then, a sting of 
shrewdest pain 


Han shrivelling thro* me, and a cloud* 
like change, 

In passing, with a grosser film made 
(hick 

Tliesc heavy, homy eyes. The end J 
the end ! 

Surely the end I What'a heret a 
shape, a shade, 

A flash of light* Is that the angel 
there 

Til at holds a crown 1 Come, Idessed 
brother, come* 

I know thy glittering face. I waited 
long ; 

l^fy" brows are ready. What I deny it 
now * 

Nay, draw, draw, draw nigh. So I 
clutch it. Christ! 

Tifi gone: 'tia here again; the crown! 
the crown 1 

So now 'tis fittinl on and grows to me. 

And from it melt the dews of Ihiradiae, 

Swifctl BWA^tl spikenard, and balm, 
and frankincense* 

Ah ! let me not be fool'd, sweet saints: 
J trust 

That I am whole, and clean, and meet 
for Heaven. 

Speak, If tliere be a priest, a man 
of fiud, 

Among you there, and let him pres- 
ently 

Approach, and lean a ladder on tho 
iliaft. 

And cUrnhing up Into my airy home. 

Deliver me the blessed sacrament ; 

For by the wnmingof the Holy Ghost, 

I prophesy that 1 shall die tomighi, 

A quarter before twelve. 

But thou, O Ijird, 

Aid all this foolish people ; let tlicm 
take 

Esraniple, pattern: lead them to thy 
light. 


THE TALKING OAK. 

Onck more the gate iK-hlnd me falls ; 

(!nce UKire Udore my face 
I set* tile moulder'd Ahlay-walls, 
Tliut stand within the chaec* 
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Boyond the totljure Ibe city lied, 
lieneath m drift iif dniokc ; 

And ab! with wUat deliglUcd eyed 
1 turn tu yonder oak. 

For when my paspion first 
Kre that, wliich in iiie buriiM, 

The 1 11 VO, tiiat iimkeii me thrice a man, 
Could boi>e itself return'd ; 

To yonder oak within the field 
I Rpoke withfiui redtraiue, 

And with a larger faith ap|)eard 
Than rapist unto t^iint. 

For oft I talk'd with Inut apart. 

And told him of my choice. 

Until he iihigiariicjcd a heart, 

And aubwer'd with a voice. 

Tho' w'hat he whisper'd untler Heaven 
None eiHe could understand ; 

1 found him garrulutisiy given, 

A babbler ip tiic land. 

But dinen I hoard him make reply 
la many a weary hour ; 

*Twcrc well to quest ton tniu, and try 
If yet he keeps the tiower. 

Hail, bidden to the knees in fern. 
Broad Oak of Sumuer<rhaco, 

Whose topmost branches can discern 
The roofs of Sumner place 1 

Say thou, whereon T carved her name. 
If ever maid or spouse, 

As fair as my Olivia, came 
To rest beneath thy boughs. — 

" 0 Walter, T have shelter'd here 
Whatever maiden grace 
The good old Summers, year by year 
Made ripe in Sumucr-chace i 

“Old Summers, when the monk was fat, 
Ami, issuing shorn and sleek, 

Would twist his girdle tight, and pat 
The girls upon the cheek, 

“ Ere yet, in scorn of Peter's-ptmee, 
And number’d head, and shrift. 


Bluff Harry hn>ke into the sjamce 
And turn'd tlie cowls adrift: 

“ And T have seen some score of those 
Fresh faces, that would thrive 
When his niau-mindod oJTset rose 
To chase the deer at five ; 

“And all that from the town would 
Htroll, 

Till that wild wind made work 
In which tlie gloomy hrcwvr's soul 
W'ent by me, like a stork : 

“ The slight shc-sUps of loyal blood. 
And Olliers, passing pniise, 
Struitdaced, hut alhtoo-full in hud 
For puritanic stays : 

“ And I have shadow'd many a group 
tif Ix^antics, that were liurn 
In tcacutMinies of hood and hoop. 

Or while the patch was wont ; 

“And, leg and arm with love-knots gay, 
AIhiui me h-ap'tl and laugh'd 
The niodisli Cupid of tlic day, 

And shriird his tinsel sliaft. 

“ 1 swear (and else may insectii ptick 
Kach leaf into a gall) 

This girl, for whom your heart Is sick, 
Is three timed worth them all ; 

“For those and theirs, by Nature's law. 
Have faded long ngo; 

But in these latter springs 1 saw 
Your own Olivia blow, 

“ From when she gambol I’d on the 
greens 

A bahy*gcrm, to when 
Tlie n mi den hlossonis of her tc^ns 
Could number five from ten. 

“ I awH-ar, by leaf, and wind, and rain, 
(And hear me with thine ears,) 
That, tho* I circle in the grain 
Five hundred rings of years ^ - 

“ Vet, since 1 first could cast a shade. 
Did never creature pass 
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6o «]ightly» muHirnlly mmli*, 

Sc} HghI upon the grasit ; 

“ For as to fairies, that will flit 
To make the greeiiBwartl fresh, 

1 hold them exquisUeJjr knit. 

But far too spare of flesh 

Oh, hide thy knotteii knees in fern, 
And overlook the eh ace ; 

And from thy topmost braneb tiisccm 
Tile roofs of 8umuer-pluee, 

But then, wliereon I carved her name, 
That oft liiis heard luy vows, 
Declare wlien last UJiviu eanie 
To sport beneath ihy iKiughs^ 

**0 yesterday, you know, the fair 
Was holden at the town’ 

Her father left hia good anu-chalr, 
And rode bis hunter dowu. 

** And with him Albert came on his, 

1 look'd at him with joy ; 

As cowslip iinlo oxLlp is. 

Bo seeina she to the buy. ^ 

"An hour had past — and, sitting 
straight 

Within the low-whecVd chaise, 

Her mother trundled to tiio gate 
Behind the dappled grays. 

" But as for her, she stny'd at home, 
And on the roof she went. 

And down tlie way you use to come. 
She look'd with dlseontent. 

" She left tiie novel half-uncut 
Upon the rosewood shelf ; 

She left the new piano shut : 

She could not please herself, 

'Then ran she, gamesome as the colt, 
And livelier than a lark 
She sent her voice thro' all the holt 
Before Ikt, and the park. 

" A light wind chased her on the wing, 
And in the chase grew wild, 

As close as might be would he cling 
About the darling ebild; 


" But light m any wind that blows 
So fleetly did she stir, 

The flower, she touch'd on, dipt and 
rose, 

Anti turn'd to look at her, 

“ And here she came, and round mo 
play’d. 

And sang to me the whole 
Of titose three stanzas that you made 
Aliout my ' giant bole ; ' 

" And in a fit of frolic mirth 
She strove to span my waist : 

Alas, I was so broad of girth, 

1 could not be embraced, 

" 1 H'ish'd myself the fair young beech 
Til at here lieside me stands, 

That round me, clasping each in each. 
She might have lock'd her hands, 

" Vet seem'd the pressure thrice at 
sweet 

As womlhiue's fragile hold, 

Or when 1 feel about my feet 
Tl;e berried briony fold,** 

O muffle round thy knees with fern. 
And shadow Suniner-chace ! 

Long may thy to|imoBt braneb discern 
The roofs of Sumnei^plaee I 

But tell me, did she read the name 
1 carvetl with many vows 
When last with throbbing heart 1 came 
I'o rest beneath tiiy boughs 1 

“O yes, she wander'd round and round 
These knotted knees of mine. 

And found, and kiss'd the name she 
found. 

And sweetly murmur'd thine, 

" A teardrop trembled from its source, 
And down my surface crept. 

^fy sense of touch is something coarse. 
But 1 lielieve she wept* 

"Then flush'd her cheek with rosy 

liBht, 

She glanced across the plain; 
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But nfit a creature was in sijifht: 
ishe kiss'd me once again. 

" Her kisses were so close and kind. 
That, trust me on my word, 

Hard wood J urn, and wTinkleil rind, 
But yet my sup was stirr’d : 

'Mnd even info my inmost ring 
A pleasure I <Hseern*d, 

Like those Idiiid motions of the Spring, 
lliat show the year is turn'd, 

** Th rice-happy he thwt may catesf 
The riiiglefs waving bafm — 

Tile cushions of whose touch may 
press 

Ttie maiden's tender palm. 

“ I, rooted here among the groves. 

But languidly adjust 
ily vapid vegetahle loves 
With anthers and with dust : 

** For ah ! my friend, tlic tlays were 
briif 

Whereof tlie poets taik. 

When that, vrJiicli breathes within the 
leaf, 

Could slip lU bark and walk. 

“ But could I, as in times ftiregone. 
From spray, and branedr, and stem. 
Have suck'd and patherM into one 
The life that spreads in them, 

“ She luul not foimd me so remiss ; 

But lightly ii^suing thro', 

1 would have paid her kiss fur kiss. 
With usury thereto.'* 

O fiourUh high, with leafy towers. 

And overlook the lea, 

Pursue thy lov-es Hiiiong the bowers 
But leave tiiuu mine to me, 

O ttoiirisb, hidden deep in fern. 

Old oak, I love thee well ; 

A thousand thanks for what I learn 
And what remains to teli. 


** *Tis little more i the <iay was warm ; 

^ At last, fired out with "play, 

She sank her liead ujioii her arm 
And at my feet she lay, 

** Her eyelids dropp'd their silken 
eaves. 

I UreatluMl upon her eyes 
T liro' alt the siimnier of my leaves 
A welcome mix'd with sighs. 

“ I took the swarming sound of life — 
The music frt^m the town — 

The murmurs of the ilrum and (If© 
And lull'd them in my ow'n, 

"Sometimes 1 let a sunlieatn slip. 

To light her shaded eye; 

A second flutter'd rfuiiid licr tip 
Like a gulden butterfly ; 

"A third would glimmer on her neck 
To make the necklace shine; 
Another slid, a sunny deck, 

From head to ankle flue, 

HThcn close and dark my arm* I 
spn^ad, 

And shadow’d all her rest — 

Drnpi dews upon her golden head. 

An acorn in her breast. 

"But in a pet she started up, 

And pluck'd it out, and drew 
My little oakling from the cup. 

And dung him in ihc dew. 

" And yet it was a graceful gift — 

1 felt a pang will) in 
As when I see the woodman lift 
His axe to slay my kin. 

" I shook him down because he waa 
'riie finest on the tree. 

He lies beside thee on the grass, 

O kiss him once for me. 

"O kiss him twice and thrice for me. 
Hi at have no litis to kiss, 

For never yet was oak on lea 
Shall grow so fair as lliis/' 
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Stop deeper yet in herb aivd fern, And when my marriaf^e mom may 

]^>k further Ihro' the ehai.^% full, 

Spn^ad Ujiwanl till tliy boujchs diacem She, l>ryad-Hke, ihnll wear 

The front of Sunmer^plaet^ Alternate leaf and aeom-lmll 

In wreath about her hair. 

This fruit of thine by T-ovc is blest, 

Tliat but a moment lay And 1 will work in prose and rhyme. 

Where fairer fruit of I^ve may jest And praise thee more in both 

Some happy future day. Than bard has honor'd In^eeh or lime; 

Or that ThessaUan growth, 

I kiss it twice, I kiss it thrice, 

The warmth U thence sliall win In which the swart liy ringdove sat, 

To riper life may magnetize And mystic sentence spcike ; 

The baby-oak within. And more tlian KnglunA honors tliat^ 

Thy famous brother-oak, 

But thou, wliilc kingdoms orenet, , 

Ur Unsu from Imnil to hand, 

ITiy Itaf »hnll never fail, nor yet ' >>1 «>! ‘ were d.in. 

Thiue acorn in the land. lielow the Roundhead rotlo. 

And liuium'd a surly bymn. 

May never saw dismember thee, . , 

Kor wielded axe disjoint, 1 

Thai art the fairest -spoken tree LOVK ANI> DUTY, 

From litre to Lizard-point, Qp ioy<, uover found iiis earthly 

close, 

0 rock upon thy towery-top What sequel 1 Streaming eyes and 

All Ibroais that gurgle sweet 1 breaking heari*^ 

Ail starry culmination drop Or all the same ns If he had ncl Itcen T 

BalmKicws to bathe Ihy feel I Not so. SJiall Error in the round 

of time 

All grass of silky feather grow ^ f^lher Truth t 0 shall live bmg^ 

And while he sinks or swelts gart shout , , , 

The full south-breeze around tbee glunpse of freedom 

tilow work itself 

The sound of minster bells. madness, hated by the wise, to 

low 

The fM earth feed thy branchy root. ‘"f, 

_Th8t under dcepjy *trike»! Qiomiy porch oft opening on the 

The northern mornmg o er thee shoot, g * “ 

High up. in .liver .piket 

Hor ever lightning char thy grain. More h^hway du»t ! or year by year 

But, rolling as in sleep, alone 

Low thunder* bring the nicUow rein. sit brooding in the ruins of a life, 

Tlmt makes thco broad aud deep I Nightmare of youth, the spectre of 

himself 1 

And hear me swear a BOlemn oath. If this were thus, if this, indeed, 

Tliat only by thy iido were all, 

Will 1 to Olive plight my troth. Better the narrow brain, the stony 

And gain her for my bride. heart. 
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The starini; eye o’er with sajh 

less I lays, 

The long niechiiniL' pacings to and fro, 

The set gray life, and apHtlielie end. 

Itut, am 1 not the nobler tliru* Ihy 
love ! 

O three times leas unworthy 1 likewise 
thou 

Art more thro' Loveland greater tlian 
tliy years 

Tlio Sun will run his orbit, and the 
Moon 

Her eirele. Wait, nod Love himself 
will hrlAg 

The dnmping flower of knowledge 
changed to fruit 

Of wisdom. Wait : my faith is large 
in Time, 

And that wJiieh shapes it to some per- 
feel end. 

Will some one say. Then why not ill 
for good 1 

Why took ye not your pastime f To 
ttiat man 

My work shall answer, since I knew 
the right 

And did It; for a man is not ns Gml, 

But then must Godlike being most a 
man. 

— So let 1110 think 'tis well for thee 
and me — 

BlTated that I nm, what lot is mine 

Wiiose foresight preaches ]ieace, iny 
heart so slow 

To feel it 1 For how hard it seemM to 
me, 

When eyes, love-languid thro' half 
tears would dwell 

One earnest, earnest moment upon 
mine, 

111 c II not to dare to see ! when thy low 
voice* 

Faltering, would break its syllables, to 
keep 

My own full-tuned, — hold passion in 
a leash, 

And not leap forth and fall about thy 
neck, 

And on thy hosoni fdeep desired 
relief I) 

Bain out tiie heavy mist of tears, that 
weigh'd 


UiMJn my hr a in, niy senates and tny soul! 

For l^jve liiniseif took part against 
iiimseii 

To warn us off, and Duly loved of 
Love — 

O this world's curse, — beloved but 
haled — came 

Like Death betwixt thy dear embrace 
and mine, 

And crying, "MV" ho is thist btdiold 
thy bride/' 

She piul/d me from thee. 

If the sense is hard 

To alien ears, I did not speak to these — 

No, not to thee, but to thyself in me r 

Hard is my doom and thine: thou 
knowest it alt. 

Could Love jiart thusl was it not 
well to speak. 

To have spoken oneef It could not 
but be w elL 

The slow sweet hours that bring us all 
things good. 

The slow sad hours that bring us all 
things ill. 

And ail good things from evil, brought 
the night 

In which we sut together anti alone. 

And to the want, that hollow'd all the 
heart, 

Gave utterance by the yearning of an 
eye. 

That burn'd upon iU object thro' such 
tears 

As flow but once a life. 

The trance gave way 

To those caresses, when a hundred 
times 

In that last kiss, which never was the 
last. 

Farewell, like endless welcome, lived 
and died. 

Then follow'd counsel, comfort, and 
the words 

'fliat make a man feel strong in speak* 
ing truili; 

TUI now the dark was worn, and ovei^ 
head 

The lights of sunset and of sunrise 
mix'd 

111 that brief night ; the summer nighl, 
that paused 
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Amtmp her itars to heRr m; star* 
that hung 

||iOTe4fhArm'd to listeti! all the wheels 
of Time 

Span round in station, but tlie end 
Imd come. 

0 then like tliose, who clench their 
nerves to nisli 

Upon their dissolution, we two rose, 

rhepe — closing like an indiridual 
life — 

In one blind cry of passion and of 
pain, 

Like hitter aecusation evhi to death, 

Cauglit up the whole of love and 
utterM it, 

And bade ailieti for ever. 

Live — yet live — 

Shall ihArpest pathos blight us, know- 
ing all 

life needs for life is possjhie lo 
will — 

live happy; tend thy flowers; be 
tendeti by 

Mj blessing 1 Should niy Shadow 
cross thy thoughts 

Too sadly for their peace, remand it 
thou 

For cal OUT lioura to Memory’s dark- 
. est hold, 

If not lo be forgotten — not nt 
ome — 

Kot all forgotten. Should it cross 
thy dreams, 

0 might it come like one that looks 
eon lent, 

With quiet eyes unfaithful to the 
truth. 

And point thee forwaril to a distant 

liRhl, 

Ir seem to lift a hurthen from thy 
heart 

And |ea%'e thee freer, till thou wake 
refresh'd 

Tlien when the first low mntin-chirp 
hath grown 

Full quire, ami morning driv’n her 
plow' of pearl 

Far furrowing into light the mounded 
rack, 

Beyond the fair green field and east- 
ern sea. 


THE GOLDEX YEAR. 

Well, you shail have that song which 
lA»onard wnite : 

It was last summer on a tour in Wales : 

Old James was with me : we that day 
Imd iK-en 

Up Snowilon ; anti I wish’d for I^om 
arri there. 

And found him in Llanberia : then wc 
crost 

Belwciui the lakes, and clainIxT’d half 
way up 

The counter side ; and that same song 
of his 

I To told me; for 1 banter’d him, and 
swore 

They said he lived shut up vritHin 
littnsclf, 

A tongue-tifil Poet in the feverous 
days. 

That, setting the fiQte much before the 
Aoir, 

Cry, like the daughters of the horse- 
leech, “ Give, 

Cram us with all,” hut count not me 
I lie lienl I 

To which *’l'hey call me what lliey 
will,” he said : 

" But I was bom too late : the fair now 
f I inns, 

'Flmt float about the threshold of an 
age. 

Like truths of Scieuce waiting to l»e 
caught — 

Catch me who can, and make the 
catcher crttwrnM — 

Are taken hy llic forelock* la?t it W* 

But if you care indeetl to listen, 
Jicar • 

"riiese measured words, my work of 
ycstei'tnorn. 

'' We sleep and wake and sleep, but 
all things move; 

The Sun fiiet fonvanl to Ida brother 
Sun ; 

The dark Karth follows whwrd in her 
ellipse ; 

And human tilings returning on theiur 
selves 

Move onward, leading up the golden 
year. 
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** Ah, tho' the timcft, when some new 
thought can buil, 

Arc but n« poeu' when tliejr 

llowcr, 

Tet iien8, that daily gain upon the 
Bliore, 

Jlarc ebb and flow conditioning their 
march, 

And Blow and butc comoi up the 
gulden year. 

“When wealth no more ahall real 
in luciuuded heapa. 

But sniit with fn-er light shall slowly 
melt 

In many at reams to fatten lower lands, 

And light a hall spread, and man be 
iiker man 

Thro* all the seiisan of the golden 
' year, 

*' Shall eaglet not be eagles t W'rena 
be wrens I 

If all the world were falcons, wliat of 
that I 

Tlie wonder of the eagle were the less, 

Blit he not lets the eagle, Happy days 

Boll onward, lending up the golden 
year, 

“ Kly, happy happy sails, and bear 
the l*ri*s« [ 

yty hap]iy with the mission of the 

( ; 

Knit land to lauil, and bbiwing haren^ 
want 

With silks, and fruits, and spiees, clear 
of till], 

Enrich the markets nf the golilen yegr. 
But W'c grs>w old. Ah ! when "shall 
alt men*s goml 

Be each man's rule, and universal 
Peace , 

Lie like a shaft of light across the land, 

And like a lane of beams athwart the 
sea, 

Tliro' all l!ie circle of the golden 
year ? ** 

Tims far he flow'd, and ended; 
whereupon 

" Ah, folly I " in mimic cadence an* 
swer'd James — 

" Ah, folly I for it lies so far away, 

Not in our time, nor in our children's 
time. 


'Tis like the second w'orld to us that 
live ; 

Twerc all ns one to fix our hopes on 
I leaven 

As on this vision of the golden year/' 
With that he struck his staff against 
the rocks 

And broke it, — James,— * you know 
him, — old, hut full 

Of force and eholer, aud firm upon his 
feet. 

And like an oaken stock in winter 
WtMlds, 

O'erfiourishVI with the hoary clematis: 

I'hcn added, all in heat : 

** What stuff is this ! 

Old writers push'd the happy season 
back, — 

The more fools they,^ — we forward: 
dreamers 1>oth : 

You most, that in an age, when every 
hour 

HI list sweat her sixty minutes to the 
iieath, 

Live on, God love ns, ns if the seeds- 
man, rapt 

Upon the teiming harvest, should not 
P hinge 

Ills hand into Uie bag: but well 1 
knc»w 

That unto liim who works, and feels 
he works, 

This same grand year is ever at I ho 
doors/' 

Ue spoke ; and, high above, 1 heard 
them Idast 

The steep slat(H|uaiTy, and the great 
echo flap 

Aud buffet round the hills, from bluff 
to bluff. 


VJ.TSSEH, 

It little profits that an Idle king, * 

By this still hearth, among these bar- 
rtm crags, 

Match'd witli an aged wife, 1 mete and 
dote 

l^n equal laws unto a savage race, 

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and 
know not me. 
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I canttnl rcit from travel : I will flrink 
Life to the leea : all timea I have em 
i joy'd 

jGreaily, Imvo Buffer'd greatly, both 
Witll tllOBO 

That loved me, atid alone ; on iliore, 


and when 

Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades 
Vex t the dim sea: Ianil>ecoTiiea name; 
For always roaming with a hungry 
heart 

lilueh have I seen and known ; cities 


of men 

And manners, elimates, eouneils, gov- 


ernments. 

Myself not least, hut honor'd of them 
all; 

Aud drunk delight of hattle with my 


peers, 

Far on the ringing plains of windy 
Troy, 

I am a part of all that I have met ; 

Yet all experience is an arcli wbere- 
thro* 

Gleams that untraveird world, whose 
margin fades 

For ever and for ever when I move. 

Ibw dull it is to pause, to make an end, 

To rust unhnmish'd, not to shine in 
um»! 

As tiio' to breathe were life, l^ife 
pUcfl on life 

Were all too little, and of one to me 

IdtiV' remains : but every hour is saved 

Fnun that eternal iilenee, somelinng 


more, 

A hrinRer of new tilings ; and vile it 
were 

For some three suns to store and hoard 
myself. 

And this gray spirit yearning in desire 

To follow knowledge like a sinking 
star, 

Beyond the utmost bound of human 
thought. 

Tliia is my son,, mine own Telema* 
eh us, 

To whom 1 leave the Bcc-ptrc aud the 
isle — 

Wei Moved of me, discerning to fulfil 

Tins lalior, by slow prudence to make 
mild 


A rugged people, and lliro' soft degroci 
SliIkIuc them to the useful anrl the 
good* 

Most blameless is he, centred in the 
sphere 

Of common duties, decent not to fail 
In oflkes of tcnderneeB, and pay 
Alee I adoration to niy ho use ho Id go<ls, 
W hen I a m go ne* U c w orks h i s work, 
1 mine. 

There lies the port ; the vessel puffs 
her sail : 

There gloom the dark broad seas. My 
mariners, 

Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, 
and thought w-ith me — 

That ever with a frolic welcome took 
Tlie thunder and the suushiue, and 
opposed 

Free hearts, free foreheads — you and 
I are old ; 

Old age hath yet his honor and his toil ; 
l>c-ath closes alh but something ere 
the end, 

Some work of noble note, may yet be 
done, 

Not unbecoming men that strove with 
Gods. 

The lights Iwgin to twinkle from the 
rocks : 

The long day wanes : the slow moon 
climbs : the deep 

>foans round with many voices. 
Come, my friends, 

''J'is not too late lo swk a newer worhL 
Tush olf, and sitting well in order 
smite 

Tlic sounding furrows; for my pur* 
piise holds 

To sail la^vond the sunset, and the 
baths 

Of all the western stars, until T die* 

It may be that the gulfs w-ill w,'i8h us 
down : 

It may be wo shall toucli the Happy 
Isles, 

And see the great Achilles, whom we 
knew. 

Tlio' much ia taken, much abides ; and 
iho' 

We are not now that stretiglU which 
iu old days 


106 


TlTifONUS. 


Moved enrtli and liearen ; tliat which 
Wii arcp we arc j 

One e<]iiai temper of heroic heart 
Made weak hy time and fate, i>ut 
itrong in will 

To itrive, to seek, to find, and not to 
jield. 


TITIIOKUS* 

TnR woods decay, the woodi decay 
and fall, 

The vapors wc-ep their hurt lien to tlie 
ground, 

Man comes and tills the fleld and lies 
Ix^neath, 

And after many a aunimef dies the 
swan. 

Me only cruel immortality 
Consumes r 1 wither slowly in thine 
arms, 

Here at the qniet limit of the world, 
A white-hairM shadow roaming like a 
dream 

The eversilent spaces of the East, 
Fai^folded mists, and gleaming halls 
of morn. 

Alas ! for this gray shadow, once a 
man — 

So glorious in his beauty and thy 
choice, 

Who mndest him thy chosen, that lie 
seem’d 

To his great lieart none other than a 
God! 

I aslcM thee, ** Give me immorl ali ty.'* 
Then didst thou gram mine asking 
with a smile. 

Like wealtliy men who care not how 
they give. 

But thy strong Honrs indignant 
work'd their wills, 

And beat me down and marrM and 
wasted me, 

And tlio’ they could not end me, left 
me maim’d 
To dwell in presence of Immortal 
youth. 

Immortal age Wside immortal youth, 
And all 1 was, in ashe«. Can thy 
love. 


Tliy l>eau|y, make amends, tho* even 
now. 

Close ovtT tiB, the silver star, lliy 
guide, 

Shines in liiose tremulous eyes tiiat 
fill with tears 

To hear me 1 lx*t me go: fake back 
tJiy gift: 

IVhy should a man desire in any way 

To vary from the kindly race of men, 

Or pass beyciml the goal of ordinance 

VV^Jiere all should pause, as is most 
meet for all 1 

A soft air fans the cloud apart; 
there cornea 

A glimpse of tJiat dark world where 
1 was born. 

Once more the old mystcriouj glim^ 
mer steals 

From Ihy pure brows, and from thy 
shoulders pure, 

And bosom beating with a heart ro> 
new’d. 

Thy cheek begins to redden thro’ the 
gloom, 

Thy sweet eyes brighten slowly close 
to mine. 

Ere yet they blind the stars, and the 
wild team 

Whkli love thee, yearning for thy 
yoke, arise, 

And shake the ilarknesa from their 
lcMHK‘n*d manes, 

And beat the twilight info dukes of 
dre. 

Lo 1 ever thus thou growest IjcautI* 
ful 

In silence, then lM.‘fore thine answer 
given 

Depart I'si, and thy tears are on my 
cJieek, 

Why wilt thou ever scare me with 
Ihy tears, 

And make me tremhie lest a saying 
learnt, 

In days far-<ifr, on that dark earth, laj 
true ? 

^*The Gods t lie m solves coimot recall 
their gifts/' 
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Ay me I aj? me J with what another 
heart 

In da^-a far-off, and with what otlier 

eyea 

1 used to wateh — if I he he that 
wateh^i — 

The Itieid outline forming; round Uiee ; 
aaw 

The dim curia kindle into aunny nnjia; 

Changed with thy myatic change, and 
fell my hlooil 

Glow with the glow that atowly criin- 
aon’d all 

Thy preuenee and thy portals, while I 
lay, 

Uouth, forehead, eyelids, growing 
dewy-warm 

With kisses hatniler than halfHDpen- 
ing huda 

Of April, anti could hear the lips that 
kissed 

Whispering 1 knew not what of wild 
and Bweet, 

Like that strange song I heard Apollo 
ling, 

While It ion like a mist rose into 
towers. 


Yet hold mo not for ever in thine 
Ka»t : 

flow can my nature longer mix with 
tliine ! 

Co'dly tliy rosy shadows bathe me, 
r!uhl 

Are ail thy lights, and cold my 
wrinkled feet 

UjMm thy glimmering thresholds, 
when the steani 

Floats up from those dim ftelda ahout 
the homes 

Of happy men that have the power 
to die, 

And grassy barrows of the happier 
dead. 

Release me, and restore me to the 
ground \ 

Tiiou ieest all things, thou wilt see mj 
grave; 

Thou wilt renew thy beauty mom by 
morn ; 

I earth in earth forget these empty 
courts, 

And thee returning on thy silver 
wheela. 


LOCKSLEY HALL. 

CowRAOES, leave me here a little, while as yet 'tis early mom: 
Leave me here, and when you want me, sound upon the bugle-hom. 

T'is the place, and all around it, as of old, the curlewt call, 

Dreary gleams about the moorland flying over Locksley liall ; 

Docksley Hall, that in the distance overlooks the sandy tracts, 

And the liollow ocean^ridges roaring into cataracts. 

Many a night from yonder ivied casement, ere 1 went to rest, 

IXd 1 look on great (Mon sloping slowly to the West. 

I Many a night I saw the Pleiads, rising thro' the mellow shade, 

I Glitter like a swnrm of fire-tSk*s tangled in a silver braid. 

Here about the hearh I wandi^r'd, nourishing a youth sublime 
With the fairy tak^ of science, and the long result of Tjrne ; 

When the centuries behind me like a fruitful land retmsed ; 

When 1 clung to ail the present for the promise that it closed ; 
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WKeii 1 dipl into the future far aa humAti cjrc could see ; 

8a w the Vision of the world, md all the wonder thal would be* — 

In the Spring a fuller crimson comes upon the robin*a breast ; 

In the Spring the wanton lapwing gets hi nj seif another crestj 

In the Spring a livelier iris changes on the bumishVl dove ; 

In the Spring a >oung man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of love* 

Tticn her cheek was pale and thinner than should be for one so young. 
And her eyes on all luy motions with a mute observance hung* 

And I said, **My cousin Amy, speak, and speak the truth to me. 

Trust me, eousiii, all the current of iny being sets to thee**' 

On her pallid cheek and fortdiead came a color and a light. 

As 1 have seen tho rosy red hushing in the nurttiom nigljt* 

And she turn'd — her bosom sliaken with a iudden ■torm of sighs — 
Ail the spirit deeply dawning in tlie dark of haiel eyes — 

Saying, *'I have hid iny feelings, fearing they should do me wrong”; 
Saying, ** Dost thou love me, cousin I *' w eeping, 1 have loved thee long,” 

Ix>ve took up the glaas of Time, and turn’d j| in Ids glowing bands; 
|Eveiy moment, lightly shaken, ran itself in golden sands. 

VLovc took up the harp of Life, and smote on all thcchon;1s with might; 
ISmote the chord of Self, that, trembling, pass'd in music out of sight* 

Many a morning on tlie moorland did we bear the copses ring, 

And her wliistn^r throng’d my pulses with tlie f uluess of the 8pring* 

Many an evening by the waters did we wateh the stately slops. 

And our spirits rush'd together at the touching of the lips* 

O my cousin, shallow*hearted I 0 niy Amy, mine no more 1 
U the dreary, dieary moorland! O the barren, barren shore! * 

Falser than all fancy fathoms, falser than all songs have sung, 

Puppet to a father's threat, and servile to a shrewish tongue ! 

Is it well to wish Ihce happy 1 — having known me — to decline 
Un a range of lower feelings and a narrower heart ttian miiicl 

I Yet it sliall bo: thou slialt lower to liU level day hy day, 

' What Is fine witliln thee growing coarse to sympathize willi clay, 

the husband is, tho wife is ; thou art mated with a clown, i 

And the grobcness of his nature will have weight to drag tliee down. 


lOCKSLEY HALL. 


JO? 


He wiU hold when liis patsion ihalt liave ipent its novel force. 
Something better than hU dog, a little dearer than his horse. 

What is this ! hli eyes are lieavy : think not they are glazed with wine. 
Go to him i it is thy doty : kiss him i take his hand in thine. 

It may be my lord is weary, that his brain is ovGnvroaght ; 

Soothe him with thy liner faneles, touch him with thy lighter thought. 

I lie will answer to the purpose, easy things to understand — 

Better thou wen dead before me, tho' 1 slew thee with my hand i 

Better thou and I were lying, hjilden from the heart's disgrace, 

Koird in one another's arms, and silent in a last embrace. 

Cursed l>e the social wants that sin against the strength of youth I 
Cursed be the social lies that warp ns from the living truth I 

Cursed be the sickly forms that err from honest Nature's rule ! 

Cursed be the gold that gilds the straiteu’d forehead of the fool I 

W^ell — 'tis well that I should bluster!^ Hadst thou less unwof^tliy 
proved — 

Would to God — for f bod loved theo more than ever wife ivas loved. 

Am I mad, that I should cherish that which bears but bitter fruit t 
I will pluck it from my bosom, tlio' my heart be at the root. 

Never, the' my mortal stimmers la such length of years should come 
As the many-winter'd crow that leads the clanging rookery home. 

Where is comfort t in division of the reconls of the mind '> 

Can I part her from herself, and love her, as I knew her, kind I 

I remember one that perish'd : sweetly did she speak and move ; 

Buell a one do 1 remember, whom to look at was to love. 

Can I think of her a^iead, and love her for the love she bore * 

Ko — ^she never loveamo truly: love is love for evermore. 

( Comfort t comfort scorn’d of devils] this is truth the poet sings, 

That a sorrow’s croivn of sorrow is remembering happier things. 

Drug thy memories, lest thou leam it, lest thy henrt be put to proof, 

In the dead unhappy night, and wlien the raiu is on the roof. 

Like a clog, he hunts in dreams, and thou art staring at the wall. 

Where the dying night-lamp flickers, and the shadows rise and fall. 

Then a hand shall pass before tbee, tmlnting to his drunken sleep, 

To thy widow'd marriage-pUlows, to the tears that thou wilt weep. 


no . LOCJCSLBY HALL. 


'rhoii sbfllt hoftr Ihe ** Nt'ver, tictct/’ whUper’d hy the phantain years. 
And a sang fn>ni i^ul the dintaiiet: in the ringing of tliine vara ; 

And an eyo slmll vex ihee, looking ancient kindness on tliy pain. 

Turn tliee, turn thee on tiiy pillow ; get thee to thy rest aj^n. 

Nay, but Nature bringa thee solace ; for a tender to ice will cry- 
Tis a purer life than thine ; a lip to drain thy trouble dry- 

Baby lips will laugh me down : my latest riTnl brings thee rest, 

Baby fingers, waxen touches, press me from the mother^s breast. 

* 

O. the child too clothes the father with a dearness not his due. 

Half is thine and half is his : it will be worthy of the two. 

1 see thee old and formal, fitted to thy petty part, 

I^VJth a little hoard of tnaxiins preacliing down a daughter's heart. 

“Tliey were dangerous guides the feelings — she herself was not 
exempt — 

Truly, she herself had suffer'd — Perish in thy self-contempt ! 

OTerliTe It — lower yet — be happy ! wberefore should I caret 
1 myself must nibc with action, lest I wither by despair. 

What is that which I should turn to, lighting upon days like these! 
Every door is barrd with gold, and opens but to gaZden keys. 

Every gate is throng’d with suitors, all the markets overflow. 

1 have but an angry fancy : what U that which 1 should do t 

I had been content lo perishi falling on the foeman’s ground, 

When the ranks are roll’d in vapor, and the winds are loid with sound 

But the jingling of the guinea helps the hurt that Honor feels, 

And the nations do but murmur, snarling at each other’s heels. 

Can I but relive in sadness ! T will turn j^at earlier page. 

Hide mo from thy deep emotion, U thou wondrous Mother-Age I 

Intake me feel the wild pulsation that 1 fell before the strife, 

When 1 heard my days before me, and the tumult of my life; 

Teaming for the large excitement that the coming years would yield. 
Eager-hearted as a boy wlten first he leaves his father's field. 

And at night along the dusky highway near and nearer drawn, 

Sees in heaven the light of J^ndou flaring like a dreary dawn ; 

And his spirit leaps within him to be gone before him then, 

Underneath the light he looks at, in among the throngs of men; 
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Mon, hmthorv, moti the worker®, ever reapiiiff flomething new : 

That which they Jmve ilotio but oamost of thu thiii{;A that they »haU do : 

f For I dipt into the future, far as human eye could see, 
f I Baw the V'lsiou of the world, and all the wonder that would be; 

’ Kaw the heavens fill with eommercc, argosies of nia^pc sails. 

Pilots of the purple twiliglu, drujiping down with costly bales ; 

I Heard the heavens fill with shouting, and there rattl’d a ghastly dew 
I From the nations' airy navies grappling in the central blue; 

Far along the world*wide whisper of the souths wind rushing warm, 
With the standards of the peoples plunging thro' the thunder-storm ; 

j Till the war-drum tlirobb’d no longer, and the batlle-flags were furl’d 
f In the Parliament of man, the Federation of the world* 

S There the common sense of most shall hold a fretful realm in awe. 

And the kiodly cartli shall slumber, Upt in universal law. 

So I triumph’d ere my passion sweeping thro’ me left me dry, 
l*ft me with tlie paliucd heart, and left me with tlie jaundiced eye ; 

Eye to vrhtdi all order festers, all things here are out of joint i 
Science moves, but slowly slowly, creeping on from point to i>oint; 

Slowly comes a hungry people, as a lion creeping nigher, 

Glares at one that nodji and winks behind a slowly -dying fire* 

j Yet I doubt not thro' the ages one increasing purpose runs, 

\ And the thoughts of men are widen’d with the proeess of ilio suns* 

Wliat is that to Inm that reaps not harvest of his youthful joys, 

Tho’ the deep heart of existence beat for ever like a boy’sT 

I Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers, and I linger on the shore. 

And the individual withers, and the world is more and more* 

Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers, and he bears a laden breast. 

Full of sad experience, moving toward the stiUness of his rest. 

Hark, my merry comrades call me, sounding on the buglo-horti. 

They to whom my foolish passion were a target for their scorn; 


Shall it not l)e scorn to me to harp on such a moulder’d string ? 

I am slmmed thro' alt my nature to have loved so slight a tiling. 

Weakness to be wroth with weakness 1 woman V pleasure, woman’s pain— i 
Nature made them blinder motions botinded In a shallower brain ; 
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Woinnn is the leJifier man, and all thy jiasslnns, matehM with niLne^ 

Are m mounlight unto sunlight, and aa water unto wine — 

Here at least, where nature siekens, notliing. Ah, for sonic retreat 
Deep in yonder shining Urient, where iny liie began to beat; 

Where in wild Maliraita^batile fell my fatlier evibstarr'd; — 

I was left a tranipleil orphan, and a selfish unele’s ward. 

Or to hunt all links of habit — there to wamler far away. 

On from island unto island at the gateways of the day, 

Ijirger constellations burning, mellow moons and happy skies. 
Breadths of tropic slmdc and paims in cluster, knots of raradise. 

Never comes the trader, never floats an European flag. 

Slides the bird o\*r lustrous woodland, swings the trailer from the crag ; 

Droops the heavy-blossom M bower, hangs the heavy*frutted tree — 
Summer isles of Eden lying In dark^purple spiieixs of st^a. 

There metliinks would be enjoyment more than in this march of mind, 
In the steamship, in the railway, in the thoughts that shake mankind. 

Ttiere the passions cramp'd no longer shall have scope and breathing 
space ; 

1 will take some savage woman, she shall rear my dusky race. 

Iron jointed, 8Upple*8inew'd, they ihall div-c, and they shall run, 

Catch the wild goat by the hair, and hurl ihdr lances in the sun ; 

Whistle Imck the parrot's call, and leap the rainbows of ilic brooks. 
Not with blinded eyesight jioring over miserable books — 

FcmjI, again the dream, the fancy! but 1 iume my words are wild. 

But 1 count the gray barbarian lower than tbe Christian child. 

I, to hen! with narrow foreheads, vacant of our glorious gains. 

Like a beast with lower pleasures, like a beast with lower pains ! 

Mated with a squalid savage — what to me were sun or clime I 
1 the heir of all the ages, in the foremost flies of time — 

I that rather held it lictter men should perish one by one. 

Than lliat earth should stand at gtizc like Joshua's moon in Ajalon * 

Not in vain tbe distance lieacons. Forward, forward let os range, 

Let the great world spin for ever down the ringlhg grooves of change* 

Thro' the shadow of the glolke we sweep into tlie younger day ; 

Better fifty years of EuroiK^ tlian a cycle of Cathay* 
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Mothcr-Ape (for raine I knew not) lielp me as wJien Jife lx>pun : 
i Kift the kills, ami roll tlie waters, tljwJi the Hglitnings, weigh tlie Sun- 

0, I sec the crescent promise of my spirit hath not set. 

Ancient founts of inspiration well tliro' all my fancy yet. 

Howsoever those thing* be, a long farewell to Ixicksley Halil 
• Kow for me tlie woods may wither, now for me the roof-tree fall. 

Comes A vapor from tlie inargin, hiackening over lieatli anti holt, 
Cramming all the blast before it, in its breast a thimL’erbolt, 

< Let it fall on Locksley HaU, with rain or bail, or fire or snow ; 

For the mighty wind arises, roaring seaward, and I go, 


GODITA, 

{ / fiyr fAe train at Cbrenfry ; 

! / kang with groomt atid p^rttr^ an the 
bridge^ 

To watch the three tali epire$ i and there 
I ehaped 

Th^ mtg*e ancient legend into this -* — 
v’ K ot on ly we, t he l a teat seed of Time, 

' Xewmen, that in the dying of a wheel 
Ciy down the past, not only we, that 
prate 

Of rights and wrongs, have loved the 
people well. 

And loathed to see them overdax'd ; 
but she 

Did more, and tmderwent, and over- 
came, 

The woman of a thousand summers 
back, 

Godiva, wife to that grim Earl, who 
ruled 

In Coventry i for when he laid a tax 
Upon Ills town, and all the mothers 
brought 

Their children, clamoring, If we pay, 
we starve I" 

She sought her lord, anil found him, 
w'here he slrode 

About the liall, a mi mg his dogs, alone, 
Hifi heart! a foot before him, and his 
hair 

A yard tiehind. She told him of their 
Urars, 


And pray'd him, “ If they pay this tax, 
they starve/* 

Whereat he stared, replying, half- 
amazed, 

" You would not let your little finger 
ache 

For such as — “But I would 

die,*’ said she- 

He laugh'd, and swore by Peter and by 
Paul : 

TJien fillip'd at the diamond in her 
ear ; 

“ Oh ay, ay, sy, you talk ! *' — “ Alas 1 ’* 
she said, 

“ But prove me what it is I would not 
do/’ 

And from a heart as rough os Esau*® 
hand, 

He answer’d, '* Ride you naked thro' 
the town, 

And 1 repeal it"; and nodding, na in 
seom, 

He parted, with great itride® among 
hi® dogs. 

So left alone, the passions of her 
nund, 

A® winds from all the compasa sliift 
and blow, 

Made war upon each other for an hour* 

Till pity won. She sent a herald forth, 

And bade him cry, with sound of 
trumpet, all 

Tlie hard condition; but that shu 
would loose 
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TJie people : therefore, as they loved 
her well, 

From then till noon no foot shoutil 
jmee the street. 

No eye Icxik down, she pnsgiofc ; hut 
that all 

Should keep witliin, door shut, and 
window harr'd, 

Tlien fle<l ehc to her inmoit liower, 
and there 

Unclasp'd the wedded eagles of her 
belt, 

The grim Earl's gift ; but ever at a 
breath 

She Jiiiger'd, looking like a summer 
moon 

Half-dipt m cloud : anon she shook 
her head, 

Ancl shower'd the rippled rjogtels to 
her knee ; 

Unclad herself in haste; adown the 
stair 

Stole on ; and, like a creeping sun- 
beam, slid 

From pillar unto pillar, until she 
reaeliM 

The gateway; there she found her 
nalfrey trupt 

In pt^de blasam'J with armorial 
gold. 

Then she rode forth, clothed on with 
chastity : 

The deep air listen'd round her as she 
rode, 

And all the low wind hardly breathed 
for fear. 

The little wide-inonth'd heads upon 
tlie spout 

Had cunning eyes to see : the barking 
cur 

Made her cheek flame i her palfrey's 
footfall shot 

Like horrors thro' lier pulses: the 
blind walls 

kVere full of chinks and holes; and 
overhead 

Fantastic gnhles, crowding, stared : 
but she 

Not less thro* all bore up, till, last, she 

SAW 

The white- flower’d elderdhickct from 
the field 


Gleam thro' the Gothic archway in the 
wall. 

Then she rode hack, clothed on with 
chastity : 

And one low churl, contpact of thank- 
less earth, 

Tlie fatal byword of all years to come, 

Boring a little auger-hole in fear, 

Peep'd — but his eyes, ht*fore they had 
their will. 

Were shrivell'd into darkness in his 
liead, 

And d nt pt he fore I li m. So the Powers, 
who wait 

On noble devils, cancel I'd a sense mis- 
useii ; 

And she, tliat knew not, pass'd ; and 
all at once, 

With twelve great shocks of sound, 
the shameless noon 

Was clash'd and hammer'd from a 
hundred towers. 

One after one: but even then she 
gain'd 

Her bower; whence reissuing, robed 
and crown'd, 

To meet her lord, she took the tag 
avvay 

And built herself an everlasting name. 


THE DAY-DREAM. 
rHOMmen. 

O Ljinv Flora, let me speak: 

A pleasant hour has passed away 
While, dreaming on your damask 
cheek, 

Tfie dewy sister-eyelids lay. 

As hy the lattice yim reclmeil, 

1 went thro' many waywani mooils 
To see you dre^aming^ — and, behind, 
A summer crisp with shtning woods. 
And ] too dream'd, tintil at last 
.\cn>ss my fancy, brooding warm. 
The reflex of a legend past. 

And loosely scnleil into form. 

And would you have the thought 1 
had, 

And see the vision that I saw, 

Then take the broidery -fra me, and add 
A crimson to the quaint Macaw, 
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Anil I will tt'll it Turn your face, 
Nor look with llmt loo-oarta'^t 
oye — 

The rhyiiies art ilnjikd from their 
placv, 

' Aiul order'd word^ asunder fly. 


THE SLEEPING PALACE, 

1 , 

The Taryinjf year with hlade and sheaf 
Clothes and reciotUeft the happy 
plains, 

Here rests tlie sap within llie leaf, 
Here slays the blood ahinff the veins, 
Fwnt shadows, vapors curPd, 

Taint murmurs from the meadows 
come, 

Like hints and echoes of the world 
To spirits folded in the wotikU, 

It. 

Soft lustre bathes the range of urns 
On every slanting terra ce-lawn. 

Tile fountain to his place returns 
JAi'p in the garden lake withdraw^n. 
Hcr* droops the Ijanner on tiie tower, 
On the hall-hearths the festal ftres, 
Ttie |M?accH:k in his laurel bower, 

The parrot in his gilded wires. 

lit. 

Eoofdmunting martins warm their 
eggs ! 

In these, in tlm»e the life is stay'd, 
Tlif mantles from the golden pegs 
Droop sleepily : no sound is made, 
Kot even of a gnat that sings. 

More like a pielure eeemeth all 
Tlmn those old portraits of old kings. 
That wateh the sleepers from tire 
waU. 

IV. 

Here sits the Hutler with a flask 
Between his knees, half-drain 'd ; and 
there 

The wrinkled steward at his task. 

The maid-oMionor blooming fair; 
TIh^ page has caught her hand in his ; 
Her Ups are sever'd as to sjieak ; 


His own are pouted to a kiss; 

The blush is fix'd upon lier cheek. 

V, 

Till all the hundred summers pass. 
The beams, that thro' the Oriel shine, 
Make prisms in every carven glass, 
Anil lieaker briinm'd with noble 
wine, 

Eac^li hanm at the banquet sleeps, 
Grave faces gather'd in a ring. 

His state the king reposing keeps. 

He must have been a jovial king. 

VI. 

All round a hedge ups boots, and shows 
At distance like a Uulc wood; 
Thoms, ivies, wimdbine, niistlctix's. 
And grapes with bunches reil as 
blood ; 

All creeping plants, a wall of green 
Close-matted, burr and brake and 
brier. 

And glimpsing over these, just seen, 
liigli up, the topmost palace spire, 

vii. 

When will the liundre<l summers die. 
And thought anti time lie Xurtn again^ 
And newer knowledge, drawing nigh, 
Bring truth that sways the soul of 
men? 

Here all things in their place remain. 
As all were order'd, agt‘S since. 
Come, ('are and rieasure, lloi»e and 
Pain, 

And bring the fated fairy Prtnee. 


THE SLEEPING BEAUTY, 

I. 

Year after year unto her feet, 

She lying on her couch alone, 
Aeross the purple coverlet, 

The maiden's jet-black hair has 
grown, 

On either side her tranced form 
Furtli streaming from a braid of 
pearl ; 

The slumbrous light is rich and warm. 
And uiuves uot ou the rounded curl 


IIG 


THE DAY-DREAAf, 


IT. 

The ftilk Ptnr-broiderM rnverlid 
Cnii> hL*r ilself doth moulcl 

X^n^ulclly ever \ nmi* Hitiid 

Jler full hlat-k riiigloU (lowtiward 
rolTil^ 

Glows forth each softly-shadowM ami 
With bracelets of the dtuniond 
bright^ 

Tier constant beauty doth infonn 
Sdllrtess with love, and day with 
light. 


ItL 

He comen, scarce knowing what lie 

I 

He breaks the hedges be enters 
tliere i 

The color Ities into Ids cheeks: 

He trusts to lighten soincthing fair; 
For aJl his life tjie charm did laJk 
About his path, and hover near 
With wonls of pnimisc in his walk, 
And whiiper’il voices at his car. 



ni. 

She sleeps; her breathings are not 
heard 

In palace chambers far apart. 

The fragrant tresses are not stirr'd 
That lie ujM>n her ehanned heart. 
She sleeps : on either hand upswclls 
The gold-fringed pillow lightly 
pa^st : 

Site ilceps, nor dreams, but ever dwells 
A xHjrfccI form in perfect rest. 


IV. 

More close and close his footsteps 
wind; 

The Magic Music in his heart 
Heats quick and quicker, tiJI he find 
The quiet clmmlH^r far apart. 

Ttic spirit tlnttert like a lark. 

He stoops — to kiss her — on Ilia 
knee. 

"Love, if thy tresses he so dark, 

How dark lliuse hidden eyes must 
U;l“ 


THE AHRIVjVL. 

I. 

Am. precious things, discoverM late. 
To those tlml seek them issue forth ; 
For love in sequel works with fate* 
And draws the veil from hidden 
wort In 

He travels far from other skies — 

His mantle glitters on tlie mcka^ — 
A fairy Prince, wiili joyful eyes, 

And lighter-fooled than the fox* 


11 * 

The bodies and the bones of those 
That strove in other days to pass, 
Are wilherM in the tliorny close, 

Or sentterM blanch ing on the grass- 
lie gazes on the silent dead; 

" They perishM in their daring 
deeds." 

This proverb flashes tbro' his head, 

" The many falH the one succeeds/' 


THE EEVIVAT^ 

t* 

A Torcii, a kiss ! the charm was snapt, 
Tliert*rnse a noise of striking clocks. 

Ami feet tliat ran, and doors tbatekpt, 
And barking dogs, and crowing 
cocks ; 

A fuller light llluniined all, 

A breeze lliro' all the garden swept, 

A sudden hubbub shook the halt, 

And sixty feet the fountain leapt 

II* 

The hedge broke in, the hnnner blew, 
Tile butler d ra ti k, the steward 
straw rd, 

The fire sliol up, the martin flew, 

The parrot sercan/iJ, the peacock 
eqnaird, 

Tlie roabl and page renew’d their strife, 
The pahH*e laing’d, and buzz'd and 
elackt. 

And all the long-pent stream of life 
Dash'd downward in a cataract. 


THE DAY-DREAM. 


U7 


HI* 

• And last with tht^i.* the king ftweke^ 

I Atnt in hia eliiiir hmiiielf upreur'd, 
And yawned, lUid rubb'd Ida face, and 
spukt% 

*‘By hn!y rood, a. royal l>eardT 
How Isky you? we have slept, luy lorila* 
My Ijeard lias grown into iiiy lap.” 
Tlio bflrtnis swore, with many words, 
T'was but an after-dintier'a nap, 

IT, 

“Pardy,” return'd the king, **hut still 
My joints are somewhat stifT or lo. 
My lord, and shall we [lass the bill 
I mentionVl half an hour ago 1 " 

Tile eliancelLor, sediite and vain, 

In courteous words return'd reply : 
But dallied with his golden chain, 

1. And, amiling, put the question by. 

It . — . 

THE DEPARTURE. 

, I, 

Asti on her lover's arm she leant, 

And round her waist she felt it fold, 
Anil far across the hills they went 
In that new world wliieh is the old: 
Across the hills, and far away 
Beyond this utmost purple rim. 

And deep into the dying day 
The happy princess follow'd Mm,. 

II. 

"I'd sleep another hundred years, 

0 love, for such another kiss ; ” 

"D wake for ever, love," she hears, 
"U love, ’twas such as this and Ihia " 
And o'er them many a sliding siar^ 
Ami many a nterry wind was borne, 
And, stream'd thro' many a golden bar, 
TIlc twilight melted into mom. 

tn, 

*0 eyes long laid in liappy sleep 1 " 
“0 happy sleep, that lightly tledl ” 
"0 happy kiss, that woke thy sleep ! " 
“0 love, thy kiss would wake the 
dead!" 

And o'er them many a flowing range 


Of vapor buoy'd the crescont-hark, 
And, rapt thro' many a rosy change, 
The twilight died into the dark. 

IV, 

" A hundred summers I can it be ? 
Ami whither goest thou, tell me 
w here ! ” 

" O seek my father's court with me, 
For there are greater wonders 
there." 

And o'er the hills, and far away 
Beyond their utmost purple rim, 
Bey o mi the night, across the day, 
Thro' all the world she follow'd him. 


MORAL. 

I. 

So, T..atly Flora, take my lay, 

And if you find no moral there. 

Go, look in any glass and say, 

Wliai moral is in being fair. 

Oh, to what uses shall wc put 
The wild weed flower that simply 
blows ^ 

And is there any moral shut 
Within the bosom of the rose t 

It. 

Bnt any man that walks the mead, 
m 111 bin! nr blade, or bloom, may And, 
According as his humors lead, 

A meaning suittHl tn liis tnind. 

And liberal applications lie 

In Art like Naturt% denreat friend ; 
So 'twere to cramp its use, if 1 
Should hook it to some useful end. 


L'ENVOI. 

I. 

You shake your head. A random 
string 

Your finer female sense olTends. 
Well — wert‘ it not a pleasant thing 
To fall asleep with all one's friends ; 
To puss with alt our srRual ties 

To silence fmm the paths of men ; 
And every hundred years to riso 


US 




And loam tlic worTtJ, and sleep 
aj?nm; 

To sleep llirn* tomis of mighty wnrs» 
And wake on Kiuenec irro'^ n to iiiore, 
On seerets of the brain, the stars, 

As wild as aiij^ht of fairy loro ; 

And ail tlint else the years will show-, 
Tlie rotd'fornis of stronger hours, 
The vast Kepubliea that may grow, 
The Fell era tioiiB and the Powers ; 
Titanie forces taking birth 

In divers seasons, divers dimes; 
For we are Aneienls of the earth, 
And in the itioming of the times. 

ir. 

So sleeping, so aroused from sleep 
Thro" sunny decades new' and sintnge, 
Or gay c|uinqueimiada would we reap 
The flower and quiiitessciiee of 
change. 

IIK 

Ah, yet would I — and would I might I 
So in lie 1 1 your eyes my fancy take — 
Be still the first to leap lo light 
That I miglit kiss those eyes awake 1 
For, am I right, or am 1 wrong. 

To choose your owm you clid not 
care ; 

You'd have moral from the song, 
And 1 will take my pleasure there: 
And, am I right or am I wrong, 

My fancy, ranging thro* ami thro*. 
To search a meaning for the song, 
Perforce will still revert to you; 
Nor finds a closer truth than this 
All-graet'ful head, so richly curl'd, 
And evennore a costly kiss 
The prelude to some brighter world. 

IV. 

For since the time when Adam first 
Kmbraced his Fve in happy hour, 
Anti every binl of Kdcn burst 
In cared, every luul to flower. 

What eyes, like thine, have waken'd 
liojies, 

What lips, like tliine, so sweetly 
joiiiM ? 

Where on the double rosebud droops 
The fulness of the i>t'nsive mind ; 


Which all too dearly self-involved, 

Yet »leei»s a dn^amless sleep to me; 

A slei‘p liy kisses uTHlissolved, 

That lets thee neither hear nor see: 
Hut break it. In the name of wife. 
Ami iu the rights that name may | 

I 

Are clasp'd the moral of thy life. 

And that for which I care to live. 


EPILOr-UE. 

So, Lady Flora, take my lay. 

And, if you timl a meaning there, 
O whisper to your glass, and say, 
“What ivonder, if he thinks me 
fair?" 

Wfiat wonder I was all unwise, 

To shape the song for your delight 
Like bmg-taird blr<1s of Paradise 
That float thro' Heaven, and cannot 
light 1 

Or old world trains, upheld at court 
By t'upld-boys of bJiMiniing hue — 
Hut take it ^earnest wed with sport. 
And eitlicr sacred unto you. 


AMPHION. 

Mv father left a park to me, 

But it is wild anil barren, 

A ganlcn too with sesree a tree. 

And waster than a warren : 

Yet say the neighbors when they call. 
It is not had but gmul land. 

And in it is the genn of all 
That grows within the woodland. 

O had I lived when song was great 
In days of old Amphion, 

And ta'en my fiddle to the gate. 

Nor cared for seeil or scion ! 

And had I liveil wlien song was great, 
And legs of trees were limber, 

And ta'en my fidtlle to the gate. 

And fiddled in the timber I 

'Tis said he had a tuneful tongue, 
Such liappy intonation, 

Wherever he sat down and sung 
He left a small planiaiiun; 
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"When^irtr in a hmdy sttotp 
ilp spt u|i bis forhJHi pipt% 
gouty oak began to jnove, 

And Ho under into bomi*ijH?s, 

The mountain stirrM its bushy crown, 
An<l, fts tradition teaches, 

Young ns lies |>irouetied tlown 
Coquetting with young beecbet ; 
And briony-vine and ivy-wrealli 
Kan forward to hU rhyming. 

Anil from the rallcya undemeatU 
Came Ultfe copses climbing. 

The linden broke her ranks and rent 
Ttje woodbine wreaths that binil her, 
And down thomiddie, hm.z ! she went 
With all her liee* behind her; 

The poplars, in long order due, 

With cypress promenaded, 

The shock-head willows two and two 
liy rirers gallopaded* 


And make her dance attendance ; 

Blow, flute, and stir the stitl-set sprig*f 
And scirrhous roots and tendons, 

TIs Tain ! in such a brassy age 
I could not move a thistle ; 

The very spnrrcms lu the liedge 
Scarce answer to my whistle ; 

Or at the most, when thrce-parts-sick 
With struniming and with scraping, 

A jackass heehaws from tile rick. 

The passive oxen gaping. 

But what is that I hear ? a sound 
Like sleepy counsel pleading ; 

O I/ord! — ’tiain my neigh I mrV ground. 
The modem Muj^s rivalling. 

They read Bcilanic Trt‘aliA-», 

And W'orks on Ganlening thro' 
there, 

And Methods of (ransplantlng trees 
To look as if they grew there. 


Game wet-shod abler from the wave, 
Came yews, a dismal coterie ; 

Each pluck'd his one foot from the 
grave, 

Pousselling with a sloe-tree : 

Old elms came breaking frmn the vine, 
The vino stream’d out to follow. 
And, sweating rosin, plump'd the pine 
Prom many a cloudy hollow. 


i 

I 


And wasn't it a sight to see, 

When, ere his song was ended, 
like some great landslip, tree by tree, 
The country-side descended ; 

And shepherds from the mountain^ 
caves 

Look'd down, halLpIcased, half- 
frighten'd. 

As dash’d about the drunken leaves 
The random sunshine lighten'd I 

Oh, nature first was fresh to men. 

And wanton wltlmut measure ; 

So youthful and so flexile then, 

You moved her at your ]dea»«ure^ 
Twang out, my fiddle I shake the 
twigs! 


Tlic wither’d Missea ! how they prose 
O'er iMJoks of tni veil'd m^anien, 
And shmv you slips of all that grows 
From England to Van Diemen, 
They read in arliora dipt and cut. 
And alleys, faded places. 

By squares of tropic summer shut 
And wann'd in crystal cases. 

But these, tho* fed with careful dirt. 
Are neither green nor sappy ; 
natf<^c)nBcIous of the ganlen-snuirt. 
The spindlings look unhappy. 
Better to me the meanest weefl 
Tljat blows upon its mountain. 

The vilest herb that runs to seed 
Beside its native fountain. 


And T must work thri^' months of toll, 
And years of eultivaiion, 

Upon my pn^per |Kitch of soil 
I'o grow my own plantation, 
rU take the showers ns they fall, 

I will not vex my laisom : 

Enough if at the end of all 
A little garden blossom. 
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BT. AGXES^ KVE. 
on liio eon vent-roof the snows 
Are liptirkliTiif to the innori: 

My brt'rtth to heaven like vripor goesi 
May tny bouI follow soon ! 

The shallows of the eon ven Mowers 
8 1 ant down the snowy sward, 

Btlll ereei>ing w ith the eree]iing hours 
Thjit lead me to iny : 

Make Thou iny spirit pure and clear 
As are the frosty skies. 

Or this first snowdrop of the year 
Tltat in my btisoiu lies. 

As these white rohes are soilM and 
dark, 

To yonder shining pronnd ; 

As this ]Mtfe tajK-rs earthly spark. 

To yonder argent round ; 

Bo shijws iiiy soul before the Lamb, 
My spirit before Thee; 

8o tn inineeartldy house 1 nm, 

'J\j that I hope to In?. 

Hn^ak iijj the heavet»s,0 T^rord ! and far, 
Thro* all yon starlight ktH-n, 

Draw me* tliy bride, a gliftering star, 
In raiment white and dean. 

He lifts me to the golden doors ; 

The flashes come and ijo ; 

All heaven bursts Iter slarry floors, 
And St rows lier lights Wlow'* 

Ami deepi-ns on and up ! the gates 
Hoi I baek, and far within 
For me the Heavenly Bridegroom 
waits, 

To make mo pure of sin. 

The sabbaths of Eternity, 
t>ne sabliath deep ntid wide — 

A light upon the shining sea — 

The Bridegroom with his bride I 


SIH GALAHAD. 

^^v good blade ean'ca the casi|iie» of 
men, 

Jlfy tough lanec thnisteth sure. 

My stnuigth is as the strength of ten, 
Because my heart is pure. 

The sliattering trumpet shrilletU high, 

The bard brands shiver on the eteeli 


The splintered spear^siiafts crack and 
fly. 

The horse and riiler reel t 

They reel, they roll in dangi»» 

And when the tide of coinhat stands, 

rerfiime and flowers fall in showers, 
I'hal lightly rain from lailies* luiods. 

How sweet are looks that ladies bend 
On whom their favors fall ! 

For them 1 battle till the end, 

To BJive from shame and thrall: 

But all my lieart is drawn above, 

My knees are bow'd in crypt and 
shrine : 

I never felt the kiss of love, 

Nor nniideu's hand ip mine. 

More bounteous aspei:ts on me beam. 
Me mightier transports move and 
thrill ; 

So keep 1 fair thro' fnilli and prayer 
A virgin lieari in work and will. 

When dow'ti the stormy crescent goes, 
A light before me swims* 

Between dark stems the forest glows, 
I hear a noise of hyinns : 

Then hy some seerei shrine T ride ; 

I heaV a voice but none are there ; 

The elalla are void, the doors are wide. 
The tapers burning fair. 

Fnh- gleams the snowy altar-cloth, 
1'he silver vessels sparkle clean, 

Tlie shrill bell rings, the censer swings, 
And solemn chants resound bet ween. 

Sometimes on lonely mountain-mcrei 
I And a magic bark ; 

I leap on Imrd; no ludmsman steers: 
1 float till all is dark. 

A gentle sound, an aw ful light 1 
Tlirt'O nngels bear the holy Grail : 

With folded feet, in stoles of white, 
Gn slet'ping wings they sail. 

All, hlesseil vision 1 blood of God 1 
My spirit licata her mortal bars* 

As down dark tides the glory slides, 
And Htardike mingles witli the stars 

When on my goodly charger borne 
Thro’ dream mg towns 1 go. 
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The ciR'k crow* ere the Chriitma* 

niornt 

Tlio streets art* clutnb with (inow. 
The temiH'st cmckle* on the lends, 
And, ringing, springs from brand 
and mitiL ; 

But o'er the dark a glory sprends, 
And gIlUa the driving hail. 

1 leave the plain, I elinih the height j 
Jfo branchy thicket shelter yields ; 
But blessed forma in wliistling storms 
Fly o’er waste fens and wimly fields, 

A maiden knight — to me is given 
Such, hope, I know not fear ; 
lyeani to breathe the nirs of heaven 
That often meet me lie re. 

I muse on joy that xvill not cease, 

Fure spaces clothed hi living beams, 
Fare lilies of eternal peace, 

Whose odors hniint my dreams ; 
And, stricken by an angers hand. 

This mortal armor tJiat 1 wear, 

Tills weight and size, this heart and 
eyes. 

Arc toucliM, arc tumM to finest air, 

Tlie elouds are broken in llic sky. 

And thro' the mcmntainovalU 
A mlUiig organ-harmony 
Bwells up, ami jihnkes and falls, 
Tlien move the the copst-s nod, 

Wings flutter, voices liover clear t 
**0 just and faitliful kniglil of God I 
Ride on 1 the prize is near,” 

So pas^ 1 hostel, hall, and grange ; 

By bridge and ford, by park and 
pale, 

AB-arm'd I ride, whate'er lie tide. 

Until 1 find the holy Gratl. 


ED W A HD GRAY. 

SwtiKt Emma ^foreland of yonder 
town 

Mel me walking on yonder way, 
“And have you lost your heart I" 
she said ; 

**And are you married yet, Edward 
Gray i " 


Sweet Emma Moreland spoke to me: 
BittiTly weeping I turn'd away: 

"Sweet Emma Moreland, love no 
more 

Can touch the heart of Edward 
Gray* 

" Ellen Adair she loved me well, 
Against her father's and mother's 
will r 

To-ilay 1 sat for an hotir and wept, 

Jiy Ellen's grave, on the windydiilL 

** Shy she was, and I thought her cold ; 
'riiought her proud, and fled over 
the sea ; 

Fill’d 1 was with folly and spite, 
WJieu Ellen A<lair was dying for 
me* 


" Cruel, cruel the words I said f 
Cruelly canic they haek tn-ilay: 

‘ You're ton slight ami fickle,' I said, 
*To trouble the heart of Edwai^ 
Gray*' 

" lliere I put my face in the grass — 
\Vhis[)er’d, Mdsten to my despair; 

1 repent me of all t did : 
sjwak a little, Ellen Adair T 

" Then T took a |>eneil, and wrote 
thi the mossy stone, as I lay, 

* Here lies the laidy of Ellen Adairi 
And here the heart of Edward 
Gray !' 

" r.ove may come, and love may go, 
And fly, like a bird, from tree to 
irt*e : 

But I will love no more, no more, 

Till Ellen Adair come back to me* 

Bitterly wept I over the slone; 
Bitterly weeping I turn'd away; 
There lies the body of Ellen Adairl 
And there the heart of Edward 
Gray!** 
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WILL WATKlil’HOOrS 
LVUICAL MONOLOGUE. 

SIADE AT THK t.'OCK. 

0 in.i 51 *' henii'Wnitcr «t 7 'lie Cock, 

To wlUcIi 1 Jiicjst rmirf. 

How poes the lime? Tisi five o’clock. 

Go fetch a pint of port t 
Hut let it not he such »» that 
You set before chance-couiers. 

Hut such whose father-prape erew fat 
On LusUaiiian suiiuncrs. 

No vnin libation to the Muse, 

But may she still lie kiruL 
Ami wbisjH'r lovely words, and use 
Her inhuenee on the mind. 

To make me write my nindoiti rhymes, 
Kre they Im" ImJf-forpotton ; 

Nor iithl and alter, nniTky times, 

Till all be ripe and rotten, 

1 plcilpe her, and she comes and dtps 
Her laurel in the wine. 

And lays It tlirice upon my lips. 
These favorVl lips of mine ; 

Until the charm have power to make 
New lifcbtooil warm the bostini, 
And bn mm commonplaces break 
In full and kmdly blossom. 

I pledpe her silent at the board; 

Her gradual finpers steal 
And touch upon the iiiasterK^bord 
Ul all 1 felt and feel. 

Old wislies, phosts of broken plans, 
And pb»tntom hopes assemble ; 

And tbai chibrs heart wit bin the man's 
Hepins to move and tnunble- 

Thro* many an hour of summer suns, 
By many pleasant ways, 

Apalnst its fountain upvvard runs 
'J'be current of my day s : 

1 kbs the lips 1 once have kiss'd ; 

The pas-lipht wavers dimmer; 

Amt softly, thro’ a vinous inbt, 

Afy eoUege friendshi|is glimmer. 

1 prow in worih, ami wit, and sense, 
Unhodinp critic-pen, 

Or that eternal want of pence, 


Which vexes pubhc men, 

Who hold their hands to all, and cty 
For tliiit which all deny them — 
Who sweep the erossiiips, wet or dry, 
And all the world go by tliem. 

Ah yet, tho* all the w'orld forsake, 
Tim' fortune clip my w inps, 

[ will not cramp my* heart, nor take 
Half-views of men and things. 

Let Whip and Tory stir their blood; 

I'hore must he stormy weather ; 

But for some true result of good 
All parties work together* 

there l>c thistles, there are prapot; j 
If old things, there arc new ; 

Ten thousand broken lights and | 
shapes, 

Vet glimpses of the true. 
lAd ralTs lie rife in prose and rhyme. 
We lack not rhymes and reasons. 

As on this whirlipip of Time 
lYc circle with the seasons* 

This earth is rich in man and maid; 

With fair horizons hound: 

This whole wide earth of light and | 
shade 

Comes out a perfect round* 

HipU over roaring Temple-bar, 

And set in Heaven's third story, 

I look at all tliinps as they arc. 

But thro' a kind of glory* 


HeaiL waiter, honor'll by the guest 
Half-muscHl, or rt^dinp ritn*, 

The pint, you brought me, was the l>est | 
That ever came from pipe. 

But tho* the port surpasses praise. 

My nerves have de*ill witli sliffer. 

Is then^ sonic niitgie in the placel 
Gr do niy fH'ptics liiffef ? 

For since T came fo live and learn. 

No pint of white nr red 
Had ever half the power to turn 
This wlu^d within my heail, 

WIdi'U bears a season'd lira in about, 
Uusuhjeet to confusion, 

Tho* soak'd and saturate, out and out j 
Thro* every convolution* 
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For I nm of a numerous hoirae, 

With many kiiismcn gay, 

Where long and largely wo carouse 
As who shall say mo riiiy : 

Each tiumth, a hirllMlay coming on, 
\Vc drink defying trcnihle. 

Or Bomulitiies two would meet in one, 
And then we ilrank it double ; 

Whetlier the vintage, yet iinkcpt, 

Had relish flery-new. 

Or clbow-jioep in savvdusf, slept, 

A a old AS Waterloo ; 

Or stow'd, wdien classJe Canning dktl, 
In musty bins and eliamlK^rs, 

Had cast iipim its crusty side 
The gloom of ten Decetubera* 

Tlje ^fnse, the jolly >fuse, it is 1 
Khe answer’d to my call. 

She changes with tliat mood or this, 

Is al bin-all to all : 

8be lit the spark within my throat, 

To make my bloo>l rim quicker, 
Ust'd all her fiery will, and smote 
Her life into tlic liquor. 

And hence this halo lives nUout 
The waiter’s hands, that rc^aeh 
To each his perfect pint of stout. 

His proper chop to eaclu 
He looks not like the common breed 
That with the napkin dally ; 

1 think ho came like Ganymede, 
’From some delightful valley, 

Tlie Cock was of a larger egg 
Than modem poultry drop, 

Slept forw’artl on a firmer leg, 

A ml eramm’d a plumper emp | 

Upon nn ampler dunghill trod, 

CrowM UiKtier late ami early, 

Sipt wine from silver, praising God, 
And raked in golden barley, 

A private life was all his joy. 

Till in A court he saiv 
A soinething^pottli^-liodied lioy 
lliat knuekletl at the taw; 

He stoop’d and clutch'd him, fair and 
good, 


Flew over roof and casement : 

Ills brothers of the weather stocxl 
Stoek*slill for sheer amazeniciit. 

But he, by farmstead, tborpo and spire. 
And follow’d with acclaims, 

A sign to many n staring shire 
Catue crowing over ’I'liamcs, 

Bight down by smoky Haul’s they Imro, 
Till, where the street grows straiter. 
One fix’d ftw ever at the door, 

And one became head-waiter. 


But whither would my fancy go ? 

How out of place she makes 
Tlie violet of a legend blow 
Among the chops and steaks 1 
''Fis but a stew’ard of the can, 

One shade inore plump than com- 
mon ; 

As just and mere n Rerving-muti 
As any burn of wumaii, 

I ranged too high : what draw-s mo 
4iown 

Into the common day? 

Is it tho wxdght of that hnlf-croivn, 
Which I shall have to pay? 

For, something duller than at first. 
Nor \vd lolly comfortable, 

I sit, my empty glass rt* versed. 

And thrumming on ibe table : 

Half fearful that, with self at strife, 

1 take myself to task ; 
lA'St of the fulness of my life 
I leave an empty flask : 

For I had hope, by sometbing rare 
To prove myself rt poed : 

But, while I plan and plan, iny hair 
Is gray before I know it. 

So fares it since the years lu'gan, 

Till they be gather’d up; 

Tlie truth, that flies tlie flowing can, 
Will haunt the vacant clip ; 

And others’ folUes teach us not, 

Kor much their wisdom teaelies; 
And most, of sterling worth, is wbat 
Our own exjjcrieucc prcaclies. 
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/.yWr CLARE. 


Ah, let tlie TUBty llienie jvlcme 1 
We know not wlmt we know, 
lint for my |>le4ipnnt hour, *i'm gone; 
gone, and lot it go. 
gone: a thousztml sneti have sUpt 
Axvay from iny emhrnees, 

Aivd falFn into tlie du^ty er>T)t 
Uf darken’d forms and fueea. 

Go, therefore, thou ! thy hot tors went 
Long since, nnd ennie no more ; 
Willi of genial clamor sent 
Frtiin in any a tavern-iloor. 

With twisted quirks mid happy Idta, 
From misty men of letters; 

The tavemdiours of mighty wita — 
I'hine eUlers and thy belters. 

Honrs, when tiie I*oet’s words and 
looks 

Had yet their native glow : 

Kor yet the fear of iiitle Imoks 
Had made him talk for sliow; 

But. all Ills vast heart she rrU* warm’d, 
He Hiisltd ilia ramlorn sim^-hcii, 

Ere days, that deal in ana, swartiiM 
Ills literary Iceelies. 

Bo mix forever with the past, 

Like all good things on earlh 1 
For should 1 prixe thee, coiildst thon 
hist. 

At half thy r«‘al worth? 

I hold it good, good things should 
pass : 

With time I will not quarrel : 

It is but yonder empty glass 
That makes me inandlin' moral. 

Ilead->¥nltcr of Hie cbotMiouso here, 
To which I most resort, 

1 too iiiuiit part ; 1 hohl tbee dear 
For this gooii pint of port. 

For this, thou shall from all things 
suck 

Marrtiw of mirth and laughter; 
And wheresoeVr thou move, good luck 
Shall lliiig her old shoe after. 

But thou wltt never move from lienee, 
The sphere thy fate allots : 

Thy latter days Increased with iienee 


Go down among the pots r 
Tlmu battenest by tlie greasy gleam 
la liannts of liungty sinners, 

Old boxes, tabled with the steam 
Of thirty thousand dinners. 


We fret, we fume, would shift oul 
skins, 

Would quarrel with our lot ; 

Thy care is, under polish’d tins. 

To serve the hot-anddiol ; 

To conic and go, and come again, 
Returning like the pewit, 

And watch'd by silent gentlemen. 
That trifle with the cruet. 




Live long, ere from thy topmost head 
'File tlikk-sei hazel dies; 

Long, ore the hateful crow shall tread 
The corners of thine eyes : 

Live long, nbr feel in bead or chest 
t>i;r changeful equinoxes, 

Till mellow Death, like some late >, 
guest. 

Shall call thee from the boxes. 


But when ho calls, and Ihou shalt 
cease 

To pace the gritted floor, 

And, laying down an uiieiuous lease 

tlf life, shalt earn no more ; 

2s’o carved eross-bonus, the types of 
ifeath. 

Shall show thee past to Heaven : 
But carved cross-pi jjcs, and, under' 
iieath, 

A pi]it-|Hit neatly graven. 


LADY ChABK. 

Ir was the time when lilies blow, 

And eioiids are liighest up in air, 
Lord Honahl brought a lily-white doe 
To give Ins cousin. Lady Clare. 

I trow they ilitl not part in scorn : 

1. overs long-bet ro I hM were they : 
They too w*ilt wet I the morrow mom: 
God’s blessing on tbc day I 




LADY CLARE. 


“ He docs not Jove me for my birth. 
Nor for iny Inmis eo broad and fairj 

He loves me for my own true worth, 
And that is well/' said I.»ady Clare. 

In there came old Alice the nurse. 
Said, ** Who was this that went from 
thee 1 " 

“ It wan my cousin/' said Lady Clare, 
** 'IVmorrow he weds wdtb me,” 

“ 0 Geil be timnk'd I ” eaid Alice the 
nurse, 

“That all comes round so just and 
fair : 

Lord Konald is heir of all your lands, 
And you are noi Uiu Lady Clare,” 


•Are ye out of your mind, my nurse, 
my nurse ? ” 

Said Lady Clare, “ that ye speak so 
wild?” 

“As God’s above/’ said Alice tlic 
nurM>, 

“I speak the truth: you are my 
I child, 

“The old Earrs daughter dietl at my 
1 breast ; 

, 1 speak the truth, as I live by bread 1 

I I buried her like my own swind child. 

And put my cliild in her stead.” 


"Falsely, falsely Imvo ye done, 

O mother,” she said, " if this be true. 
To keep the best man under the suu 
So many years from his due/* 

•Kay now, my child,” said Alice the 
nurse, 

• But keep the secret for your life. 
And ali you have will Ih; Lord 
Kona Id’s, 

When you are man and wife/' 

"If I'm a heggar liom,” she said, 

" 1 will s{K«ak out, for 1 dare not lie. 
puli off, pull off, the bnioch of gold. 
And fling the diamond necklace by.” 
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"Nay now, my child,” said Alice the 
nuriM;', 

“ But keep the secret all ye ean.” 

81ic said* " Not so : but I will know 
If there be any faith In man.” 

"Nay now, what faith?” said Alice 
the nurse, 

"The man will cleave unto his 
right.” 

"And he shall have it,” the lady 
replied, 

" Tho’ 1 should die to-night/' 

"Yet give one kiss to your mother 
dear ! 

Alas, my child, I sinii’d for thee.” 

"O mother, mother, mol Iter,” she said, 
" So strange it seems to me. 

" Yet here’s a kiss for my mother dear, 
My mot lie r ilear, if tit is be so, 

And lay your liaiul upfin my head, 
And bless me, mother, ere i go/' 


She clad herself in a russet gown. 

She was no longer Lady Clare: 

She went by dale, and she wcut by 
down, 

With a single rose in her air* 

The lily-white doc Lord Ronald had 
brought 

I.a*apt up fr<tm where she lay, 

I>ropt Iter head in the maUten'a band, 
And follow’d her all the way. 

Down stept I.,ord Ronald from his 
tow*er ; 

"Q laidy Clare, you shame your 
/ worth ! 

Why come you drest like a village 
maid. 

That are the flower of the cartli ? ” 

" If I come drest like a village maid, 

I itm hut as my ftirtunes are : ^ 

1 am a l>C‘ggar iHjrn,” she said, * 

" Aud not the Lady C'lare/' 




126 Tim CAPTAIN 


liiu no Irickn/* »&U\ Lonl Uo- 

IKlltl, 

'* For 1 nm yours in ivortl am! in 
deed. 

riny me no tnoks/' eaiil Lord KonnM, 
** Your riddle is Imnl to read.” 

O and jiroudly stood sJie up ! 

Her iiean within her did not fail r 
She look’d into J^ird Konald’s eyes» 
And told him all her nurse’s tale. 

He laugh’d a laugh of merry seorn r 
He turn’d and kSssM lier where slio 
stood ; 

** If you are not the heiress hom* 

And I “ said he, the next in 
blood — 

" If you are not the lielress bom. 

And I,” said Ins “the lawful heir. 
We two will wed to-morrow morn, 
And you shall still be Lady CJare,” 


THE CAPTAIN. 

A I.nCKSI> OF TUE NAVT. 

He that only rules by terror 
Doeth grievous wrong. 

Deep na llell 1 count his error. 

lA't him hear my song, 

Brnvc the Captain was : the seamen 
Made a gallant erew% 

Gallant sons of EngUsli fn-emen, 
Sailors liold and true. 

But they hated his opjiresslon. 

Stem he was and rash [ 

So for every light tmnsgression 
Doom’d them to the lush. 

Day by day more harsli and cruel 
Seem’d tW Captain's mooii. 
Secret wrath like smodier'il fuel 
iJunit in each man’s hlocul. 

Yet he Imped to pHrehase^ glory, 
Ho|tei] to make tlie name 
Of Ills vessel great in story. 
Wheresoe’er he came. 

So tliey past by capes and islands, 
Many a ha rbur- mouth. 

Sailing under palmy highlanda 
Far within tlie South, 

On a day when they were going 


O’er the lone expanse, 

In the north, her canvaa flowing. 

Hose a ship of France, 

Then the Captain’s color heighten’d. 
Joyful came liis sjieech : 

But a cloudy gladness lighten’d 

In the eyes of each. : 

" Chase,” he said : tlte ship flew for- 
ward, 

Atnl the wind did blow ; 

Stately, lightly, went she Norward, 
Till she near'd the foe. 

Tlien tiiey look’ll at him tlicy hated, 
Had what they desired ; 

Mute witli folded arms they waited — 
Not a gun w as fla*<b 
But they heard the foetnan’s thunder 
H oaring out their doom ; 

All the air was torn in b under. 
Crashing went the boom, 

Spars were sidintcr’d, deeks were shaP 
tcr’d. 

Bullets fell like rain ; 

Over mast ami deck were scatter’d 
Blooii and brains of men. 

Spars were splinterd; decks wera 
broken i ! 

Every mother’s son — 

Down they dropt — no word was 
spoken ^ 

Each besiile Ills gun, j 

On the deeks as they were lying, 
Were their faces grim. 

In their blood, as tliey lay dying, 

Did they smile on him. 
nioRO, in w hom he had reliance 
For Ids noble name, 

With one smile of still deflanco 
Sold him unto shame. 

Shame and wrath his heart eoBt 
founded, 

Pale he turn’d and red. 

Till hiinsidf was deadly wounded 
Falling on ihc dead. 

Dismal error I fearful slaughter 1 
Yenm have wander’d by, 

Side by side lieneatli the water 
Crew and Captain lie; 

There the sunlit oi'ean to«ses 
D’er them mouldering, 

And the lonely seabird crosses 
With one waft of the wing. 
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THE L(*1U) OF BrULlClGIL 

In hur fur In* whi^ppra 
“ If my Ik art l>y vau k-ll, 
llaidii), 1 have wateh’J thee daily. 
And 1 think thou hjv'fti me wtdl/^ 
Shu rc'pUee, in nceeiils faiiiler, 

There is none 1 bve like thee." 

He h hut a laiidiscape-paiiker, 

And a vtlluj^e niaitk-n she. 

He to Ups* that fondly falter, 

Pres^ses hU without reproof i 
U-ada her to the village altar, 

And they leave her father’s roof, 

" I can tnake no marriage present i 
Little can I give my wife. 

Love will make our cottage pleasant, 
And I love thee more than life/' 
They hy jiarks and loilges going 
8ee the lorrlly east lea stand : 
Summer woods, about them Idow ing, 
Made a iiiunnur in the land. 

From deep thought himself he rouses, 
Says to her that loves liini well, 
”1x^1 us see these handsome houses 
Where the wealthy nobles dwell." 
So she goes by him attended, 

Hears him lovingly converse, 

Sees whatever fair and splendid 
Lay betwixt hU home and hers ; 
Ttrks with oak and chestnut shady, 
Parka and order’d gaixlens great, 
Ancient homes of loi^ ami lady. 

Built for pleasure and for stale. 

All he shows her makes him dearer : 

Evermore she seems to ga^e 
On that cottage grow ing nearer, 
Where they twain will spend their 
days. 

0 but she will love him indy 1 
He shall have a cheerful home ; 

She will order all tilings duly, 

When lieneaih hii roof tliey come. 
Thus her heart rejoices greatly. 

Till a gateway she discerns 
With armorial liearings stately, 

Ami beneath the gate she turns; 
gees a mansion more majestic 
Than all those she saiv before ^ 
Many a gallant gay domestic 
Bows Ijefore him at the door. 

And they B|ieak in gentle murmur, 
When they answer to his call, 


While he treads with footsteps firmer. 
Treading on from hall to halL 
And, whih' now she wonders blindly, 
Xor the meaning can divine, 
Proudly turns he round and kindly, 

** Ail of this is mine and thino.'^ 
Tiere he lives in state and hounty, 
Lonl of Burleigh, fair ami free, 

Xot a lonl in all the county 
Is so great a lonl as he. 

All lit oiR-e the color lluslies 

Her swt‘et fact* from brow to chin ; 
As it ivere with shame she blushes, 
And tier s]iirit changed within. 
Then lier eountenaiiee all over 
Pule again as deatli did prove: 

But he clasp'd lier like a lover, 

And he cheer'd her soul with love. 
So she strove against her weakness, 
Tho* at limes her sjdrit sank : 
Shaped her heart with woman’s meek- 
ness 

To all duties of her rank : 

And a gentle consort made he, 

And her gentle mind was such 
That she gri;w a noble lady. 

And the i7eo]>le loved her much. 
But a trouble weigh’d upon her, 

And |K*rplex’d her, night and morn, 
With the hurt hen of an honor 
Unto which she was not born* 

Faint slie grew, and ever fainter. 

And she inurmur’d, “Uh, that he 
Were onec more that hindscape- 
painter. 

Which did win my heart from me!" 
So she drooti'd and droop’d before him. 
Fading slowly from lits side i 
Three fair children first she bore him, 
'riien larfore her time she dieiL 
Weeping, weeping late and early, 
W'alkiiig up and pacing down, 
Det‘|>ly inoiini^d the l.onl of Burleigh, 
Burleigh house hy Stamfuril-town. 
And he came to look upon her. 

And he lo<ik'd at her and said, 

** Bring the dress and pul it on her, 
Tiiat she wore wlii^n she was wed," 
Then her people, softly invading, 
Bore to earth her body, drest 
In the dress that she was wed in, 

That her spirit might have rest* 
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THE VOYAGE. 


THE VOYAGE, 

I, 

We lt?ft Iwhind tlia piiintcci buoy 
That at the harbor^iuoiith ; 

Atid tnadl)' danced our hearts with joy. 
As fast we fleeted to the : 

How fresh was every sight and soutnJ 
t hi o]K‘tT timhi or winding shore ! 

Wo knew iho merry wortd was round. 
And we iiiigiit salt fur evemiure, 

II. 

Warm broke the breeze against the 
brow. 

Dry sang tlie tackle, sang the sail : 
Tlie Lady V-hearl ujion the prow 
Caugiit the siiriil salt, and slieetM 
the gale* 

The broad seas swellM to meet the 
keel* 

And swept behind ; so quick the run, 
We fell the good ship shake and reel, 
Wo seem’d to sail into the Sun I 

111 * 

How- oft we saw the Sun retire. 

And burn the threshold of the night, 
Fall from his Oeeandaue of Are, ^ 

And sleep bcncatli his pillar'd light I 
How oft the purple-skirted rolie 
(Jf twilight slowly downward drawn, 
A$ tliro* tile slnmlier of the glid>e 
Again we dasiiM into the dawn ! 

IV, 

New stars all night above the brim 
(If uvaters lighten’d into view ; 

Tliey elirnhVI as quickly, for the rim 
Changed every nioineiit as we flew. 
Far ran the nakeil moon aeross 

Ttie houseless mean's heaving field. 
Or flying shone* the silver boss 
Of her own halo’s dusky shield ; 

V, 

Tlie peaky islet shifted shafvei, 

High towns on hills were dimly seen, 
We |Hist long lines of Northern capers 
And dewy Northern meadows green. 
We came to warmer waves, and deep j 


Across the iHnmdless east we drove, 
Where thnst* long swells of breaker 
Hweij) 

The nutmeg rocks and isles of clove, 
VI, 

Hy peaks that flamed, or, all in shade, 
Glmmi’d the low coast and quivering 
brine 

With ashy rains, that spreading niaile 
Fantastic plume or sable pine ; 

Ily sands anti steutniug flats, and floods 
Of mighty mouth, we scudded fast. 
And hills and scarlet-mingled woods 
Glow’d for a moiuetit as we past. 

VI r* 

(> hundred shores of happy climes. 
How swiftly stream'd ye by the 
bark 1 

At times the whole sea burn’d, at times 
Willi wakes -if fire we tore the dark ;■ 
At times a earven craft w'ouUI shoot 
From havens hid in fairy bowers, 
Witli miked limbs and llowera and 
fruit. 

But we nor paused for fruit nor 
flowers* 

YIU. 

For one fair Vision ever fled 

Down the waste waters day and 
night* 

And still wo follow’d w'here she led. 

In ho|ie to gain upon her flight. 

Her face was evermore unseen* 

And fixt upon the far seadine ; 

But each man murmur'd, my 
Queen, 

1 follow till 1 make thee mine,’^ 

IX* 

And now wo lost her, now she gleam'd 
Like Fancy made of golden air, 

Now n carter to the prow* she seem’d 
Like Virtue firm, like Knowledge 
fair* 

Now liigJi on waves that idly hurst 
Like Heavenly Hope she crown’d 
the sea. 

And now, the bloodless point po versed, 
She bore tbu blade of Liberty, 
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An*l only one among us — liini 

We pU'Hstfd not — he vvjis HeUloin 
pleuxvd : 

Hv saw not far: Im tree wore dim r 
But ours lie swoiv wore nU dbojiM-iJ, 
"A ship of fouls/* he shrk-lt'tl in spile, 
*^A ship t>f fools/* he sneer 'U nml 
wept. 

And overlHjard one stormy niglit 
He east his body, and on we swept. 

XI. 

And neror sail of ours was furl'd, 

Kor nnehor clropl at eve or mum ; 
We Ifiv'il the glori*‘s of llie world, 

Bui laws of nature were our seorn. 
For blasts would rise and rave aud 
cense. 

But whence were those that drove 
the sail 

Across the whirlwind’s heart of peace, 
And to and thro* the counter gsile t 

%tu 

Again to colder elinies we came. 

For still we follow'd where she led : 
Kow male is blind aud captain liinie, 
And lialf tlie crew are aiek or dead, 
But, blind or lame or sick or sound, 
We follow thill which Hies before : 
We know the inerr^v world is round, 
And we may sail for evermore. 


SIR LAUNCFXOT AND 
QUEEN GUINEVERE. 

A FR.lOWnXT, 

Line souls that balance joy and pain. 
With tears and smiles from heaven 
again 

The inahlen Spring upon the plain 
Came in a sundlt fall of rain. 

In crystal vapor everywhere 
Blue isles* of heaven laugh'd Indweeu, 
And far, in fon^st-deeps unseen, 

The topmost elm-tree gather'd green 
From draughts of balmy air. 


Horne times the linnet piped his sung : 
Sonielinu's the ihrusile whistled 
strung: 

Homeliines the sparhiiwk, wheel'd 
along, 

llusl/d all the groves from fear of 
wrong : 

By gniss^y eapes with fuller sound 
In curves the yellowing river ran, 
And drooping chestnut-buds began 
'I'o spreatl into the perfect fan, 

Above the teeming ground. 

Then, in tln» l>oyhood of the year, 

Sir Ennneelot and Queen Guinevere 
Ruile thro* the coverts of the deer, 
WitJi blissful treble ringing clear. 

She siH'in'd a part of joyous 
Spring : 

A goW'H of grass-green silk she wore, 
Buckled with golden clasps Indon^; 

A ligbi-grt'Cii tuft of plumes she bore 
Closed ill a golden ring. 

Now on some twisted ivy-net, 

Now' by sunif! tinkling rivulet. 

In mosses mixt with violet 
Her creain*whiie mule his pastern set: 
And dee ter now she Bkiniu/d the 
plains 

TTinn she whose elfin praneer springs 
By night to eery warbUngs, 

When all the glimmering moorland 
rings 

With jingling bridle-reins. 

As she fled fast thro' sun and shade, 
The hapjiy winds ujKin her play’d, 
Blowing tile ringlet from ilie braid: 
Hhe look'd so lovely* as she sway'd 
The rein with dainty finger-tips, 

A man had given nil other bliss, 

And nil his wiinlly worth for tliis. 

To waste his whole heart in ouo kisa 
Upon her perfect Ups, 


A FAUEWELB. 

Fr.ow down, eold rivulet, to the sea, 
Thy tribute wave deliver : 

No niore by ihee my steps shall be. 
For ever and fur ever. 
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THE BEGGAR MAW. 


Flow, softly flow, by biwo fioH kn, 

A rivuk'l thfri it Hvor; 

No wluTo by tltoo my stops shnll W, 
For tfvor iitii] for ovor 

Hut hore will siffli tUioo nhler lrt*o, 
AmJ bert* thine nsjH-ii shiver; 

Ami bore by thue will Imm the bee, 
For ever luifl for ever. 

A tltouBiintl suns will strenni on thee, 
A tbousAiicl inootiB will quiver; 

Hut not by ihee my steps simll be, 
For ever tiiiij for ever* 


TIIK HiCGGAU 31 A ID. 

He It arms neroas Iier breast siie laiil ; 
8he was more fair than worils can 
say t 

Haro'footeil came fbe tK‘|r‘tar maid 
Before the k^T^^^ Copbetua. 

In robe and crown the king slept down. 
To nietR and greet lier un her way ; 
*' It is no wonder,” sail] the bmis, 

** She is more Ix^autirul than day/* 

As shines the moon in etouded skies* 
She in Jier poor aHirt* was seen : 
One praised her ankles, one her eyes. 
One her dark Imir and lovesume 
mien. 

So sweet a faee, sueli angel grace, 

In all tliat hi mi bad never l*eeii i 
Cophetua sw'are a rciyal oath : 

“This la^ggar maid sluill be iny 
queen 1 ” 


THE EAGr^K. 

rnAoiiEKT. 

Me clasps the crag with erooketl 
hands ; 

Close to the sun in bmely lands, 
l£mg’d w'iib the aisure world, be stands. 

The wrinkled sea iK^nealb bini crawls* 
lie watebes from his inoimtaiii walls, 
And like a thunderbolt be falLi. 


Move east wiml, 1 nippy earth, and leave 
Von orange sunset waning slow ; 
From friugi.*s iif the faded eve, 

I b haiqiy planet, ea si ward go ; 

Till over I by dark shoulder glow 
lliy silver sisler-worbl, and rise 
'I'o glass lierSidf in dewy eyes 
That watch me from tlie glen below* 

A lj, bear me w ith Ibec, smoothly borne, 
Hip forward under starry light, 
And move me to my marriagi'-mom. 
Ami round again to happy night. 

CoMK not, wdien I am deaii. 

To drop thy foolish tears upon my 
grave. 

To trample round my fallen head. 
And vex tlie unhappy dust thou 
wouidsL not save. 

There let the wind sweep and the 
plover cry ; 

But thou, go by. 

Child, if it were thine error or thy 
crime 

1 eare no longer, 1 h ing all unblest : 
Wed whom thou wilt, but I am sick 
of ^Ime, 

Anti I desire to rest. 

Hass on, weak heart, and leave me 
where 1 lie : 

Go by, go by. 


THE LETTERS. 

I. 

Sriri. on the lower sbmd the vane, 

A lilack yew gloom'd the stagnant 
air, 

1 ptHTM aihw'art the chancel pane 
And saw the altar cold and Imre, 

A clog of lead was round my feet, 

A baml of pain across my brow ; 

“ Cold altar, Heaven and earth shall 
meet 

Before you hear my marriage vow,” 

IE 

1 turn'd and hummM a bitter song 
That mock'd the whoksome human 
heart. 


THE Vision OF Sm 



Ami then xvq met in wrath and wrong, 
Wi* inel, but only nieatil to jMirt. 
Full cold iiiy gnx*tiiig wus and dry ^ 
She fuintly sin lied, sbo hardly 
moved ; 

I saw with lialf*uncon»cinns eye 
Sliii wore the colors 1 ajuirovcd* 

lit. 

She took the little ivory client, 

With half n sigh she tiini'd the key, 
Then raised her head with lli>fl coni- 
pn»st, 

And gave my letters Imek to mo. 
Aud gave the trinkets and the tings. 
My gifts, when gifts of mine could 
please- ; 

As looks a father on the things 
Of his dead son, 1 look'd on these- 

IV. 

Siio told me alt her friends had said ; 

. [ raged against the public liar ; 

She ti^kM a« if her love were dead, 
lint in iny w<jrds were seeds i*f lire* 
« No more of love ; your sex is known ; 

1 never will W twice deceived. 
Henceforth I trust the man alone, 

The woman cannot Lc believed. 

V. 

“Thro* slander, meanest spawn of 
Hell — 

And women's slander is the worst, 
And you, whom once I lov'd so well, 
Tlmi*you, my life will be aceurst.** 
1 spoke with heart, and lieat ami force, 
I shook her breast with vague 
alarms — 

Like tom-nts from a mount nin sour<'c 
We rush'd into each other's arms* 

VI. 

Wc parted : sweetly gleamM the starsi 
Anil sweet the vapor-braided blue, 
Low breezes fann'd the belfry bars, 
As liomcward by the <diureh I drew, 
Tlie very graves apt war'd to smile. 

So fresh they rose in shadow'd 
swells ; 

“Dark ijorch,” I said, "and silent 
aisle. 

Then- comes a sound of marriage 
bells. 


THK VIRION OF SIN, 


1 If A II a visirin when the night was late : 

A youth eame riding toward a palace^ 
gate, 

lie rode a Jiorse with wings, that would 
have How 11 , 

But that his heavy rider kept him 
down. 

And from tile palace came a child of 
sin, 

And took him by tlic curls, and led 
hi til In, 

Where aiit a coinpany with heated 
eyes. 

Expecting when a fountain should 
nrixe : 

A sleepy light upon their broivs and 
h|is — 

As when the sun, a crest'ent of eclipse, 

Dreams over lake and lawn, and isles 
and ni|K'8 — 

Suffim^d ilicni, sitting, lying, languid 
shaiK-«, 

By heaps of gounls, ami skins of wine, 
and piles of gra[jes* 

tL 

Tlien methought I heard a mellow 
sound, 

Gathering up from all the lower 
ground ; 

Nnrrowing in to where they sat assem- 
bleil 

Low volu])tuoua music winding ireiu- 
bled, 

Wov'n ill circles; they that heard il 
sigh'd, 

l^autcd hand in-lmnd with faces pale. 

Swung Ihemselvcs, and in low tones 
n?plied i 

Till the fountain spouted, showering 
wide 

Sleet of diamond-drift and pearly hail ; 

TJien the- music touch'd the gates and 
dieil ; 

Bose again from where it sceiu'il to 

fail, 

StonuM in orbs of sung, a growing 
gale ; 
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THE VISION OF SIN. 


Till tbronf^inj? in nml in, tu where (hoy 

As ’Iwero a huiMlred-thrcjatod 

ITie 8t run^f tempos t nous treble tiirohh*<1 
aiul palpitiiteil ; 

Ran ill to its giddiest whirl of sound, 
t'niij^ht the b]mrkLe!>, and in etrcU'S, 
RurpJo f^auzes^, golden huajes, liquid 

Flung the torrent rainbow round : 
Then tliey started from tlielr places, 
Moved witli violetiee, changed in huoi 
Caught each other with wild griniaees, 
llaltdn visible to the view, 

Wheeling with preeijutnte paces 
To the inohidy, tiN llioy flew, 
llnir, and eyes, and liinhs, and faces. 
Twisted Imnl in heree embraces, 

Like to Furies, like to (.iraees, 
l>)ish*d together in blinding dew i 
Till, kiird with some luxurious agony. 
The iiervcMiissolving nielmly 
Flutter’d headloug from the sky. 


III. 

And tlion T look’d up tovrard a moun- 
tain traid, 

Tliat girt the region with high cUlT and 
lawn : 

I saw that every morning, far with- 
drnivn 

Heyond the darkness and the eatarard, 

God made Himself an awful rose of 
dawn, 

Unheeded : and detaching, fold by fold, 

From those still heights, and, slowly 
drawing nesir, 

A vapor heavy, hueless, formless* cold, 

Came floating on for many a month 
and year* 

Unheeded: and t thought I would 
have spoken, 

And warn'd that madman ere it grew 
too late : 

But, as in dreams, I could not. Aline 
was broken, 

When that cold vapor touch’d the 
imlitce gate. 

And Uhk’d again. 1 saw w ith in my 
head 


A gray and gap-toothM man ns lean 
ns death, 

Wlio slowly rode across a wither'd 
heath. 

And lighted at a ruin’d inn, and said : 


IV. 

" Wrinkled ostler, grim and tliin! 

I leix- is euHlom come your way ; , 
Take my brute, and lead him in* 
hiull liis rihs with mouldy hay. 

^'Bitter imrmaid, waning fast! 

See that sheets are on my bed ; 
Wlint ! the llow'er of life Is past; 

It is long before you wed. 

" Sn]>-shnd waiter* lank and sour. 

At tlic Dragon on the heath I 
l^'t us have a quiet hour* 

Let us hoh-and-nob with Death. 

« 

“ r nm old* but let me ilrink ; 

Bring me sjaees* bring me wine ; 

1 ri'ineniher* w hen I think* 

That my youth was half divine. 

“ Wine is gnoil for shriveirtl lips. 
When a blanket wTiips the day, 
When the rotten woiHlIand drips* 

And the leaf is stamp’d in clay. 

" Sit thee ilowui and have no shame. 
Cheek by jowl, and knee by knee * 
What cBre I for any name 1 
What for order or degree 1 

J.et me strew thee up a peg : 

I.et me loobc thy tongue with wine : 
C.-illesi thou that thing a leg I 

Which is tliinnesC I thine or mine f 

*’ Thou slialt not he saved hy works i 
Thou hast been a sinner too r 
HuinM trunks on wither’d forks. 
Empty scarecrows, 1 and you 1 

Fill the cup, and fill the ean: 

Have a rouse before the morn : 
Every moment ilies a man* 

Every moment one is bom. 


THE VISION OF SIN 


135 


“ We ftre men of ruin^il blmwl; 

Tlietvfore it we nre wise, 

fu\i UTi} we tlmt love lire mud, 
iUsint' to no fancy-liies, 

“Xame ami fainol to f\y r^ublirne 
Thro' the courts, llie camps, tlie 
fchools. 

Is to lx* tile liall of Time, 

Bamiied by the hands of fools* 

"FriemlsliipJ — to Iw two in onc^ — 
Let the canting luir jmek 1 
Well 1 know, when I am gone, 

How she raoutha behind niy back. 

" Virtue ! — to be good and just — 
Every lieart, when sifted well, ^ 

Is a ciot of warmer dust, 

Mix’d with emmiug sparks of hell* 

^'Ol we two as well can look 
Whited thought and eleiiiily life 
As the priest, alKive his Ijook 
Leering at his neighbor’s wife, 

"Fill tlie cup, and fill the can : 

Have a rouse before the mom : 
Every moment dies a man, 

Every moment one is born* 

"Drin^and let tlic parties rave; 

TheJ^are fill'd ftith idle spleen; 
Rising, falling, like a w^ave. 

For they know not wdiat they mean 

“ He that roars for lilierty 
Faster hinds a tyrant's power; 

Ami the tyrant's cruet glee 
Forces on the freer hour- 

"^Fill the can, and flU tl»e cup ; 

All the windy ways of men 
Are but dust that rises ujj, 

And is lightly laid again. 

"Greet her with applausive bnt'ath, 
Frce<lom, gnyly iloih she tread; 

In her right a civic wreath, 

In h;;r left a Ituman liead, 

" Ko, I love not what is new ; 

Siie is of an ancient house ; 


And 1 think we know the hue 
t ^f that cap upon her browns* 

" lx‘t her go \ her tliirst she slakes 
Where tlie bloody cuTidiiit runs, 

Then her sweetest iiit-al she makes 
On the tirat’buru of her sons* 

" Drink to lofty hopes that cool — 
Visions of a perfm Slate : 

Drink we, last, the puhlie tVMil, 
Frantic lore and frantic liate* 

" Chant me now sonie w'icked stave, 
Till thy drooping courage rise* 

And llie glow-worm nf the grave 
Glimmer in lliy rheumy eyes* 

" Fear not thou to loose thy tongue ; 
Set thy hoary fancies free ; 

Wiiat is loathsome to the young 
Savors well to thee and me* 

** Cliange, reverting to the years. 
When thy nerves eoubi niitierstand 

What liiert» is in loving tears. 

And the warmth of hand in hand* 

“ Tell me tales of thy first love — 
April hopes, the fools of chance; 

Till the graves begin to move, 

And the dead begin to daiiee. 

" Fill the can, and fill the cup ; 

All llie windy ways of men 

Are blit dust that risee up, 

And is lightly laid again. 

"Trooping from tlicdr mouldy dens 
The ciia]Kfa1len circle spreads: 

Welcome , f e 1 1 o w<'i 1 1 !!ens, 

Hollow hearts and empty heads ! 

“ You arc hones, and what of that I 
Every face, however full, 

Tailded round wdtli flesh and fat. 

Is but modeird on a skulU 

"Death is king, and Vi vat Hex ? 
'In*ad a measure on the stones, 

Maiiam — if 1 kimw your sex, 

From tile fasliioii of your bunea* 
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** Xo, 1 rnnnot praUt* llic fin? 

liL your oyc? — nor yot your lip: 

All iliii iijoro lU* I u^lnuro 
JoiuU of ouuniug worknmnHldp- 

«Lol God'a likoness — the ground- 
plan — 

XcitliLT uioclt'ird* gla5Socl, nor 
framed; 

liujifl mo, thou rough aketcli of man, 
FikT too naked to bo chained 1 

Drink to Fortune, drink to Chance, 
^Vliile we keep a little breath ! 
Drink to heavy Ignorance ! 

Jlob-and-iiob with brother Death ! 

“ Thou art mazed, tlio night U long, 
Aiul the longer night h near: 

WImt t I am not all sla wrong 
As a bitter jest is dear- 

** Ynutliful hopes, by scores, to all. 
When the locks are crisp and curFd ; 
Unto me my niaudlin gall 

And my mockeries of the world. 

Fill the cup and fill the can : 

Mingle madness, iiiinglo scorn 1 
Dregs of life, and lees of man : 

Yet we will not die forlorm'' 


V. 

The roiee grew faint ; there came a 
further ebange ; 

Once more uprosetlio mystic mountahv 
ninge ; 

Below were men and horses pierced 
witli worms, 

Ami slowly quickening into lower 
forms ; 

By slianls and scurf of salt, and scum 
of dross, 

UM plash of rzilns, and refuse patch'd 
with mo^s. 

Then some one spajte i Behold 1 it 
was a erimc 

Of sense avenged by sense that wore 
with time." 

Another said; ''The crime of seuse 
became 


The crime of malice, ami is equal 
Idame/' 

And one : " He bad not wholly 
quench’d Inh power; 

A little grain of conscience made him 
sour" 

At last 1 heanl a voice upon the slope 

Cry to the summit, '* Is there any 
hope ^ " 

To whifh an answer peal’d from that 
high land, 

Bui in a tongue no man eould under- 
stand ; 

And on the glimmering limit far with- 
drawn 

God made Himself an awful rose of 
dawn. 


ID , 

AFTER REAmHCl A LIFE A3^D LETTERS, 

“ Cursed b0 he that movw my hom ■/* 

Shaktifpfare’t Kj/ititpk, 

You might have won the I'md’s name. 
If such he worth the winning now, 
And gain'd a laurel for your brow 
Of sounder leaf than 1 can claim ; 

But you bave made Oie w-iser choice, 
A life that moves to gracio# ends 
Thro* troops of unrceording friends, 
A deedful life, a silent voice ; 

And you have miss'd the irreverent 
doom 

Of t hose tliat wear the Poet's crown ; 
Hereafter, neither knave nor clowii 
SlinU hold tlieir orgies at your tomb. 

For now the I*oet cannot die, 

Nor leave his music as of old, 

But r^jund him ere he scarce l>e cold 
Begins the scandal and the cry ; 

“Frochiiin the faults he would not 
show ; 

Break luck and seal ; betray the 
trust : 

Keep nothing sacred ; tls but just 
The many-headed beast should know," 
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M BJiamclesA ! for Ho tUil tmt 
A song that ploasi-iJ m from its 
worth : 

No public life wns his on enrlh, 

Ko blujcon'iJ statesman lie, nor king. 


Ee ga^e the people of his Vst : 
tlia worst he kept, his best He gave. 
My Shakespeare's curse on clown 
and knave 

Who will not let liis ashes rest I 


Wlio make it seem more sweet to be 
Tlie Utile life of Hank and brier, 
Tlic bin! that pipes bis lone desire 
And dies unheard within liis tree. 


Hmn He that warbles long and loud 
And drops at Glory's tomple-gatcs, 
For whom the carrion vuliun- waits 
To tear bis heart before the crowd I 


Tt) E, L,, ON ins TRAVELS IN 
GREECE. 

Illthiax woodlands, echoing falls 
Of water, sheets of summer glass, 
The long divine Feneian pass, 

The vast Akrokernuman walls. 


Toniolirit, Athos, all things fair, 
With such a iHuicil, such a pen, 
You shadow fortli to distant men, 
Itead and felt that 1 was there: 


A glimmering shoulder under gloom 
t tf cavern pillars ; on the swell 
The silver lily heaved and fell ; 
And many a slope was rich in bloom 

From Him that on the mountain lea 
By dancing rivulets fed his Hocks 
To him who sat ujwm the rocks. 
And fluted to the morning sea. 


Brkak, break, break, 
f Jn thy cold gray stones, O Seal 
And 1 would that my tongue could 
utter 

The thoughts that arise in me. 


O well for the fisherman's hoy. 

That he shouts with His sister at 

play I 

O well for the sailor lad. 

That he sings in his boat on the Hay I 


Am! the stately ships go on 
To their haven under the hill J 
But U for the touch of a vanish'd 
hand, 

And the sound of a voice that is 
still] 


Break, break, break. 

At the foot of thy erags, O Sea I 
Blit the tender grace of a day that is 
deatl 

Will never come back to tntv 


Anti trust me while I turn’d the page, 
Ami track'd you still on classic 
groun*l, 

I grew in gladness till I found 
Jly spirits in the golden age. 


For me the torrent ever pour’d 
Anil glisten'd — here and there alone 
'The bruad-liinb’d Gods at random 
thrown 

By fountaiu-unis ; — and Naiads oar'd 


TOE H)ET'S SONG* 

Titk rain had fallen, the FoH arose, 
lie pat^j^’d by the town and out of 
the street, 

A ligl^t wiml blew from the gates of 
the sun. 

And w'iivi'S of shadow went over the 
wheat, 

And be sat him down in a lonely plactSi 
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Aikfl diaiitf^d ii nadoily loud ami 

That nindf tlic ivHd-R%!ran pause in Her 
cloud, 

And the lark drop down at Ida feet. 

Tlio aw allow stopt as he bunted the 
Ik'c* 

The Biiake sllpt under a spray, 

The wild hawk stood with the down 
on hh heuk. 

And stared, with Ids foot on the 
pn‘y. 

And tile nij^htin^^ale thouglit, ** 1 Imve 
sung many songs, 

But never a one so gay, 

For lie sings of w hat the world will Im? 

When the years have died away/* 

THE BBOOK, 

ITf.re, 1>y this brook, we parted ; I to 
tile KasI 

And he for Italy — too late too late: 

One whom the strong sons of the 
%vorld despise ; 

For lucky rhymes to him were scri]i 
and sliare, 

And mellow metres more than cent 
for cent ; 

Nor could he nnderstand Iioav money 
l»rceds, 

Thought it a dead thing ; yet himself 
eon Id make 

The thing that is not as the thing 
that is, 

O had he' lived! Jn our schoolbooks 
we say, 

Of those that held llieir heads nliove 
tlic cro%vd* 

They flourished then or then ; hut life 
in him 

Could scaix^e bo said to flourish, onij' 
toiieh’d 

On sueh a time as goes iM'fore the leaf. 

When all the wood stands in a mist 
of green. 

And nothing perfect: yet the brook 
he lovi-d, 

For whitdi, in branding summers of 
Bengal , 

Or ev’n the sweet half-English Keib 
gherry air 

I panted, seems, as I re-listen to it. 

Prattling tlie tirinirose fancies of the 
boy, 

Tome that loved him ; for ** 0 brook,” 
lie says, 

^*0 babbling brook,” says Edmund m 
his riiynie, 

** Wlicnee come you ? ” and the brook, 
w by not » replies^ 

I rome fmm haiiTilii of root and beni, 

1 a middrn nally, 

And »t}«rk1e out amuiiif ihu feni, 

To hlc:k«r down a vulley. 

By thirty hltlt T hurry down, 
tJr elifj betwi-en ibt* ridges. 

By iwt>iiiy iboTjis, m link* inwn, 

Atid Wf n hujidrcU t)rjd|r<h«. 

Till Intt by rtillip's farm 1 How 

To Join the brUnioluK river, 

For inrn muy come and mvii may go. 
But I go on for cve^r. 

" Poor lad, ho died at Florence, quite 
worn out, 

Travelling to Naples. There is Dam^ 
ley briilge. 

It lias more ivy ; tliere the river ; and 
there 

Stands Philip’s farm where brook and 
river meet, 

I chatter ovrr alony wnya, 
in IllUe t^hAr^w anil ircblcs, 

1 bubble hiio 4-(tt lying liayi* 

I babbio on Llie pi bblH, 

With many a eurre my banka t fret 

Hy many a neld and fallow, 

And mniiy a fairy forelaticl art 

WJUj willow -weed uid tnaJJow« 

1 chatter, rhalter, aa I flow 
'rojolri tlie brliumlng river. 

For iiM'n mny ionse and laea may go, 
Uiit I go uo for ever* 

"But Philip chatter'd more than 
brook or bird; 

Old Philip; all about the fields you 
caught 

Ills weary daylong chirping, like the 
dry 

nigh-elhow’d grigs that leap in sum- 
mer grass. 

f 
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1 vttid about, niifl In nntl out. 

With In- re n bloMom «ail[n]^, 

And iH're lUitl tlu^rct u irtnil, 

And htTO itnd llti’rtr u gruyhu^, 

And hpfn nod tht^re a footiiy flnko 
UiHui iiii!, n# ] tmvc'i 
With iiiany a t,l\xery uat^rbreak 
Abuvti till; K'OldtFD |{rmvi:], 

And draw tlicm nil along, and flow 
To juln iIh' briniinhiff rivt-r, 

For mt-n may tomt- and luea may go* 
Hut J gi» on for ovvr- 

** 0 darling Kalie Willows, lik ont- 
child 1 

A mniiiun of our century, yet most 
lueck ; 

A daugliier of onr meadows, yet not 
coarse ; 

Straight, but as lisMomo as a lia^el 

wauil ; 

Her eyes a ImsUfid Ji7urt% and Jier liaSr 

In gloss and hue llie eheatnul, when 
the shell 

Bivitles fhn*efold to show the fruit 
within. 

" Sweet Katie, once T did her a good 
turn. 

Her and her far-off enusin and lie- 
trotluMl, 

James WiJJows, of one name and 
heart with her. 

For hert* 1 came, twenty years hack — 
the week 

Before I partt'd with pfMir Kclmund , 
crost 

By that old bridge which, half in 
ruins then, 

Still makes a lioary eyebrow for the 
gleam 

'Beyond it, where the watera marry — 
crost, 

WhUihng a random bar of Iloiniy 

I>t)OIl, 

[And push'd at Thilip's garden-gatet 
The gate, 

I^Hatf-parted from a weak and scolding 
hinge, 

[ Stuck; and he clamor’d from n ease- 
ment, ‘ Kun * 

^ Ta Kaiie somewhere in Uie walks 
below. 


* Uun, Katie ! ’ Katie never ran : she 
moved 

To meet me, winding under woodbine 
bowers, 

A little riulierM, with her eyelids 
tlnwr!. 

Fresh aiipledilossom, bluRhing for a 
boon* 

“What was it! less of sentiment 
than sense 

Had Katie ; not illiterate ; nor of those 

Wlio dabbling in the fount of fictive 
tears, 

Ami nursed by mealy-monthVl philan- 
thropies. 

Divorce the Feeling from her mate 
the Deed* 

“ She told me. She and James had 
quarridlM. VVby? 

What cause of (piarrel 1 None, she 
said, no cause ; 

James had noeausc: but when I prest 
the cause, 

I learnt that James had flickering 
jealousies 

Whitdi anger’d her. Who anger’d 
James ^ 1 said. 

Hut Katie sna Idl'd her eyes at once 
frotp mine, 

A n d sk t^tcl I i n g w i t h I ler slen d c r po i n ted 
foot 

Some figure like a wizard pentagram 

Hn ganlen gravel, let my i|nery ]inss 

Ijiclaim’d, ill flushing silence, till 1 
ask’d 

If James were coming. 'Coming 
every day,* 

She answer'd, * ever longing to explain. 

But evermon;* her father came across 

With wime hmg-winded talc, and broke 
him short ; 

And James departed vext with him 
and her.* 

How could 1 help her? 'Would I — 
was it wrong ? ' 

(Claspt hands and that iietitionary 
grace 

Of sweet seventeen subdued me ere 
she spoke) 
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*0 would 1 tiike her father for one Atul linw ho sent the bailiff to the 
hcinr, farm 

For one half-hour, smllet him talk to To learn the priee, ami what the priee 
mv]* he auk 'd, 

And even while she spoke, 1 saw where And Imw the luiiliff swore that lie was 
James mad, 

^fade toward us, like a wader in the Hut he stood firm i and so the matter 
surf, liung; 

Beyond llio brook, waist-deep in He gave them line: and five days after 
fneadqw-sw'feL that 

Hemet tUelaililTai the Golden Fleece, 
"D Katie, what I sufferM for your Who then and there had offer’d some- 
sake ! thing more. 

For in 1 went, and ealTd old lldlip out But lie stood tinn ; and so the matter 
To show the farm: full willingly he Imng; 

rose : He knew the man ; the Colt would fetch 

He led me thro* the short sweet- its prk-e; 

sun lling lanes lie gave them line ; and how hy cliance 

Of his wheal-suburb, bubbling as he at last 

went. ilt tnight be May or April, he forgot. 

He praised his land, his horses, his The last of April or the first of May) 
inaeliines; He found the bailill rhJing by the 

He pniisetl his ploughs, his cows, his farm, 

liogs, his dogs ; And, talking from the point, he drew 

He praised Ids hens, his geese. Ids him in, 

guinea-liens; And there he mellow'd all his heart 

His pigeons, who in session on their | with ale, 

roofs Until they closed a bargain, hand in 

Approved him, bowing at their own hand* 

deserts ; 

Then from the plaintive mother's teat ** Tlmn, while 1 breathed In sight of 

ho took luiven, he, 

Her blind and sliuddering puppies, Poor ftdlow, could he help it 1 rccom. 

naming each, im need, 

And naming those, his friends, for And ran thro* all the coltish chromele, i 
whom they were: M ild Will, Hlaek Bess, Tantivy, 

Then crost the common into Pamley Tally ho, 

those Befomi, \Vhite Itosc,Bellerophon,the 

To show Sir Arthur's deer. In copse Jilt, 

and fern Arhaees, und lUienomenon, and the 

Twinkled the innnmerahle ear and tail. rest, 

I'hen, sealed on a bertamt-rooted bet-eh. Till, not to die a listener, 1 arose. 

He pointed out a paatunng coit, and And witli me Philip, talking still; and 
said: 

* Tliat was the four-year-old I sold the We turn'tl our foreheads from the mil- 
Squire.* ing sun. 

And there he told n long long-winded And following our own shadows thrice 
tale luug 

Of how the Squire had stH.m the coll As when they follow'd us from Pliilip*i 
at griiBs, dtior, 

And how it was the thing his daughter Arrived, and found the sun of sweet 
wish'd, content 
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in KnUlii’s anJ all lUingti 
well. 

I fieiil by btrn« nttd rtiuw|' t>loi"» 

1. «lklfj! hy hazt'L t;ovi'rM; 

1 niQVO lb« faimt^mC'noLc 

That grow for baiipy lovun. 

1 illp, 1 iilittt?, f fflonm, 1 gUnr«t 
Among my nkhniiiing swalliiwA; 

1 [Dab« thv iiDtied jtuDtiK'nm thuicv 
AgilDjit my undy abalJawa, 

I mnnnnr under mcMiti atHi »tan 
til bnimbly wLldi-rtiiiM'A:: 

I Unger by my ah I ugly iKirai 
1 loiicr round luy crfuikwi; 

And out again I nnivn nnil flow 
To Join the brimming river* 

For melt may mmo nnet uteu may go, 
ilut 1 go ua for ever. 

Yei, mm may come and go ; and tlioflo 
are gone. 

All gone. My den rest brotlier, ICd- 
mnnd, steeps, 

Kot hv the well-known stream and 
Vusiic sjilre, 

But unfamiliar Arno, and the dome 

Of BrunelleHcbi ; sleeps in peaee : and 
he. 

Foor Pliilip, of all bis lavish waste of 
wnnls 

Betnains the lean J\ W. on his tomh : 

I scraped the lie lien from it : Katie 
walks 

By the long wash of Australasian seas 

Far off, and holds her head to other 
stars, 

And breatlies in converse seasons. All 
are gone,’' 

So Ijiwrcnce Aylmer, seated on a 
stile 

In the long hedge, and rolling in his 
mind 

Old waifs of rhyme, and bowing o’er 
the brook 

A tonsil rei I head in middle age forloni, 

Mused, and ivas mute. On a sudden 
a low breath 

Of lender air made tremble in the 
hedge 


Tlie fragile tiindweed-bolls and briony 
rings ; 

And lie Jook’tl up. There stood a 
unildeii near, 

^V’aitjng to pass. Jn much amaze he 
stared 

i>n eyes a bashful azure, and on hair 

In gloss anil hue the chestnut, tvhen 
, tlic shell 

Divides threefold to show the fruit 
within : 

Then* w ondering, ask'd her " Are you 
from the farm i " 

Ves,” answer'd she, ''Fray stay a 
little: pardon me ; 

Whnt ilt> they call youT" “Katie." 
“ That were strange. 

What surname ? *’ “ Willows." "Xo 1 " 
“ I’hat is my name." 

“ Iniieed I " ami here he look’d so self- 
perplex t, 

That Katie liiughM, and laughing 
blush’d, lill he 

Laugh’d also, I nit ns one before ho 
wakes, 

Who fwds a gllninieriiig strangeness 
in his dn^ain. 

Then Inokitig at her; “Too happy, 
fresh and fair, 

Too fresh aiul fair in our sail world’s 
ln'st bloom. 

To be the ghost of one wlio liore your 
name 

About these meadows, twenty years 
ago." 

Have you not lienrrl ? ” said Katie, 
we came hiiek. 

Wc bought the farm we tenanted bes 
fore. 

Am I so like her? so tliey said on 
board. 

Sir, if you knew her In her English 
days, 

My mother, as it seems you did, the 
days 

That mo^t she loves to talk of, come 
with me. 

My brother James is in the harvest- 
field t 

But she ^ you will be welcome — ^O, 
come in ! " 
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Dust arc our frnmcs ; and, gilded iXmt, 
our pride 

Looks (>»1 V for ft moment wliole nod 
soxmd ; 

Like that long4>uriwl body of the king, 

Found lying with his urns and onui- 
ments, 

Which rtt a touch of light, an air of 
1 leaven, 

Slipt into ashes, and was found no 
more* 

Here is a story which In rougher 
shape 

Came from a grissrJed cripple, whom 
I saw 

Sunning himself in a waste fiehl 
alone — 

OUl, and a mine of memories — who 
had served, 

Long since, a bygone Hector of the 
place, 

And been himself a part of what he 
told. 

Stn AYL^nn Aylmkh, tliftt al- 
inighty mnn. 

The county l jod — in whose capacious 
luilh 

Hung with a hundred shields, the 
fa in 1 ly t n^e t i ^ A / 1 ^ a 

Sprang frtuii the i itldrill of a priistrate 

Who 4 ie bla/ing wyveni wealliemickM 
the spire, 

Stood from his walls and wing'd Ida 
entry-gates 

And swung hesides on many a %¥jndy 

sign — 

Whose eyes from under a pyramidal 
heat! 

Saw from Ids windows nothing save 

» Ilia o%vn — 

What lovelier of his own had he than 
her, 

His only child* his Edith, whom lie 
loved 

As licirt>«s and not heir regrelfntlyl 

But he that marries liermiarrits her 
name “ 


Tins hat (wmiewhat soothed himself 
and wife, 

Ilia wife a faded beauty of the 

as the Queen upon a card; 

Her all of thought and bearing hardly 
more 

Than Ids own shadow in a sickly sun. 

A land of bops and poppy-mingled 
com. 

Little about it stirring save a brook ! 

A sleepy hind, w'here under the sflint 
wheel 

Tiie same old rut would dt^jwn year 
liy^ year ; 

Where almost all the village had one 
name ; 

Where Aylmer followed Aylmer at 
the Hall 

And Averill Avcrill at the Tlcctory 

Thrice over; so that Hectory and 
Hall, 

Bound in an immemorial intimacy. 

Were open to each other; tho* to 
drt^am 

That Love could Lind them closer well 
had made 

The hoar hair of the Baronet brisilo 
up 

With In^rror, worse than had he heard 
his priest 

rrcaeh an inverted st-ripturc, sons of 
men 

Ihiuglifers of God ; bo sleepy was iho 
land* 

And might not Avcrill, had he w ill'd 
il so, 

Somewhere l>eneftth his own low range 
of roofs. 

Have also set his many-shielded treet 

There was an Aylmer- Averill mar- 
riage once. 

Wlicn the n*d rose was redder thaii 
itself, 

And York's white tobc as rod as Lan- 
caster's, 

With wounded peace which each had 
prii'k'd In death, 

"‘Not proven " AverUt said, or laugle 
ingly 
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" Som e othor ra cc o f A voril I pror 

or no, 

Wlmt cwti he ? what, if other or the 

J ^aine ! 

lie lean'll not on hia fathers but him- 
aeJf. 

But Ix'otin, Ilia brother, livin;^ oft 
With A verill, nn<l a year or two laj^fore 
Call'll to the bar, but ever eall'il away 
By one low voice to one dear neigh* 
borhood, 

Would often, in hia walks with Edith, 
claim 

A distant kinship to the gracious blood 
That shook the heart of Edith hearing 
him. 

Sanguine he was : abut less vivid hue 
Than of that islet in the chestnui- 
bloom 

Tlamed in his cheek ; and eager eyes, 
that atiil 

Took joyful note of all things joyful, 
l>eam'd, 

Beneath a inanelike mass of rolling 
gold, 

Their Wst and lirightest, when they 
dwell on hers, 

Edith, whose pensive beauty, perfect 
else. 

But subject to the season or the mood, 
SIjojic like a mystic siar ladwcen Ibe 
less 

And greater glory varying to and fro, 
We know not wiiendore ; bounti-oiisly 
made. 

And yet so finely, that a troublous 
touch 

Thinned, or would seem to thin her in 
a day, 

A joyous to diiatc, as lownnt the light. 
And these hail been together from the 
first. 

Xeolin's first nurse was, five years 
after, bers : 

So much the Iwy foreran : but when 
his date 

Boubkfl her own, for want of play- 
mates, be 

(Since Averill was a decade and a half 
IBs older, and their parents under- 
ground) 

Had tost his ball and flown his kite, 
and roll'd 

His lioop to pleasure Edith, with her 
dipt 

Against the rusli of Iho air in tho 
prone swing, 

Made IdossomdmU or daisy -clioin, ar- 
range rl 

Her ganlen, sow'il her name and kept 
it green 

In living letters, told her fairy-tales, 
Sbow'd her the fairy footings on tho 
grass, 

"nie little dells of cowslip, fairy palms, 
The jH^fiy niaix>stail forest, fairy 
lunes, 

r>r from the tiny pitted target blew 

What look'd a flight of fairy arrows 
aim'd 

All at one mark, all hitting: make* 

Ik*! i eves 

For Edilti and himself: or else ho 
forgeil, 

But that was later, boyish histories 
battle, bold adventure, dungeon, 
wreck, 

Flights, terrors, sudden rescues, and 
true love 

Crown'd after trial t sketches rude and 
faint, 

But where a passion yet unl>nrn per* 
haps 

T-ay bidden ns the music of the moon 
Meeps in tlie plain eggs of the ntglitln- 
gale* 

And thus together, save for college- 
times 

<lr Tern pleH?a ten terms, a couple, fair 

As ever painter painted, poet sang. 

Or Heaven in lavish bounty moulded, 
grew. 

And more and more, tlie maiden 
woman-grown. 

He wasted hours with Averill; lltcre, 
when first 

The tented win ter- field was broken up 

Into that plialanx of the summer 
spears 

That soon should wear tho garland; 
there again 

^Vlieii ljurr and Line were gather'd; 
lastly there 
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At Cliristims; ever welcome »l the 
IhiiK 

On wbotte ilull eamenesB Kis full tUle 
of youlh 

Broke with n jibosplioresceticrc t-Uarm- 
in^ even 

Jiy bily ; and the Baronet yet had 
la hi 

Ko bar between them : ilull and eelf*' 
hivolvedp 

Tall and ereeb but bendinir from Iub 
height 

With half-allowing STuileu for all the 
worhh 

And miglity courteoUB in the main — 
hU pride 

Lay deeper than to wear it as his 
ring — 

He, like an Aylmer in his Aylmerism, 

Would care no more for Ijeolin's walk- 
ing with her 

Tlian for hUold Ncwfoundlancrs, when 
they ran 

To loose him at the stables, for he 
rose 

Two footed at the limit of his ebnin, 

Koaring to make a third r and how 
shtmld Lo%‘is 

Whom the eross-lightninga of four 
chaiiee-niet eyes 

Flash into fiery life from nothing, 
follow 

Such dear famiUnrities of dawn ? 

Seldoni, but when he does, Master of 
alh 

So theso young hearts not knowing 
that they loved, 

Kot she at least, nor conacious of a 
bur 

Between them, nor by plight or broken 
* * , . , 

Bound, but an tmmemorial intmuiey. 

Wander'd at will, n ml oft aceiinipiinieil 

By Averill : hia, a brotlier's love, that 
hung 

With wings of brooding shelter o er 
her peace. 

Might have l>eeii other, save for 

Leolin's^ — 

Who knows 1 but so they wander'd, 
hour by hour 


(JaiherM the blossom Ibat rebloom'd, 
and drank 

The magic cup that filled itself anew. 

A whisper half reveal’d her to her^ 
self. 

For out Iteyond her lodges, where the 
brook 

Vocal, with here and tliere a silence, 
ran 

By aallowy rims, arose the laborers' 
homes, 

A frequent haunt of Edith, on low 
knolls 

That dimpling died into each other, 
liuts 

At ramloni scatter'd, each a nest in 
bloom. 

Her art, her baud, her eounsel all had 
wrought 

Aliout them : here was one that, sum- 
nierdjlanch'tl, 

Was parcel-hciirded witli the trav- 
eller's joy 

In Autumn, parce l ivy-clad; and hero 

1‘iic warm-blue breathings of a hidden 
heart I t 

Broke from a bower of vine and 
honeysuckle : 

One look’ll all rosetree, and another 
wore 

A close-set robe of jasmine Bowm 
with stars : 

This had a rosy tea of gillyflowers 

AImiui it ; this, a milky- way on earth. 

Like visions in the Kortherndrcanier't 
heavens, 

A lily-avenue climbing to the doors; 

One, almost to the martin-haunted 
eaves 

A summer burial deep in hollyhocks; 

Each, its own charm; and Edith’s 
everywhere ; 

And Kdilh ever visitant with him, 

He but less loved than Edith, of her 
poor : 

For she — so lowly-lovely and so 
loving, 

(Queenly responsive when the loyal 
hand 

Hose frf>m the clay it work'd in as sbs 
past, 
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Kot Bowinj' hedgerow texts and pass* 
ini? hy, 

Kor dealing goodly counsel from a 
heigiit 

Hmt makes the lowest hate jt| but a 
voice 

Of comfort and an open hand of help, 

A splendid presence flattcriiig the 
poor roofs 

Eevered as theirs, but kindlier than 
themselves 

To ailing wife or walling infaney 

Or old bedridden palsy, — was adored ; 

He, bved for her and for himself. 
A grasp 

Having the warmth and muscle of 
the heart, 

A childly way with children, and a 
laugh 

Hinging like proven golden coinage 
true, 

Were no false pass]M>rt to that easy 
realm, 

Whore once with LeoUn at her side 
the girl, 

Nursing a cldld, and turning to the 
warmth 

Tlie tender pink fJve-lx'aded baby* 

soles. 

Beard the good mother softly whis* 
per " Hless, 

God bless 'em: marriages arc made 
in Ileiiven." 

A flash of semi-jealousy clear'd it 
to lier. 

Ify lady’s Indian* kinsman unan- 
nounced 

Will I half a score of swart liy faces 
came. 

Bis own. tlio’ keen and bold and sol- 
dierly, 

Sear'd by the close ecliptic, was not 

fair; 

Jaircr his talk, a tongue that ruled 
the hour. 

The' seeming boastful : so when first 
he dash'd 

Into the chronicle of a deedful day, 

Sir Aylmer half forgot his hi3;y smile 

Of patron (tood ! my lady’s kins- 
maul good I" 


My lady with her fingers hiterloek’d, 
And rotatory thumbs on silken knees. 
Call'd all Jier vita] spirits into each ear 
To listen : unnwan^s they flitted olT, 
Busying themsLdves about the llow- 
erage 

Tliat stood from out a stiff brocade 
ilk which, 

Tiie meteor <if a splendid season, she, 
ttnee with this kinsmuii, nli so long ago, 
Slept thro’ the stately minuci of those 
days r 

But Editli'a eager faney hurried with 
him 

Snatch'd thro' tlie i>erilous passes of 
his Hfe : 

Till lAndin ever watchful of her eye, 
Hated him with a momentary hate. 
Wife-hunting, as the rumur ran, was 
lie : 

I know not, for he sftokc not, only 
showerM 

His oriental gifts on everyone 
And most on Kditli : like a storm he 
came, 

And sliook the house, and like a 
Sturm he went. 

Among the gifts he left her (possibly 
He flow’d ami ebb'd uncertain* to 
return 

When Olliers had bc‘en tested) tliere 
was one, 

A dagger, in rich sheaili with jewels 
on it 

Sprinkled about in gold that branch'd 
itself 

Fine as ice- ferns on January panes 
Ma* le by a brea I h, I know no I 
whence at first* 

Nor of what race, llie work ; but as he 
told 

The story, storming a hill-fort of 
tikieves 

He got it; for their captain after fight. 
His comrades having fought their 
hist 1a.dow, 

Was cliinbiiig up the valley ; at whom 
* he shot ; 

Down from the beetling crag to which 
be clung 

Tumbled the tawny rascal at bis feet. 
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This daggtT with liim, irliicli when 
now nclnrlr^^d 

By Etijtii whmn Liis pleasure waa to 
please, 

At once the costly Sahib yielded to 
bur. 


And I-coUn, coniing after lio was 
gone, 

Toat over all her presents petutanlly: 

And when she showM the wealthy 
scabbard, saying 

^'Ix)ok wtiat a lovely piece of work- 

maiiBhipr' 

Slight was Ids anwser " Welt — I care 
not for it ” i 

Ttion playing with the blade he 
prick'd his liaiuh 

“ A gracious gift to gU’e a lady, this 1 ” 

“But woutil It be more gracious’' 
ask’d the girl 

“ ’Were f to give tills gift of his to one 

That i$ no lady ! “ Uracions ? Xo " 

said lie. 

“ Me t — but I eared not for it* O 
pardon me, 

I seem to l>e ungraeionsncss itself.” 

“Take it" she added sweetly, “ iho' 
hifl gift; 

For I am more ungmcloua ev'n than 
you, 

I care not for it either”; and he saiid 

“ MHiy then I love it" : but Sir Aylmer 
past, 

And neither loved nor liked the thing 
he heard. 

Tile next day came a neighbor. 
Blues anil reila 

They talk'd of ; blues were sure of it, 
be thought : 

Then of the iaiest fox — where started 
— kill’d 

In such A bottom: “Peter had the 
brush. 

My Peter, first " : and did Sir Aylmer 
know 

That great pock -pit ten fellow bad 
bten caught I 

Then made hia pleasure echo, band to 

baud. 


And rolling as it were the substance 
of it 

Between his palms a moment up and 
down — 

“ Tiic biniM were warm, I lie birds were 
warm upon him ; 

Wo have liiin now " : and had Sir 
Aylmer beard — 

Nay, but ho must — the land was 
ringing of it — 

This blacksmith Imrdcr-mairiage — 
one they knew — 

Raw from the nursery — who could 
tru.'t a child I 

Th a t e u rseii F m n ce wi th her egali ties 1 

And did Sir Aylmer (deferentially 

With nearing citair and lower’d ac- 
cent) think — 

For people talk’d — that it was wholly 
wUe 

To lei that handsome fellow Averill 
walk 

So freely with bis daughter! people 
talk’d — 

The boy might get a notion into 
him ; 

The girl might be entangled ere siio 
knew* 

Sir Aylmer Aylmer slowly stiffen ing 
spoke : 

"The girl and feoy, Sir, know their 
differences ! ” 

“ Good,’* said his friend, “ but watch 1 " 
and he, “ Knoiigh, 

More than enough, Birl 1 can guard 
my own." 

They parted, and Sir Aylmer Aylmer 
watch'd. 

Pale, for on her the thundort of the 
house 

Had fallen first, was Edith that same 
night ; 

Pale as the Jephtha's daughter, a 
rough piece 

Of early rigid color, under which 

Withdrawing by the counter door to 
that 

Wbicli f^’olin open'd, she caat back 
upon him 

A piteous glance, and vanish'd, Ite^ 
aa one 
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Caujfht in n Uur»t of utieiiiecEed 
storm, 

And pt*ltt?d with outrtigoouii epi- 
* thets* 

Furujii): iK-hcdd the I'owera of tlie 
lIoUsH! 

On eitlicr side tlio ht>mh, indignnnt ; 
hirr. 

Cooling her false cheek wjtli a feather- 
fan, 

Kim, glaring, by Im own stale di vH 
B purr'd. 

And, like a beaat hard-ridden, breath- 
ing Imrd. 

'‘Ungenerous, dishonorable, base, 

l^umptuous 1 trusted as he was with 
her, 

Tlie sole Biicceeder to their w-ealth, 
their lands, 

The last reinaining pillar of IheSr 
house. 

The one transmitter of tbcir aodent 
name, 

Hieir ehiid.” "Our fhildJ" "Our 
heiress I " for siiU, 

Like eehcH's from Uyond a hoMuw, 
eariie 

Her sicklier iteration. Last he sairl, 

"Boy, mark mel for your fortunes 
arc to nmke. 

I swear you shall not make them out 
of mine, 

Kow inasmuch as you haTe practised 
on her, 

Perplex t her, made her half forgot 
herself, 

fiwerre from her duty to herself and 
us — 

Things in an Aylmer deem'd impos- 
sible, 

Far sa we track ourselvca^I say 
that this — 

Else I withdraw faror and counte- 
nance 

From you and yours for ever — shall 
you do, 

Sir, when you si*e her — but you shall 
not see her — 

No, you shall write, and not to her, 
but me: 

AuJ you sitall say that Imving spoken 
with mcj 



And after look'd into yourself, yon 
find 

That you meant nothing — as indeed 
you know 

That you meant nothing. Such a 
match a» thtsi 

I mposHilde, prodigious I " These were 
wiirdB, 

As meteil hy his measure of himself, 

Arguing iMiundJessJorbearance : after 
wdiich. 

And Leolin s horror-stricken answer, 

“I 

Bo foul a traitor to myself and her, 

Xerer oh never,” for aljout as long 

As tJie wind-hover iiaiigs in balance, 
paused 

Sir Ayhner reddening from tlic storm 
within, 

Then broke alt bonds of courtesy, and 
crying 

" Boy, should I find you by my doors 
again. 

My men shutl lash you from them like 
a dog j 

Hence!’* with a sudden execration 
drove 

The fmjtHtool from before him, and 
arose ; 

So, stammering "scoundrel” oat of 
teeth tlirit grtmnd 

As m a ilrcadful dream* ivhile Leolin 
still 

Hetreaied half-aghast, the fierce old 
man 

Follow'd, an<f under ills own lintel 

Btciod 

Storming with lifted hands, a boary 
face 

Meet for the reverence of the heartlu 
but now. 

Beneath a pale and uiiimpassion'd 
moon, 

Vext with unworthy madness, and 
deform’d. 

Slowly and conscious of the rageful 
eye 

That watch'd him, till he heard the 
p^mderouB door 

Clos4.% cm si ling with long echoes thro' 
ibe land. 
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Wetit ; then, hia pafisions all 

In Hood 

And mnstcnt of Ins motion, fnrionsly 

Down thro' ttio bright lawni to hii 
brothor'f mn, 

And foanrd away bU heart at Arer* 
iir» ear: 

Whom AverlLL solaced as !io tnIgUti 
amased : 

The man was hts^Jiad been Ills fath* 
er'fl, friend: 

Ho must liavo seen, himself bad seen 
It long ; 

He must have known, liimself had 
ktiow^n: besides, 

Ho never yet had set Ids dauglitcr 
forth 

Hero in ilio womammarkets of the 
west, 

Whero out Caucasians let tbomsolvos 
be sold. 

Borne one, ho thought, had slander'd 
J^oHn to hiiin 

“Brother, for 1 have loved you more 
as son 

limn brother, let me tell you : I my- 
self — 

What is their pretty saying ^ jilted, 
is ill 

Jiltcfl I was : I say it for your peace, 

I'ain'd, and, as bearing in myself tbe 
shanie 

The woman should have borne, humili- 
ated, 

1 lived for years a stunted sunless life ; 

Till after our gfwd parents past away 

Watching your growth, 1 seem'd again 

to IfTOW, 

Ix^lin, I almost sin in envying yon: 

The very whitest lamb in all my fold 

Loves you: i know her: the worst 
thought she has 

la whiter even than her prtdty hand : 

She must prove true: for, brotherj 
where two Hght 

The strongest wins, and truth and love 
are strength. 

And you are Inippy : let her parenU 
be." 

But I^oHn cried out the more upon 
them — 


Insolent, brainless, heartless 1 heireM, 
wcJillh, 

Their wealth, their heiress 1 wealth 
enough was theirs 

For twenty matches. Were ho lord 
of this. 

Why twenty hoys and girls slioulil 
marry on it, 

And forty blest ones bless 1dm, and 
himself 

Be wealthy still, ay wealthier. He 
believed 

Thii Hlihy marriage-hindering Maiii« 
mon made 

The harlot of the cities : nature crost 

Was mother of the foul acluJterh a 

That sa t u ra to sou I wi t h body . N a 
ti>ol name. 

Their ancient name I they be 

proud ; its worth 

Was being Edith's. Ah how pale she 
had look'd 

Darling, to-night I they must have 
rated her 

Beyond all tolerance. Tliese old 
pheasantdnrds, 

These partritlgc-breeders of a tlioa- 
sand years. 

Who had tniidew'd in their thousandi^ 
doing nothing 

SincolCgbert — why, the greater their 
disgrace t 

Fall back upon a name I rest, rot in 
that! 

Not ktqi it noble, moke it nobler f 
foots, 

With such a vantage-ground for nobte- 
ness I 

He had known a man, a quint essence .< 
of man* 

The life of all — who madly loved — 
and he. 

Thwarted by one of these old faihcit 
fools, 

Had rioted his life out, and made aa 
end. 

He would not do it! her sweet face 
and faith 

Held him from that : but he had pow- 
ers, he knew it: 

Back would he to his studies, make a 
name. 
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Kame, fortune too r the world should 
ring of hitii 

To shame tl»e»e mouldy Ay 1 mors iu 
their graves : 

Chaucol lor, or wlmt is greatest would 
he be — 

"0 brother* 1 am g^^evc^d to learn 
your grief — 

Give me my fling, and let roe say my 
say.” 

Ac whieli* like one tliat secs his own 
exoess, 

Aufl easily forgives It as Ids own, 

He laugh'd : and then was mule ; hut 
presently 

IVept 1 ike a storm : and houest A verill 
seeing 

How low bis hrotticr'a mood had fallen, 
feteliM 

His fichost iK^swing from a binn 
served 

For batiqueis, praised tlie waning rod, 
ami told 

Tlie vintage — when ihU Aylmer came 
of age — 

Tlien drank and past it; till at lenglb 
the two, 

Tlio^ Leo Lin flamed and fell again, 
ngn;*ed 

That much allowauco inust be made 
for men. 

After nn angry dream this kindlier 
glow . 

Faded with morning, but his purpose 
held. 

Yet once by night again the lovers 
met, 

A perilous meeting under the tall pines 

That darkeiiM all the northward of 
her LUH. 

Him, to her meek and modest bosom 
prest 

la agony, she promised that no force, 

Fiersuai»ion, no, nor death could alter 
her; 

He, passionately hopefuller, would go, 

Labor for his own Edith, and rotum 

In tueh a sunlight of prosperity 

He should not be rejected, ** W rite to 
mel 


Tliey loved me, and because I love 
their child 

They hiite me : there is war between 
us, dear. 

Which breaks alt bonds but ours; we 
must retnatn 

Sacred to one another," So they 
talk'd, 

Foor eliildrtm, for their comfort : the 
wind blew; 

The rain of heaven, and their own 
bitter tears, 

Tears, and the careless rain of heaven, 
mixt 

Upon their faces, as they kiss'd each 
other 

In darkness, and alwve them roar'd 
ttie piue.. 

So T^olin went ; and as we task our- 
selves 

To learn a language known but smat- 
tering ly 

In phrases here and tboTe at random, 
toilM 

Mastering the lawless science of our 
law, 

That cwleless myriad of precedent, 

That wilderness of single instance's, 

Tiiro' wliieii a few, by wit or fortune 
led, 

May beat a pathway out to wealth and 

fame. 

The jests, that flash'd about the plead- 
er’s room, 

Lightning of the hour, the pun, the 
senrriLous tale, — 

Old seandals buried now seven decades 
deep 

In otiier scandals tiiat have lived and 
died. 

And left the living scandal that shall 
die — 

AVero dead to him a I ready ; bent as he 
was 

To make disproof of scorn, and strong 
In hopes. 

And priHligal of all bralndabor he. 

Charier of sleep, and wine, and exer- 
cise, 

Except when for a breathing-while at 
eve. 
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Some niggard fraction of an liour, lio 
ran 

Beside the rivor-ljank : and then indeed 

Harder the times were, and the Jiands 
of power 

Were blood ier, and the according 
hearts of men 

Scem*d harder too ; but the soft river- 
breeze, 

Which fatm’d the gardens of limt rival 
rose 

Yet fragrant in a heart remembering 

His former talks with Kditli, on him 
UreathtMl 

Far purelier in his rushings to and fro, 

After his books, to fhish his blotid witli 
air« 

I'hen to ids hooks again. My lady's 
cousin, 

Haif-sickening of his pension'd nfier- 

11 (Hm, 

Brovo In upon llie student once or 
twice, 

Ean a Malayan amuck against the 
times, 

lliwl golden hopes for Franco and all 
mankind. 

Answer’d all queries touching those at 
home 

With a heaved shoulder and a saucy 
smile. 

And fain had lialed liim out into the 
world, 

And air'd him there : Ids nearer friend 
would say 

" Screw not the chord too sharply lest 
it snap,*' 

Then left alone he pluck'd her dagger 
forth 

From where his worldless heart had 
kept it warm, 

Kissing hts vows upon it like a knight. 

And wrinkled benchers often talk'd of 
him 

Approvingly, and propliesled his rise: 

For heart, I think, help'd head : her 
letters too, 

'Flio' far between, and coming fitfully 

Like broken music, written as she 
found 

Or made oeeasign, being strictly 
watch'd, 


Charm'd him thro’ every labyrinth till 
he saw 

An end, a hope, a light breaking upon 
him. 

But they that cost her spirit into 
flesh. 

Her worldly-wise begetters, plagued 
the nisei ves 

To lell lier, those good parents, for her 
good. 

Whatever oldest-bom of rank or 
wealth 

Might lie within their compass, him 
they lured 

Into their net made pleasant by tbo 
baits 

Of gold and beatity, wooing him to woo. 
So month by month the noise about 
their tloors, 

And distant blaze of those dull ban- 
quets, made 

The nightly wirer of their innocent 
hare 

Falter ladore he took It, All in vain. 
Sullen, defiant, pitying, wroth, return'd 
fiCoUn'i rejected rivals frtmi their suit 
So often, ilmi the folly taking wings 
SUpC o'er those lazy limits down the 
wind 

With rumor, and liecameJn other Helds 
A mockery to the yecmien over ale, 
And laughter to their lords : but thos# 
at home. 

As hutiiers round a hunted ereaturu 
draw, 

Tim cordon close and closer toward 
the death, 

Narrow'd her goings out and coming! 
in; 

Forlisde her first the house of .iverill, 
Then closed lier access to the wealthier 
farms, 

Last from her own home-circle of the 
pofjr 

They barr'd her: yet she boro it: yet 
her cheek 

Kept color : wondrous 1 but, O mysteiy 1 
Whttt amulet drew her down to that 
old oak. 

So old, that twenty years before, a 
part 
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Falling had let appear the brand of 
Jolin — 

Onut? gruvelike, each huge arm a tree, 
but mw 

Tlie brtiken baae of a black tuwer, a 
cave 

Of touchwTfjod, with a single flourish- 
ing spraj. 

There the manorint lord too curiously 

Baking in tliat nilUemiial touchwood- 
dust 

Found for himself a bitter treasure- 
trove ; 

Burst his own wjvem on the seal, and 
read 

Writhing a letter from his child, for 
which 

Came at the tnoment T^olin*semiK.^aty% 

A crippled lad, and coming turn’d u> 

But seare^l with threats of jail and 
halter gave 

To him that lluster’d Ida poor parish 
wits 

The letter which he brought, and swore 
besides 

To play their go-between as heretofore 

Kor let then* know themselves be* 
tmy’d ; and then, 

BouI-«trickon at their kindness to lum, 
went 

Hating his own k-an heart and miser- 
able. 

Thenceforward oft from out a despot 
dream 

The father panting woke, and oft, as 
dawn 

Aroused the black republic on bis elms, 
1 Sweeping the frothSy from the fescue 
brush’d 

; Thro’ the dim meadow toward Ids 
treasure-iriive, 

Seized it, took home, and to my lady, 
— who made 

A downward crescent of Jier minion 
mouth. 

Listless in all despondence, — read; 
/ and tore, 

t As if the living passion symbol’d there 
I Were living nerves to feci the rent; 

[ and burnt. 


Now chafing at bis own great self 
defied, 

Now^ Striking on huge stumbling-blocks 
of scorn 

In baby isms, and dear diminutives 
Scatter’d all over the vocabulary 
i>f such a love as tike a chUldeu child, 
After much wailing, hush’d itself at 
last 

Hopeless of answer: then tho’Averill 
wrote 

And bade him with good heart sustain 
himself — 

All would be well — the lover heeded 
not, 

But passionately restless camo and 
went, 

And rustling once at night almut the 
place, 

There by a keeper shot at, slightly 
hurt, 

Hagingreium'd : nor was it w ell for her 
Kept to the garden now, and grove of 
pines, 

WatcliVi even there ; and one w-ns set 
to watch 

The watcher, and Sir Aylmer watch’d 
them all, 

Ycl bit Lerer from his readings: once 
indeed, 

WarmM with his wines, or taking pride 
in hotp 

Slio look’d so sweet, Ite kiss’d her 
tenderly 

Not knowing what possess’d him : 
that one kiss 

Was Leolin’s one strong rival upon 
earth ; 

Seconded, for my lady follow’d suit, 
Seem’d hope’* rcturnltig rose: and 
then ensued 

A Martin’s summer of his faded love, 
onleat by kindness ; after this 
lio seldom eroat his child without a 
sneer ; 

The mother dow’d in shallower acrinio* 
nies : 

Never one kindly smile, one kindly 
word ! 

So that the gentle creature shut froia 
all 

Her charitable use, and face to face 
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With twenty toonlhi of silcfice, slowly 
lust 

Nor gmntly eared to lose, her hold on 


Itfe. 

Last, some low fever ranging round 
to spy 

The weakness of a people or a house. 
Like flies that haunt a wound, or deer. 


or men, 

Or almost all that is, hurting the 
hurt — 

Save Christ as we believe him — found 
the girl 

And flung her down up 9 n a couch of 


fire. 

Where careless of the household faces 


near, 

And crying upon the name of IX!olin, 
Slie, and with her the race of Aylmer, 
pasL 


Star to star vibrates light: may 
soul to soul 

Strike thro' a finer clement of her 
own^ 

So, — from afar, — touch as at once 1 
or why 

That night, that moment, when slie 
named Ids name, 

Did the Is^^en shriek “Yes love, yes, 
Kdith, yes,** 

Shrill, till the comrade of his cham- 
bers woke. 

And came upon liiin half-ariseii from 
sleep, 

With a weinl hriglit eye, sweating and 
trembling, 

His hair as it were crackling into 
fiames. 

His body half flung forwanl in pursuit, 

And his long arms stretched as to grasp 
a flyer r 

Nor knew he wlicrefore he had made 
the cry ; 

And being miieli befool’d and idioted 

By the rough amity of the other, sank 

As into sleep again* The second day, 

Mv ladv’s Indian kinsman rushing in, 

a' breaker of the bitter news from 
liome. 

Found a dead man, a letter edged with 
death 


Beside him, and the dagger which him- 
sedf 

Gave Ediili, redden'd with no bandit's 
blooil ; 

" From Ediili " was engraven on the 
blade* 


Then Averill went and gazed upon 
his death* 

And when he came again, Ida flock 
bidieved — 

Beholding how the years which are 
not I'imc’a 

Had blasted him — that many thou- 
sand days 

W\»re dipt by horror from his term 
of life* 

Yet the sad mother, for the second 
death 

Scarce toucird her thm* that neamesi 
uf the first. 

Anil being used to find her pastor 
texts, 

Sent to the ii arrow’d brother, praying 
him 

To speak before the people of iier 
child. 

And fixt the Sabbath* Darkly that 
day rose : 

Autumn’s mock sunshine of the faded 

WOO^]8 

Was all the life of it; for hard on 
these, 

A breathless burthen of tow-folded 
heavens 

Stifled and chill’d at once; but every 
rtiof 

Stmt out a listener: many too bad 
known 

Edith among the hamlets round, and 
since 

Tl»e parenrs* harshness and the hap- 
less loves 

And double death were widely mu^ 
murid, left 

Their own gray tower, or plain-faced 
tabernacle, 

To hear lilm ; all in mourning these, 
and those 

With blots of it about them, ribboiv 
glove 
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Or kerchief ; while the churchy ^ one 
nif^ht, except 

For greenish gliinmeringa thro' the 
Unc’et», — made 

Btlll paler the pale head of him, who 
tower'd 

Above them, with hia hopes in eiiher 
grave* 

Long o'er his bent brows linger'd 
Avenll, 

His face magnetic to the hand from 
whiL^h 

Livid he pluck'd it forth, and labor'd 
thro' * 

Hia brief prayer-prelude, gave the 
verse “ Behold, 

Your house is left unto you desolate! ” 

Bui lafised into so Jong a pause 
again 

As half amazed half frighted all his 
flock ; 

Then from his height and loneUnesa 
of grief 

Bore down in flood, and dash'd hia 
angry heart 

Again&t the desolations of the world* 

Kever since our bad earth became 
one sea, 

Which rolling o'er the palaces of the 
proml. 

And all but tJiose who knew the liv* 
ing God — 

Eight that were left to make a purer 
world — 

When slnee had flood, Are, earthquake, 
thunder, wrought 

Such waste and havoc as tlie idola- 
tries, 

Which from the low light of morlalUy 

Shot up their stiadows to ttic Heaven 
of Heavens, 

And worshlpt their own darkness as 
the Highe^itT 

“Gash thyself, prit^st, and honor thy 
brute Uaiil,, 

And to thy worst self sacrifice thyself, 

For with thy worst self hast thou 
clothed thy God. 

Hieu came a Lord in no wise like to 
BaiU* 


The babe shall lead tlie Hon* Surely 
now 

The wilderness shall blossom as the 
rose* 

Crown thyself, worm, and worship 
thine own lusts ! — 

No coarse ami blockish God of acreage 
Blands at thy gate for thcc to grovel 
to — 

Thy God Is far diffused in noble groves 
And princely halls, and farms, and 
flowing lawns. 

And heaps of living gold that daily 
grow, 

And title-scrolls and gorgeous liernl- 
dries* 

In such a shape dost thou behold thy 
(iod. 

Thou wilt not gash thy flesh for him ; 
for thine 

Fares richly, in fine linen, not a hair 
Hulfled upon the scarfskiu, even while 
The deathless ruler of thy dying hunso 
Is w^ounded to the death that cannot 
die ; 

And tho' ihou numberest with the 
followers 

Of One who cried, 'Leave all and fol- 
low me,' 

Thee therefore with Ills light about 
thy feet. 

Thee with His message ringing in thine 
ears, 

Thee shall thy brother man, the I^ord 
from Ileaven, 

Bom of a village girl, earpenter's son. 
Wonderful, Prince of jieace, the 
Mighty God, 

Count tho more base idolater of the 
two ; 

Crueller : as not passing thro' the fire 
Bodies, but souls — thy children's — 
thro' the smoke* 

Tlic blight of low desires — darkening 
thine own 

To thine own likeness; or if one of 
these, 

Tiiy better bom unhappily from thee, 
Should, ns by mu'netc, grow straight 
and fair — 

Friends, I was bid to speak of such a 
one 
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By those who most have cause to sor- 

How sweetly would slio glide between 

\ 


row for hcr^ — 

ycjur wmtlis, 



Fairer tliau Uachcl hy the palmy well, 

And steal yon from each other! for 



Fairer than Huth iitnoiii' the Uehls of 

she walk’d 



corn, 

Wearing the light yoke of that Ixjrd 



Fair as the nnpel that said 'IlaiU* 

of love, 



she seem’d. 

Who stillM the rolling wave of 



Wlio entering fill'd the house with 

Galilee t 



sudden light. 

And one — of him 1 was not bid to 



For so mine own was brighlcnMr 

sjHjak— 

I 


where indeed 

Was always with her, whom you also 



The roof so lowly but that beam of 

knew. 

! 


1 Heaven 

Him too you loved, for he was worthy 



Dawn’d sometime thro’ the doorway t 

love. 

♦ 

1 


' wiioiw the balic 

And these had been together from the 

I 


Too ragged to be fon<llc<1 on her lap. 

first; 



! Warm’d at her liosom 1 The poor 

They might have been together till 



child of shame 

the last 



The common care whom no one cared 

Friends, this frail hark of ours, when 

I 


for, leapt 

sorely tried, 



1 To greet, her, wasting hta forgotten 

May wreck itself witliout the pilot’s 

, 1 


heart. 

guilt, 



As with the mother ho had never 

Witliout the captain's knowledge; 

1 


known, 

hope with me. 

1 

1 


In gambols ; for her fresh and inno- 

Whose shame is that, if he went 



cent eyes 

hence with shame t 

1 


Had sueli a star of morning in their 

Nor mine the fault, if losing both of 

' i 


blue. 

these 



That all neglected places of the field 

I cry to vacant eltaira and widow’d 



Broke into nature’s music when they 

walls, 



saw her. 

* My house is left unto me desolate.' " 



I^w was her voice, but won mysteri* 




ous way 

While thxis ho spoke, his hearers 

‘ 


Thro' the seal’d ear to wditch a louder 

wept ; but S(»me, 



one 

Sons of the glebe, with other frowns 

r 


Was nil but silence — free of alms 

than those 



her hand — 

That knit iliomseives for summer 

' 1 


The haml that robed your cottage- 

shadow, scowl'd 



walls with flowers 

At their great lonl. He, when it 

In 


Has often toil’d to clothe your little 

seem’d he savv 



ones ; 

No pale sheetdightnings from afar, 

1 


How often placed upon the skk man’s 

but fork’d 



brow 

Of the near storm, and aiming at his 



CooFd it, or laid hls feverous pillow 

head, 



smooth ! 

Sat anger-charm'd from sorrow, sol- 

i J 


Had you one sorrow and she shared 

di erd ike, 



it not! 

Erect: but when the preacher’s ea^ 



One burthen and she would not lighten 

dence flow’ll 



iti 

Softening thro’ all the gentle sttri- 

II ! 


One spiritual doubt she did not soothe 1 

birtes 



Ur when some heat of dilference 

Uf his hist child, the wife, who watch’d 

f 


Sparkled out. 

his fjtce. 

i: 
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Pakd a I a andden twitch of his iron 
jnoutb ; 

And O pray God that he hold up ” 
she thought 

'^Or itircly I slialt shame mvietf and 
him/* 

"Nor yours the Idame — for who 
beside your hearths 

Can take her place — if eclioing me 
you cry 

^Our house Is left unto us desolate *1 

But thou, O thou that killest, hadit 
thou known, 

0 thou til at stones t, iiadst tliou nnder- 
stnod 

The things belonging to thy peace 
and ours ! 

Is there no prophet but the mee that 
calls 

Doom upon kings, or in the waste 
‘ ltept*Tit ' 1 

Js not our own child on the narrow 
way* 

Who down to those that saunter in 
the broad 

Cries * Come up hither,* as a prophet 
to usi 

Is there no stoning sare with flint 
and rock? 

Yes, as the dead we W'eep for testify — 

Jio tflesolalion hut by sxvord and fire ? 

Yes, a» your moanings witness, and 
myself 

Arn lunelier, darker, earthlier for my 
loss. 

Give me your prayers, for lie b past 
your prayers, 

Kot past the living fount of pity in 
Heaven. 

But I that thought myself tong-^uffcr- 
ing, meek, 

Exceeding 'poor in spirit* — how the 
words 

rin%'e twisted back upon themselves, 
and mean 

VUeness, we are grown so proud — 1 
wisl/d my voice 

A rushing tempest of the wrath of God 

To blow these saeriflees tiiro* the 
wort 1 1 — 

Sent lilt the twelve-dlvitk^toncubine 


To Inflame the tribes: but there — 
out yonder — earth 

Lightens from lier ow'n central Hell 
— i) there 

The re<l fruit of an old idolatiy — 

The heads of chiefs aud princes fall 
so fast. 

They cling together in the gliastly 
sack — 

The land all shambles — naked mar 
riages 

Flash frtnn the bridge, and ever-mur- 
der'd France, 

Oy ihort's that darken witii the gath- 
ering wolf* 

Huns in a ri vc^r of blood to tiie sick sea. 

Is this a lime to mmlden madness then I 

Was tiiis a time for these to flaunt 
llieir pride t 

^Fay PJiaraoh's darkness, folds as 
dense as those 

Which hid the Holiest from the peo- 
ple's eyes 

the great death, shroud this great 
sin from ail ! 

Doubtless our narrow world must 
canvass it : 

O rather pray for those and pity them. 

Who, tiiro* their own desire accom- 
pli shM, bring 

Their own gray hnirs with sorrow Co 
the grave — 

Wiio broke the kind which they 
desired to bn ak, 

Which else liad linkM their race with 
times to come — 

Who wove eonrse webs to snare her 
purity, 

Grossly contriving their dear daugh- 
ter's gOOfl — 

Poor souls, and knew not what they 
did, but sat 

Ignorant, devising their own daugh- 
ter’s death ! 

May not that earthly chastisement 
snllee I 

Have not our love and reverence left 
them bare ? 

Will not another take their heritage I 

Will there lie c1iildren*s laughter in 
(heir hall 

For ever and for ever, or one stone 
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lA^ft un another, or is it a li^hl thlnp: 

That J, their guest, their host, llieir 
aneknt friend, 

I made by these the last of ail my 
race, 

Must cry to these the last of theirs, as 
cried 

Christ ere Ilia agony to those that 
swore 

Kot hy the temple but the gold, and 
made 

Their own traditions God, and slew 
tlic Lortl, 

And left their memories a world's 
curse — ' Beliold, 

Tour house is left unto you deso- 
iateM" 

Ended lie had not, but she brooi*d 
no more : 

Long since her heart had heat remorse* 
lessly, 

Her erampt-up sorrow pain'd her, and 
a sense 

Of meanness in her unresisling life. 

Then their eyes vext her; for on en- 
tering 

lie liad cast the curtains of their seat 
aside — - 

Black v'clvct of the costliest — she 
herself 

Had seen to that ; fain had she closed 
them now, 

Yet dared not stir to do it, only near'd 

Her husband inch by inch, hut w hen 
she lahL 

Wifelike, lier hand in one of his, he 
veird 

His lace with the other, and at once, 
as falls 

A creeiwr when the prop is broken, 
fell 

The woman ihrieking at Ms feet, and 
swoon’d. 

Then her own people bore along the 
nave 

Her pendent hands, and narrow mea< 
gro face 

Seam'd with the shallow cares of fifty 
years i * 

And lier the Lord of all the landscape 
round 


Ev'n to its last horuon, and of all 
Who peer'd at him so keenly, follow'd 
out E 

Tall and erect, but in the middle aisle j 
Heerd, as a footsore ox in crowded 

ways f ^ 

Stumbling across tlic market to his l 
death. 

Unpitied ; for he groped as blind, and 
seeni'd I 

Always aliout to fall, grasping the | 
pews I 

And oaken finiaU till he touch'd the N 
door; 

Yet to the lychgate, where Ids chariot 
stood, 

Strode from the porch, tall and erect 
again. 

But nevermore did either pass the 
gate 

Save under tmll with bearers. In one 
month, 

Tliro’ weary and yet ever wearier 
hours, 

The childless mother went to seek hef t 
child; 

And when he felt the silence of his 
house 

About him, and the change and not 
the change, 

And those fixt eyes of painted aneci- ! 
tors 

Staring for ever from their gilded 
walla 

On him their last descendant, his own 
head I 

Began to tiroop, to fall ; the man lie- ; 
came 

Imbecile ; his one word was "deso- 
late'*; 

Dead for two years before his death 
wm ho ; 

Bui wlien the pccond Christmas came, 
escatK^d 

Hid kct^tiers, and the silence which he 
felt, 

To find a deeper in the narrow 
gloom 

By wife and child; nor wanted at Idi 
end 

The dark retinue reverencing tkath 
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At gtilclL^n ; nor from tender 

hi-arti^, 

And tliose who Borrow'd o*er a rnn- 
hh\i raco, 

Pity, the violet on the tyrant V ffravc. 

TJion the j^'at II all was wholly broken 
down, 

And the broad woodland parceU’d into 
farms ; 

And where the two contrived their 
da u}rh tor’s good, 

Ltea the hawk's oaai, the mole has 
nmde hU tu\k 

The hed^hog underneath the plan- 
t^iin 'borL‘s, 

Tile rabbit fondle* hi* own liarnilcg* 
faee, 

The Blow- worm cree|*a, and the thin 
weasel there 

Pollows the monse, and all I* open 
field. 

SEA DREAMS. 

A CITY clerk, but gently l«>m and 
l>refl ; 

Dia wife, an unknown artist's orphan 
child — 

One babe viras tfieir*, a ^largaret, three 
years old : 

They, thinking that her clear ger- 
nimnder eye 

Droopt in the giant*factoried city- 
gloom. 

Came, with a montli'a leave given 
thenk, to the sea : 

For which his gal ns were dock’d, how- 
ever small : 

Small were his gains, and hard his 
worki Ikesides, 

Their slender household fortune* (for 
the nian 

Had risk’d hi* little) like tlie littte 
thrift, 

Tremblefi In ]K>rllotis places o’er a 
ch-ep : 

And ofi, when sitting all alone, his 
face 

Would darken, a* he cursed his credu- 
lousness, 

And that one unctuous mouth which 
lured him, rogue. 


To buy strange shares In some Peru- 
vian mine. 

Kow waward-bouiul for health they 
gain’d a coast, 

All sand and cliff and di><‘p-in running 
cave. 

At close of day ; slept, woke, and 
went the nc^t, 

The Sabbath, pious vnners from the 
ehurt'h, 

'fo cliajad ; wlkere a heated pulpUeer, 

^ot preaching simple Christ to simple 
men, 

Announct^l the coining doom, and fub 
nnnated 

Against the searlet woman and her 
creed ■ 

For sidewaj's np be swung bis arm*, 
ntid slirick’d 

**Tlius, thus with violence," ev’n as if 
he held 

'^Hie Atfocalyptic millstone, and him* 
self 

Were that great Angel; **Tliu8 with 
viol p lice 

f%hall rSabylon be east into the sea; 

I'hen comes tlie close." 'Hie genile- 
hc^iirlefl wife 

Sat shuddering at the ruin of a world ; 

lie at his owm but when the wordy 
sionn 

Had enilcd, forth they tame and paced 
the shore, 

Ran in ami out the long sea-framing 
caves, 

Drank the large air, and saw, but 
scarce Indie veil 

(Tlie soottiake of so many a summer 
still 

Clung to their faneie#) that they saw, 
the sea. 

So now on sand they walk'd, and now 
on cliff, 

Lingt'ring about the thy my promon- 
tories, 

Till all the sails were darken’d in the 
west, 

And rosed in the east : then homeward 
and to bed : 

Where she, who kept a tender Chris- 
tian hope, 

Haunting a lioiy teit, and still to that 
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Retumin}^, as the bird retuma, at 
night, 

** JjQt nut the sun go down upon your 
wnitli " 

Said, " Ixjvt% forgive him;" hut he 
did not speiik ; 

And sileueed hy that silence lay the 
wife, 

nememlxTing her dear liord who died 
fur ail, 

Anil muring on the little lives of men, 

Aj.d huw they mar this little by ilieir 
feuds. 

But while the two were sleeping, a 
full tide 

Rose with ground-swell, which, on the 
fore n lost rucks 

Touching, up jet ted in spirts of wild 
sea-Rr..uke, 

And scaled in sheets of wasteful foam, 
and fell 

In vast sea -cataracts — ever and anon 

licad claps of thunder from within 
the elifls 

Heard thro* the living roar. At this 
tike Imlie, 

Their Margaret cradled near them, 
wailM and woke 

The mother, and the father suddenly 
cried, 

“ A wreck , a wreck ! " then lumM, and 
gnmning said, 

** Forgive! How many will say, ‘ for- 
give,* nnd fiini 

A sort of ahsuintion in the sound 

To hate a little longer ! No ; tl»e sin 

That neither God nor man can wcdl 
forgive, 

Hypocrisy, 1 saw it in him at once. 

l/it so true that secemd thoughts are 
IwstT 

Not first, and third, which are a riper 
first! 

Too ripe, too late ! they come too late 
for use. 

Ah love, there surely lives in man and 
Ix^ast 

Something divine to warn tliem of 
their foes : 


And such a sense, wlien first I fronted rj 
him, II 

Said, ‘Trust him not;* but after, t 
when 1 came 

To know him more, 1 lost it, knew him | 
less ■ 

Fought with what teem'd my own 
uncharity; 

Sat at his table ; drank his costly wine* 

Made more and mure allowance fm 
his talk; 

Wont further, fooll and trusted liin 
witii all. 

All my poor scrapings from a dozen 
years 

Of dust and desk work ; there is nc 
such mine. 

None ; but a gulf of ruin, swallowing 
gold. 

Not making. Ruin'd I ruin’d I the 
sea roars 

Ruin; a fearful night 1" 



» Not fearful ; fair," 
Said the good wife, “if every star Ul 
heaven 

Can make it fair; you do but hear 
the tide. 

Had you ill dream* 

** O yes,” he said, T dream'd 
Of such a tide swelling lowanl the land. 
And 1 fruiii out tlie boundless outer 
de<‘p 

Swept with it to the shore, and enter'd 


t 


one 

t)f those dark cave* that run beneath 
the eliiT*. 

I thought the motion of the boondleiii 
di*ep j 

Bore thro' the cave, and I was heaved 
upon it 

In darkness: then I saw one lovely star, 
l.,arger and larger. ‘ VV'hat a world,* 

1 thought, I 

' Tn live in! * but in moving on I found j 
Only the landward exit of the cave, 
Bright with the sim upon the stream 
lieyond : i 

And near the light a giant woman sat,^ 
All over earthy, like a piece of eartll,< 
A pickaxe in her hand ; then out 1 siiptl 
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Into A Utid all Bun blossom, trees 
As high as heaven, and every bird 
that sings r 

And here the night-light flickering in 
, my eyes 

Awoke me/* 

♦‘ITiaiwas then your dream/* she 
1, said, 

' , "Kol sad, but sweet*" 

" So sweet, I lay/' said he, 
”And mused upon it, drifting up the 
stream 

Iti fancy, till I slept again* and pieced 

I TJie broken vision; for 1 dreamed that 

still 

^ I The niotlon of the great deep bore 
, me on, 

k. And that the woman walk’d upon 

■ the brink : 

II 1 wonder’d at her strength, and ask’d 

H her of It ; 

■ *lt came/ she said, *by working in 

S ihei mines:' 

H 0 then to ask tier of my shares, 1 
l|i thought ; 

II Anti ask’d ; but not a word ; she shook 
r- her head* 

I And then the motion of the current 
I ceaserl, 

And there was rolling thunder; and 
we reach’d 

A mountain, like a wall of burs and 
i tliums ; 

t But she witii her strong fi-et up the 
hill 

Trod out a path ; 1 follow'd ; and at 
top 

She pointed seaward : there a fleet of 
glass, 

That seem'd a fleet of jewels under me, 
Bailing along before a gloomy cloud 
Tliat not one moment ceased to thun- 
der, past 

In sunsliine: right across its track 
there lay, 

Down in the water, a long reef of gold, 
Or what teem’d gold : and 1 was glad 
at first 

Ta think that in our oftcn-ransack’d 
world 



Still so much gold was left; and then 
I fear'd 

I^est the gay navy there should splin- 
ter ou it, 

And fearing waved my arm to warn 
them off; 

An idle signal, for the brittle fleet 

(1 thought I could have died to save 
it} near’d, 

Touch’d, clink’d, and clash'd, and 
vanish’d, and 1 woke, 

I heard the clash so clearly* Kow I 
sec 

My dream was Life ; the woman hon- 
est Work ; 

And my poor venture but a fleet of 
glass 

Wreck’d on a reef of visionary gold," 

** Nay,” said the kindly wife to com- 
fort him, 

"You raised your arm, you tumbled 
down and broke 

The glass with little Margaret’s medi- 
dne in it; 

And, breaking that, you made and 
broke your dream : 

A trifle makes a dream, a trifle breaks*" 

"No trifle,” groan’d the husband; 
"yesierday 

I met liim suddenly in the sirebt, and 
ask’d 

Tliat wtiieh f ask’d the w'oinan in my 
dn^ain. 

Like her, he shook his bead. * Show 
luc the books I ' 

lie dmlged me with a long and looso 
account. 

'The books, the books 1' but he, he 
could not wail, 

Bound on a matter he of life and 
death : 

When the great Hooks (see Daniel 
seven and ten) 

Were open’d, I should find he meant 
iiic well; 

Anri tlien began to bloat Idinself, and 
ooac 

All over with the fat affectionate smile 

That makes the widow lean. 'My 
dearest friend. 
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llikrG faith, have faiilil We Hve by 
faitik/ Bitht lie ; 

• And rU tljitigii work together for tlie 
good 

Of Ukose' — ^it iimkea me «iekto quote 
him — laet 

Gript my banc I liaril, and with God- 
blefta*ycm went. 

I Btood like one that lind received a 
blow; 

I found n Imrd friend in lii» loose ae- 
countd^ 

A loose one in the bard grip of liU 
hand, 

A curse in las God-bless-you : then my 
eyes 

Pursued him down the street, and far 
away, 

Among the Iioneat shoulders of the 
crowd, 

Bead rascal in the motions of his hnek, 

And ieoundfLd in tiie supple-sIldlng 
knee." 

" Was ho so hound, poor soull " 
Baiit the good w ife ; 

" So are wo all : hut do not call him, 
love, 

Before you prove him, rogue, and 
proved, forgive. 

llis gain Is loss; for lie that wrongs 
"his friend 

Wrongs himself more, and ever l»cars 
aliout 

A silent court of justieo in his breast, 

llimstdf the judge ami jury, and him- 
self 

The prisoner at the har, ever con- 
deinird : 

And that drags do^vn hU life : then 
comes what comes 

Hereafter : and lie meant, ho said he 
meant. 

Perhaps he meant, or partly meant, 
you well." 

** ^ With all his eonsdenee and one 
eye askew' — 

Love, let me qufde liiese lines, that 
you may loam 

A man is likewise counsel for himself. 


Too often, in that silent court of 
youra — 

' With all his conscience and one eya 
askew. 

So false, he partly took himself for 
true ; 

Whose phniB talk, wlien inoit hU 
heart was dry. 

Made wet the crafty crowsfoot round 
his eye ; 

Who, never naming God e^tcept for 
gain, 

So nc%'cr took that useful name In 
vain. 

Made lliin his catspaw' and the Crosa 
his tool, 

And Christ the bait to trap bis dupe 
and fool; 

TCor deeds of gift, but gifts of grace 
he forgetl, 

And snake-like slimed his victim ere 
he gorge<l ; 

And oft at Bible meetings, oVr the 
rest 

Arising, did his holy oily best, 
liropping the too rough H in Hell 
and Heaven, 

To spread the Word hy whidi him* 
self had thriven/ 

How like you this old satire t ** 

“ Nay,” she said, 
I loathe it: he had m^ver kindly 
heart, 

Nor ever cartel tol«‘ttcr his own kind. 
Who first wrote satire, with no pity 
in iu 

But will yon hear my dream, for 1 
had one 

That altogether wont to mUEic 1 Stm 
It awed me*” 

Then she told it, having dream'd 
Of that same coast* 

— But round the North, a light, 
A belt, it seem'd, of luminous vatior, 

l«y, 

And ever in it a low musical note 
Sweird up and died ; and, os it 
s weird, a ridge 
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Of breaker issued from tlie belt, atnJ 
SiLll 

Grew with the growing note, and wlien 
ilte note 

Hail reach’d a thuinlerows futlness, 
on those- dills 

Broke, mixt with awful light (tho 
&anie as that 

Living within the belt) whereby slie 
saw 

That all those lines of diffa were 
cliffs no morf’, 

But huge eathednil fronts of every 
age, 

Grave, fliirid, a tern, as far as eye 
could aee, 

One after one: and then the great 
ridge drew, 

Lcuening to tlie lessening music, 

hade, 

And past into tho boit and sw'drd 
again 

Slowly to music : ever when it broke 
Tlie statues, king or saint, or founder 
fell; 

Tlien fmtn the gaps and cliaams of 
ruin left 

Came men and women in dark dusters 
round. 

Some crying, Set them up ! they shall 
not falir* 

And Qihem, “ Ix't tliem lie, for they 
have fall n " 

And still they strove and wrangh-il: 
and ahe grieved 

In her strange dn^am, she knew not 
why, to find 

Their wildcat wailings never out of 
tunc 

With that sweet note; and ever aa 
their shrieks 

Esn highest up the gamut, that great 
wave 

Betuming, while none mark'd it, on 
the crowd 

I Broke, mixt witli awful light, and 
showed their eyes 

Glaring, with passionate looks, and 
swept away 

Tlie men of flesh and blood, and men 
of stone, 

To the waste deeps together, 

— 


'^Tlieii I fixt 

5fy wistful eyes on two fair images, 
Both cniwn d with stars and high 
among the stars, — 

The Virgin Mother standing with her 
child 

High up on one of those dark min- 
ster-fronts — 

Till she iH'gan to totter, and the child 
Clung to the mother, and sent out a 
cry 

VVliicli niixt with little Mai^arefs, 
and I woke, 

And my dream awed '■me: — well — 
but what are dn^ams ? 

Youra came but from the brt^aking of 
a glass, 

And mine but from the crying of a 
child” 

" Child I No ! ” said he, “ but tbit 
tide's roar, and bis. 

Our Boanerges with his threats of 

And bmddiing'd A ntibnby Ionian isms 
(AUho' I grant but little music there) 
Went both to make your dream ; but 
if there were 

A music liamonixing our wild cries, 
8phere*music such as tltat you 
tln,^Aiird about, 

Why, that would make our passions 
far too like 

The discords dear to the musician. 
Kii^ 

One shriek of hate would jar all the 
hymns of heaven : 

True Ilevils with no ear, tliey howl 
in tune 

With nothing but the Devil i " 

*“Truc' indeed! 
One out of our town, but later by an 
hour 

Here than ourselves, spoke with mo 
on tlie shore ; 

While you were running down the 
sands, and made 

The dimtiled flounce of the sea-furbe- 
low flap, 

Good man, to please the child. She 
brought Strange news. 
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Why W(*re yon silont when 1 spoke 
loiii§(]it I 

1 liud set iTiy heart on your forgiTing 
him 

Before you knew. We mutt forgive 
tl»c dead/' 

** Bead I who is dead f " 

*'Tho man your eye pureued, 

A little after you hud jHtrted with 
hJni» 

lie sucldeidy' dropt dead of heart* 
disease// 

"Dead! he? of heartHliseaso ? what 
heart had he 

To die of ? dead I " 

Ah, dearest, if there be 

A devil in man, there is an angel too, 

And if he did tliai wrong you charge 
liiin with, 

His angel broke his heart. But your 
rough voice 

(Yon spoke so loud) liaa routed the 
child again. 

Sleep, little birdie, sleep 1 will she not 
sleep 

Without her ‘ little birdie ' 1 well then, 
sU'ep, 

And 1 will sing you, * birdie,"' 

Saying this, 

The woman half turn'd round front 
him she loved. 

Left Jtirn one hand, and reaching 
thro' tlie night 

Ber other, found (for it was close 
beside) 

And half-embraced the basket cradle^ 
Jiead 

With one soft arm, which, tike llie 
fdiant bough 

That moving moves the nest and 
nestling, sway'd 

The cradle, while she sang this baby 
song. 

What does little birdie say 

In her nest at peep of day ? 

Let me says little birdie, 


Mother, let me fly away, I 

Hirtlie, rc^st a little Icmger, I 

Till the little wings are stronger | 

Bo slie rests a little longer, 1-4 

Then she Hies away, 1 j 

What does little l*aby say, || ^ 

In licr lM?d at peep of day I I 

Baby says, like little birdie, 1 

I,ei me rise and fly away, I 

Baby, sleep a little longer, I 

Tilt the Utile limbs are stronger. ||l 
If slie sleeps a little longer, |;| 

Baby loo shall fly away. I 

sleeps: let ns too, let all evil, 1 I 
sleep. , ■ ; I 

llo also s!eeps — -another sleep tlian j I . 

ours. ' 1 

lie can do no more W'rong: forgive : 

him, dear, 1 

And I shall sleep the sounder I ** IS 

Then the man, II 
** Ilis deeds yet live, the worst .is yet ll 
to come, I t 

Yet let your sleep for IhU one niglit 
1x» sound : 

I do forgive himl*' 

'‘Thanks, my love/' she said, 

” Your own will be ilie sweeter," and 
tliey slept. 


LUCRETIUS. 

LrciLiA, wedded to Lneretios, found 

Her masler cold ; for when Uie morn- 
ing flush 

Of pajM»ion and the first embrace hod 
died 

Between tliem, tho' he lov'd her none 
the less. 

Yet often when the woman heard hli 
foot 

Return from pacinga in the field, and 
ran 

To greet him with a kiss, the maater 
took 

Small notice, or ansterdy, for — hii 
mind 
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burk'd in sonic weightier nrgn* 
Enent, 

Of fane^v, borne perlmps upon llie rise 
And long roll of the Hexameter — be 
past 

To turn and ponder tliose three Imn- 
ilred siTotls 
by *be Teacher, whom lie bekl 
dt%'iiie. 

She brookM it not ; but wrathful, pet- 
uiant, 

Drenniing some rivAl, aought and 
found A witch 
Wlm brewM the philtre which had 
power, they said, 

To lead an errant paaflion lionie ngain. 
And this, at tiiues, siie luinglcil w'Uli 
ilia drink, 

And this destroy’d him ; for the wicked 
hroth 

Confused the chemte labor of the 
blood, 

And tickitng the brute brain within 
tile man’s 
Made havoc among those tender cells, 
anil elieck’ii 
His power to shape t he loathed him- 
self i ond once 
After A tempest woke upon a morn 
That mtH-k'd iiim wiili returning calnii 
And cried; 


** Storm in tlie night 1 for thrice 1 
heard the min 

Bushing; and onee the flash of a 
thunderbolt — 

Ifcthoiight I never saw so fierce a 
fork — 

Struck out the streaming mountain- 
side, ami showed 
A riotous confluence of watercourses 
Blanching and hiilowhig in a hollow 
of it, 

Whert' all hut jestcr*eve was dusty - 
dry, 

" Storm, and what dreams, ye holy 
Gods, what dreams ! 

For thrice 1 waken’d after dreams, 
J*efclianee 
We do hut reeoUcat the dreams that 
come 




Just ere the waking; terrible! for H 
ieein'tl 

A void WAS made in Nature ; all her 
bomfs 

Crack’d ; and I saw the flaring atom- 
streams 

And torrents of her myriad universe, 
Kulniug along tlio illimitable inane, 
Tiy on to clash together again, and 
make 

Another and another frame of tilings 
For ever ; that was mine, uiy dream, I 
knew it — 

Of and 1>e]onging to tne, as the flog 
W'ith inward yelp and restless forefoot 
plies 

His function of the woodland: but the 
next i 

I thought that all the blood by SjHa 
shed 

Came driving raiubke down again on 
earth, 

And where it dash’d the reddening 
meadow, sprang 

No dragon warriors from Cadniean 
teeth. 

For these I thought my dream would 
show to me, 

But girls, netairai,cnrinuB in their art, 
Hin^d animaLisms, vile as those tiiat 
made 

The muIlK.Tiy-faced Dictator's orgiei 
worse 

Tlmu aught they fable of the quiet 
Gods. 

And hands they mixt, ami yell’d and 
round me drove 

In narrowing eirclea till 1 yell’d again 
HjiJTsulTocated, and sprang up, and 
saw — 

Was it the first beam of my latest 
day I 

** Then, then, from utter gloom stood 
out the breasts, 

Tlie breaata of Helen, and hoveringly 
a swoffl 

Now over and now under, now direct, 
Fointed itself to pieree, but sank down 
siiamcd 

At all that beauty ; and as I stared, a 
Are, 
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The fire tlmt left a II ion, 

Siiot out of them, anti seorehM me 
tlukt 1 woke. 

I# this thy vengeance, holy Venus, 
thine, 

Jleoante 1 wouUl not one of thine own 
tloves, 

Kot cv'ji a rose, were ofifer’il to Ihce ! 
thine, 

Vurgetful how my rich proccinion 
makes 

Thy glory fly along the Italian field* 

In lays that will outlast thy lletty i 

" Deity t nay, thy worslilppert, Jty 
hmgue 

Trips, or I sjieak profanely. Which of 
these 

Angers thee most, or angers thee at 
all? 

Kot if thou be'st of those who, far 
ah>of 

From envy, hate and pity, and spite 
and scum, 

Live the great life which all onr great- 
est fain 

Would follow, centered In eternal calm, 

" Kay, if thou const, O UcHldcss, like 
ourselves 

Touch, and be touch'd, then would 1 
cry to thee 

To kiss \hy Jilarors, roll thy tender 
amis 

Hound him, ami keep him from the 
lust of bliKKt 

That makes a i teaming slaughter- 
house of Home, 

“ Ay, but I meant not thee ; I meant 
not her, 

Whom alt (lie pines of Ida shook to 
se© 

Slide from that quiet heaven of Ircrs, 
and tempt 

llie Trojan, while Ids neat-herds were 
abroad ; 

Nor her that o'er her wounded hunter 
wept 

Her Deity falso in human-amoruus 
tetira; 


Kor wlioni her bearrlless atiple-arhiler 
])ecidcd fairest, Halher, ye (luds, 
Poetdiko, as the grt^at Sicilian called 
ralliope to grace his golden verse — 
Ay, and this Kypris also — did I take 
That popular name of thine to shadow 
forth 

The all-generating powers and genial 
licat 

Of Kature, when she strikes thro' the 
thick IiIockI 

Of cattle, and light is large, and lambs 
are glad 

Nosing the mother's udder, and the 
bird 

Makes his heart voice amid tlie bhiza 
of flowers? 

Which things ap|war the work of 
mighty (iods, 

“ The Gods 1 and if I go, lay work is 
left 

Unflnis h M — rfl go. The G ods, w h o 
hannt 

Tlie lueiil interspace of world and 
W'ijrld, 

Where never creeps a cloud, or moves 
a wind. 

Nor ever falls tlic least white star of 
snow, 

Nor ever loivcsl roll of thunder moans, 
Nor sound of human sorrow mounts to 
miir 

Their sacred everiasting calm! and 
such. 

Not alt so flue, nor so divine a calm, 
Kui such, nor all unlike it, man may 
gain 

ladling his own life go. The Godi, 
the Gods I 

If all t>e atoms, how then should th« 
Gods 

Being atomic not lie dissoluble, 

Kot follow tlio great law ? My mastci 
held 

That Gods there arc, for all men mi 
licdieve, 

I prest my footsteps into his, anf 
meant 

Siindy to lead my Memmius ia a tmir 
< Jf flowery clause's onwanl to the proof 
That Gods there are, and deatliless. 
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Miant 1 I meant 

I have 1 meant : my 

mi ml 

Stumbk-fl, and all my facultiea are 
iamed. 

“ Look where another of onr Goda, 

* the Kun, I 

Apolhj, IX'liaa, or of older me 
All<«eidn^ llyiHTion — what you 
will — 

Has mounted yonder; since he never 
twanv 

Except his wrath w-ere wreaked on 
wretche<1 man, 

Tlml he would only shine among the 
dead 

Hereafter; taka! for never yet on 
earth 

Could deni! flesh creep, orbits of roast- 
ing ox 

Moan round the spit — nor knows he 
what he sees ; 

King of tlio East altbo' he seem, and 

girt 

With song and flame and fragrance, 
slowly lifts 

His golden feet on those empurpled 
stairs 

Tliat climb into the windy halls of 
heaven r 

And here he glances on an eye new- 
born, 

And gets for greeting but a wail of 
pain ; 

And hero ho stays upon a freering 
orb 

That fain would gaze upon him to the 
last ; 

And liere upon a yellow eyelid falTn 
And closed by those who mourn a 
friend in vain, 

Kot thankful that his troubles are no 
more. 

And me, nltho' his Are is on my face 
Blinding, he sees not, nor at all can 

tell 

Whether I mean this day to end my- 
self, 

Or lend an ear to Plato where he says, 
That men like ioldiers may not ^ult 
wjc post 


Allotted bv tho Gods; but he tliat 
hohU 

Tlie GofU are careless, wherefore need 
ho care 

Greatly for them, nor rather plunge 
at once. 

Being troubled, wholly out of sight, 
and sink 

Past earthquake — ay, and gout and 
stunc, that break 

Body toward death, and palsy, deatli- 
in life, 

And wretched age— and worst tUsease 
of all, 

Those prodigies of myriail naked' 
nesses. 

And twisted shapes of lust, unspeak- 
able, 

Aljomiimble, strangers at my hearth 

Not wtdeome, harpies miring every 
dish, 

Tho phantom husks of something 
foully done, 

And fleeting thro' the boundless uni- 
verse, 

And blasting the long quiet of my 
breast 

With animal heat and dire insanityl 

”How should the mind, except it 
loved them, clasp 

These idols to Uen*elf ? or do they fly 

Now thinner, and now thicker, like 
the flakes 

In a fall of snow, and so press in, per- 
force 

t)f multitude, as crowds that in an 
hour 

Of civic tumult jam the doors, and 
bear 

Tlie keepers down, and throng, their 
rags and they 

The basest, far into that council-hall 

Where sit the best and stateliest of 
the land T 

Can I not fling this horror off me 
again, 

Seeing with how great ease Nature 
can smile. 

Balmier and nobler from her bath of 
storm. 
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At ratitifim ravage T and liow easily 

Tlio mountain there hoa cast liis 
cloudy slough, 

Now towering o'er him in icrenect air, 

A tnountain o’er a mountain, — ay, 
and within 

AH hollow 08 the hopes and fears of 
men 1 

"But who was he, that in the gar- 
den snared 

Picus and Faunus, rustic Gods ! a tale 

To laugh at — more to laugh at in 
myself — 

Nor look! what is lit there? yon 
arbutus 

Totters ; a noiseless riot underneath 

Strikes through the wood, sets all the 
tops quivering — 

Tlie mountain quickens into Nymph 
and Fauii; 

And here an Uread — how the sun 
delights 

To glance and sldf t about her slippery 
sides, 

And rosy knees and supple rounded- 
ness, 

And budded hosonnpeaks ^ — who this 
way runs 

Before the rx-st — A satyr^n satyr* see, 

Follows ; but hilt] 1 proved inifiosslhLe - 

Twy-natured is no nature: yet he 
draws 

Neart-r and nearer, and 1 scan him 
now 

Beastlier than any phantom of his 
kind 

That ever butted his rough brother- 
brute 

For lust or lusty blood or provender : 

1 hate, abhor, spit, sicken at hjm | and 
she 

Loathes him as well ; such a preelpi- 
tate luvl, 

FIedge<i ns it were with Mercury's 
ankle-wing, 

Whirls her to me : but will she fling 
Jierself, 

Shameless upon nie ? Catch her, 
goat-foot : nay. 

Hide, hide them, nnllion-inyrtled 
wilderness, 


And cavem*shad owing laurels, hide I 
do I wish — 

What ? — that the bush were leafless ? 
or to whelm 

Alt of them in one massacre ! O ye 
Gods, 

I know you careless, yet, behold, to 
you 

From childly wont and ancient use I 
call — 

I thought I lived seetirely as your- 
selves — 

No Jcwthiess, narrowing envy, monkey- 
spite, 

No muduecs of ambition, avarice, 
none : 

No largtT feast than under plane op 
pine 

With neigtibors laid along the grass, 
to take 

Only such cups as left us friend ly- 
warm, 

Aflirming each his own philosophy — 

Nothing to mar the sola>r majesties 

Of settled, sweet, Kpicurean life. 

But now it stKmis some unseen mon- 
ster lays 

Ilis vast and fllthy hands upon my 
will, 

Wrenching it backward into his; and 
spoils 

My bliss in Mng; and it was not 
grt^at; 

For save when shutting reasons up in 
rhj’lbni, 

Or Heliconian honey in living woixli, 

To make a truth less harsh, I often 
grew 

Tiretl of so much within our little life, 

f>r of so little in our little life — 

I’oor little life that toddles half an 
hour 

CrownM with a flower or two, and 
there an end — 

And si nee the nobler pleasure seenu 
to fade, 

Wliy ilmuld I, be astlike as I find mv- 
self, 

Not manlike end myself? — our privi ’ 
lege — 

Wliat lx«ait has heart to do it t And 
what man. 
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Whnt Roman woulil Iw tlragi;’J in tri- 

umpli thus ? 

Kot !■ not ho, who bears one nnino 
with bor 

Whoso doatloblow struck the dateless 
doom of kings. 

When, brooking not the Tarquin in 
her veins. 

She made her blood in sight of Cob 
latine 

And all his peers, flushing the gniitlese 
air, 

Spout fnjm the maidefi fountain in 
her lieart. 

And from it sprang the Common* 
wealth, whk h breaks 
As I am breaking now ! 

** And therefore now 
I«t her, that is the womb and tomb 
of ail, 

Oreat Kature, take, and forcing far 
apmi 

Those blind beginnings Ihatbavemade 
me man* 

Dash them nnew together at her will 
Thro' all her cycles — into nian once 
mort', 

Or beast or bird or fisli, or opulent 
flower : 

But till this cosmic oriler everywhere 
StoaiUT'd inUione earthquake in one 
day 

Crackfi all to pieces, — and that hour 
perhaps 

It not to far when momentary man 
Shall seem no more a someth ing to 
himself. 

But he* bis hopes and hates, tiis liotnes 
and fanes. 

And even his bones long laid witliln 
the grave, 

The very sides of the grave itself 
ihail pass, 

Vanishing, atom and void, atom and 
void, 

lute the unseen for ever, — till that 
hour, 

My golden work in which T told a truth 
That stays the rolling lx iu nian wlieet, 
And numbs the Fury's ringbMnake, 
and plucks 


The mortal soul from out imniorUl 
hell. 

Shall itaml ^ ay, surely : then it fails 
at Inst 

Ami perishes as 1 must ; for O Tliou, 

Passionless bride, divine Tranquillity, 

V earn'd after by the wisest of the 
wise. 

Who fail to And thee, lieing as thou 

an 

Without one pleasure and without one 
pain, 

Ifowbcit 1 know tliou surely must bo 
mine 

Or soon or late, yet out of season, tliut 

1 woo tliee roughly, for thou carest not 

How roughly men may woo thee so 
they win — 

Thua — thus : the soul flies out and 
dies in tiio air/' 

With that he drove the knife Into 
his side : 

Blie lieartl him raging, heard him fall ; 
nin in, 

Beat bn>ast, tore hair, cried out upon 
herself 

As having fail'd m duty to him, 
shriek *ct 

Tliat she but meant to win him back, 
fell on him, 

Clasp'd, kissM him, wail'd : he an- 
swer'd, Care not tliou ! 

Tliy dutyt What is duty ! Fare 
thee well ! “ . 


ODE ON THE DEATH OF THE 
DUKE OF WELLINGTON* 

PUBIJSUKD IN IBSa* 

I* 

Bi'rv the Great Duke 
WTth an empire's lamentation. 

Let us bury the Great Duke 
To the noise of the inuurtting of a 
mighty nation. 

Mourning when their leaders fall, 
VVarriori carry the warrior’s pall, 
And sorrow darkens hamlet aud hall* 


166 ODE OAT THE DEATH OF THE DUKE OF WELUNGTOH. 


II, 

Where shaU we lay the mnn whom 
we deplore f 

Here, in streaming London'i central 
ruar. 

Let the sound of those lie wrought for, 
j\nd the feet of those he fought fur, 
Kcho round his bones for evenuore. 

III. 

Lead out tlic pngoaiit : sad aiul slow, 
As tits iLii universal woe. 

Let tlie long long proeession go, 

And let the sorrowing crowd about It 
grow, 

And let the mournful martial music 
blow ; 

The last great EngUsliman is low, 

IV, 

Mourn, for to us lie seems the last, 
Hetnemlierlng ail lits greatness In the 
Past. 

No more in soldier faslilon will he 
greet 

With lifted liand the gazer in the 
sm*et. 

O friends, our chief stnte<iraclc is 
mute : 

Mourn for the man of long^ndnring 
blood, 

The states man- warrior, moderate, res- 
olute, 

Whole iu himself, a common goo<L 
Mourn for the man of amplest iufln- 
ence, 

Yet dearest of ambitious crime, 

Our greatest yet with least pretence. 
Great in council and great in war, 
Foremost captain of his time, 

Kidi In saving eommon-«en&e, 

And, Rs tlie gre^atest only are. 

In his snnplieiiy suhlinie. 

Ogood gray head which airmen knew, 
O voice from which their omens all 
men drew, 

O iron nerve to true occasion true, 

O faiPn At length that tower of 
strength 

Wliich stood four-square to aU the 
winds that blew t 


Such WHS he whom we deplore. 

The long selLsacriflee of life is o’er. 
The gn^at WorUbvictor's victor will 
be sceu no more. 


V, 

Allis over anti done ; 

Render tlianks to the Giver, 

Kngland* fur ihy son. 

the IjcII Ijc toll’d. 

Render thanks to tiie Giver, 

And render him to the mould. 

I’iidcr the cross of gold 
That shines over city and river. 

There he shall rest for ever 
Among the wise and the bold. 

the bell be toll’d : 

And a reverent people behold 
The towering car, the sable stcnrels \ 
Itright let it be with its blazon’d 
doedi, 

Dark in its funeral fold. 

J^tthe bell be toll'd: 

And a deeper knell in the heart be 
knoird ; 

And the wmnd of th»* sorrowing an- 
them roil’d 

Thro’ the dome of the roldeti cross ; 
And the voile} iug cannon thunder bis 
toss ; 

He knew their voices of old. 

For many a time in many a clime 
HU captniiiWur has hearel them 
boom 

Bellowdng victory, bellowing loom : 
Wlicn he with thoso deep voicei' 

WTOUght, 

Gnareling realms and kings from 
shame ; 

With those deep voices our dead cap- 
tain taught 

The tyrant. And asserts hU claim 
In that drend sound to the great name 
Which he has worn so pure of blame, 
In praise and in dispraise the same, 

A man of well-attemper'd frame. 

(I civic muse, to such a name. 

To such a name for ages long. 

To such a name, 

Preserve a broad approach of fame, 

I And ever-echoing avenues of song. 
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VI, 

Who b he tlmt comelh, like an hon- 
qr\i gue^t, 

With banner and with music, with 
soldier and with ptieist. 

With a nation weeping, and breaking 
on my re«t1 

Mighty Seaman, this is he 
Was great by land ns thou by aea. 
Thine island loves thee well, thou 
famous man. 

The gTeatOit tailor since our world 
iHTgnn. 

Sow, to the roll of mulHed drums. 

To tiiee the greatest soldier comes ; 
For tliis is lie 

Was great by land ns tliou by sea ; 

His fot^s were Uduc ; he kept us free ; 
O give id in welcome, this is ho 
"Worthy of our gorgeons rites. 

And worthy to be laid by thee ; 

For this is Knglantrs greatest son, 

He tiini gain'd a hundn.^d Hghts, 

Kor over lost an KngUsli gun : 

This is be that far away 
Against the myriads of Astaye 
ClasUM with his fiery few and won ; 
And imdemeath anntlter sun. 

Warring on a later day. 

Round affrighted Lisbon drew 
Tlie treble works, the vast designs 
Uf his labor'd ram part -lines, 

Wbi-re he grt*atly stoml at bay, 
Whence he issued forth anew. 

And ever great and greater grew, 
Beating from the wasted vines 
Back to France her lianded swarms, 
Back to France with countlesa blows, 
■nil o^er the hills her eagles flew 
Beyond the Pyrenean pines, 

Fill Low’d up m valley and glen 
With blare of bugle, clamcw of men. 
Roll of cannrm and clash of arms, 
And England p<mring on her foes, 
Sut'h a war bad such a close. 

Again their ni veiling eagle rose 
In anger, wheidM on Europerslmdow- 
ing wings. 

And harking for ihe Ihmncs of kings; 
Till one ihai sought but Duty's iron 
crown 


Ou that loud Fiabbath shook tlie 
spoiler down ; 

A day of onsets of despair! 

Daslf'd on every rocky square 
Their surging chargt^ foam’d tliem- 
selves nway; 

Last, the Prussian trumpet blew; 
Thnx* tlie long- tormented air 
Heaven fiash'd a sadden jubilant ray, 
And down wc svfcpt and charged and 
overthrew. 

iki great a sohlier taught us there, 
What long-enduring hearts could do 
In that world earthquake, Waterloo! 
Mighty Sc^aman, temler and true. 

And pure as ho from tainl of craven 
guile, 

O saviour of the s ilvcr*coasted isle, 

O shaker of the Baltic and the Nil-* 

If aught of things that here befall 
Touch a spirit among things divints 
If love of country move thee there at 
all, 

Bo glad, liecause his bones are laid by 
thine ! 

And thro* the centuries let a people’s 
voice 

In full acclaim, 

A people’s voice. 

The proof and echo of all human 
fame, 

A people’s voice, when they rejoice 
At civic revel and p^>Inp and game. 
Attest their great connnander’s claim 
With honor, honor, honor, honor to 
him, 

Eternal honor to his name, 

TII* 

A people's voice ! we are a people yet, 
Tho' all men else their nobler dreams 
forget, 

Confused by tiraiiileis mobs and law- 
less Fowera; 

Tliaiik Him who isled us here, and 
roughly set 

His Britnn in blown seas and storming 
■hewers, 

We have a voice, with which to pay 
the debt 

Of boundless love and reverence and 
regret 
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To thoRC men who fought » uud 

kept it ours. 

And keep It oUfTB, O God* from hruie 
control ; 

O Statesmen* guard tis, guard the eye, 
the i^oul 

Of Europe* keep our noble England 
whole. 

And save the one true seed of free- 
dom Rown 

Botwtjci a people and their ancient 
throne. 

That sober freedom out of which 
there springs 

Our loyal passion for our temperate 
kings ; 

Eor, saving that, ye help to save man* 
kind 

Till public wrong be crumbled into 
dust. 

And drill the raw world fur the march 
of mind, 

Till crowds at length he aane and 
crowns be just. 

But wink no more in slotliful over- 
trust. 

RemeniWr him who led your hosts ; 

He bade you guard the sacrocl coasts. 

Your cannons moulder on the seaward 
wall ; 

Jtis voice is silent in your couneildinll 

Eor ever ; nnd whatever temtiests lour 

For ever silent; even if they broke 

In thunder, silent; yet rememlier all 

He spoke among you, and the ^lan 
who if H ike ; 

Who never sold the truth to serTc the 
hour. 

Nor i>aUer*d with Eternal God for 
power ; 

Who let the turbid stre^ams of rumor 
flow 

Thro* either babbling world of high 
and tow ; 

Whose life was work, whose language 
rife 

With rugged maxims hewn from life ; 

Who never Bpokc against a foe ; 

Whose eighty winters freeze with one 
rebuke 

Alt great self-seekera trampling on 
the right : 


Truth-teller was our Englantrs Alfred 
named ; 

'rrutlfc-lover was our English Duke ; 
Whatever rt^cord leap to light 
He never shall be shanied, 

VJJI, 

Lo, the leader in these glorious w'ars 
Now to gloriouH burial slowly liomc. 
Follow'd by ilte brave of otlier lands^ 
He, on wltoin from both her open 
hands 

I-aviBh Honor shower'd all her stars. 
And affluent Fortune emptied all her 
horn. 

Yea, let all goofl things await 
Him who eares not to Ix^ great, 

But as ho saves or serves the state. 
Not once or twice in our rough isLtnd- 
story, 

Tlie path of duly was the way to glory: 
He that walks it, only thirsting 
For the right, anil learns to deaden 
Love of self, before his journey closci^ 
He shall find the stubborn thistlt 
bursting 

Into glossy purples, which outredden 
All voluptuous gn rden-roscs. 

Not once or twice in our fair islamt 
story, 

The path of duty was the way to glory; 
He, that ever following her rfHimiands, 
Un with toil of heart and knees and 
' hands, 

Thro* the Jong gorge to the far light 
has won 

Hia path upward, and prevalFd, 

Shall find the toppling cmga of Duty 
scaled 

Are close upon the shining table* 
lands 

To wliieh our God Himself is moon 
and sun. 

Such was he : hia work is done. 

Bui while the races of mankind en> 
dure, 

T/Ct his great example stand 
Colossal, seen of every land. 

And keep the soldier firm, the states 
man pure: 

Till in all lands and thro' all humaa 

story 
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TSk: path of i}uly l>c tho way lo (rlory ; 
Ainl Ivi the lanfl whoee hcaria he 
saTcd from ahame 
For many ami many ati ago proclaim 
At civic puvel ami pomp and game, 
And wlien the longdUutiuned cities 
flame, 

Tlieir over-loyal iron lendor^s fame, 
With honor, honor, lionor, honor to 
liim, 

Eternal honor to his name. 


peace, his triuinph will be sang 
By some yet unmoulded tongue 
Far on in summers that wo shall not 
tee: 

Peace, it it a day of pain 

For one alrfjut wlmse patrlnrehal knee 

Laic tJie little chihlreii dung; 

O peace, it it a day of pain 
For one, uixm whose hand and heart 
and brain 

Once the weight and fate of Europe 
Jiung, 

Ours the i>ain, be bis the gain I 
ilorc than it of man's degree 
Flust be witJi us, watching here 
At this, our great solemnity, 

Whimi we see not we revere ; 

W'e revere, and we refrain 
Fri>in talk of battles hmd and vain, 
And brawling memories nil too freo 
For such a wise huinUity 
As Ix-dUt a solemn fane : 

We Ttwere, ami wliile we bear 
Tile tides of Music's golden sea 
[ ISetiiiig toward eternity, 

Uplifted high in heart and hope are 
we. 

Until wo doubt not that for one so 
• true 

Tlierc must be other nobler work to 
do 

Tlian when he fought at Waterloo, 
And Victor he must ever be. 

For tho* the Giant Ages heave tlie 
bill 

Am! break the shore, and evermore 
Make nml hn'ak,and work Iheir will; 
Tho' world on world in myriad myriads 
roU 


Round ns, each with dilferent ptiwers. 
And other forms of life than ours, 
WMiat know we greater than the soul ? 
f )n God and Godlike men we build our 
trust. 

Hush, the l>ead March wails In the 
fK^ople's ears : 

The dark crowd moves, and there are 
sobs and tears: 

The black earth yawns: the mortal 
disap)>ears ; 

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust; 

He is gone who seem'd so great.— 
Gone ; but nothing can Wreave him 
Of the force lie made his own 
Iteiiig here, and wo luelieve him 
Hrimething far odvancetl in State, 

And timt lie wears a truer crown 
Than any wreath that man can weave 
him. 

Speak no more of his renown, 

I^y your earthly fancies down. 

And in the vast calluHlral leave him, 
God accept him, Christ receive him, 

THE THIliD OF FEBRUARY, 

im. 

My Lords, wc heard you speak : you 
told us all 

That Kiiglancrs honest censure went 
ton far ; 

That our free press should ceaso to 
brawl, 

2vot sting the flery Frenchman into 
war. 

It was our ancient privilege, my T-rfjrds, 
To fling whale'er we fcU, not fearing, 
into words, 

Wc love not this French God, the 
child of Hell, 

Wild War, who breaks the converse 
of the wise ; 

But though we love kind Peace so 
well, 

We dare notev'n by silence sanction 
lies. 

It might be safe nur censures to with- 
flraw ; 

And yet, my I^wds, not well : there is 
a higher law. § 
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As long as we tt?m£iiii, we nmtsi spi^ak 

freOj 

Tho’ all tJ(C alortn of Europe on us 
break \ 

No tiltle tiemmn slate arc we. 

But the one voice ui Europe : we 
Hiftst Speak ; 

That if to-night «iur greatne^ were 
struek deaik 

There might he left soino record of 
the things we said. 

If jaa he fearful, then must we he 
Imid. 

Our Britain cannot sitlre a tjrrant 
o’er. 

Better the waste Atlantic roll’d 

i >n her and us and ours for evermore. 

Whatl have we fought for Freedom 
from our prime, 

At last to dodge and palter with a 
public crime 1 

Shall wo fear Am f otir own we never 
fear'd. 

From our first Charles bj force we 
wrung onr claiins. 

IVlek'd by the Taps I spur, we rear'd, 

We flung the burden of the second 
Jatnes. 

I say, wc ni?rfr foarc^dl and as for these, 

We broke them on the land,wc drove 
them on the scas- 

And you, my Lonls, you make the 
people muse 

In doubt if you be of our Barons* 
breed — 

Were those your sires who fought at 
I^wes ' 

Is this the manly strain of Hunny* 
mede t 

O fall'll nohiUty, that, overawed, 

Would lisp in honey'd whiaiH^rs of 
this monstrous fraud I 

lEe feel, at least, that silenee here 
were sin. 

Not ours the fault if we have feeble 
hosts — 

If easy patrons of iJieir km 


Have left the last free race with 
naked coasts ! 

Tliey knew the precious things they 
had to guard : 

For us, we will imt spare the tyrant 
one hard wonl. 

Tho* niggard throats of Manchester 
may bawl, 

Wlint Englami was, shall her true 
sons forget t 

Wc are not coUomepinners all, 

But some love England and her 
honor yet. 

Ami these in our Thermopyl» shall 
stand, 

And bold against the world this honor 
of tiio land. 


THE CIIAHGE OP THE LIGHT 
BBIUADE, 

I. 

Half a league, half a league. 

Half a league onward, 

AH ill the valley of Heath 
Bode the six huudreil. 

" Forward, the Inght Brigade! 
Charge for the guns," he said : 

Into the valley of Death 
Bode the she hundred. 


** Fonvaitl, the Light Brigade ! ^ 

Was there a man dismay'd t j 

Not tho' tlic soldier knew 

Some one had blunder'd; ^ , 

Theirs not to make reply, j 

Theirs not to reason why, , 

Tlieirs but to do and die ; | j 

Into the valley of Death i j 

Bode the six liundrud, i 

III. 

Cannon to right of them, | 

Cannon to left of them. 

Cannon in frimi of tliem 'j 

Volley'd and tliunderVl ; 

Storm'd at with shot and shell. 

Boldly they ro<!c and well. 


OPENLYG OF THE lYTEFYATIOYAL EXHWITIOY 171 


Into tlic jawfl of Dentil* 

Into the motiUi of Hell 
Hode the bIk hundred. 

IV, 

FIhrIiM nil their Biibres Imre, 
Plash'd aa they turn'd in air 
8abrin|f the gunners there^ 
Charging an army, while 
All ihe world wonder'd : 
Plunged in the batlery-snioke 
Hight thro' the line they broke ; 
Coasaek and Russian 
Keel'd from the snbre^atroke 
Shatter'd and eutider'd. 

Then they rode hack, but not, 
Not the six hundred, 

V, 

Cannon to right of them, 
Camion to left of them. 

Cannon behind tliem 
Volley'd and thunder'd j 
Storm'd al with shot nnd shell, 
■While liorsc nnd hero fell. 

They that had fought so well 
Came thro' the jaws of Death, 
Back from the mouth of Hell, 
All that was left of them, 

Left of six hundred, 

TI, 

When can their glory fade T 
O the wild charge they made ! 

AIL the world wonder'd. 
Honor the charge they made! 
Honor the Light Brigade, 

Noble six bundred I 


ODE SUNG AT THE OPENING 
OF THE international 
EXHIBITION. 

1 , 

Vtlitt a thousand Toices full and 
sweet, 

In this wide hall with earth's inven- 
tion stored, 

And praise tlie invisiblo universal 
Lord, 


Who lets once more in peace tlie na- 
tions meet, 

Where Science, Art, and Labor 
have outpcmr'd 

Their myriad horns of plenty at our 
feet 

11 % 

O silent father of our Kings to be 
Mourn'd in this golden hour of jubilee. 
For this, for all, we weep our thanks 
to thee I 

III. 

The world-compelling plan waa 
thine, — 

And, lo ! the long laborious miles 
Of I'alace ; lo I the giant aisles, 

Kielv in model and design ; 
Harvest-tcxil and husbandry, 
l^oom and wheel and enginery, 
Secrets of the sullen iiiine, 

Siwl and gold, and corn and wine, 
l4bric rough, or fairy-fine, 

Sunny tokens of the Line, 

Polar marvels, and a feast 
Uf wonder, out of W est and East, 
And shapes and hues of Art divine 1 
All of beauty* all of use, 

That one fair planet can produce, 
Brouglit from under every star. 
Blown from over every main* 

And mixt* as life is mixt with pain* 
Tile works of [K^ace with works of 
war. 

iv. 

Is the goal so far away T 
Far, Imw far no tongue can say. 
Let us dream our dream to-day. 

V. 

O ye, the wise who think, the wise who 
reign* 

From growing commerce loose her 
latest chain* 

And let the fair white-wing'd peace- 
maker fly 

To happy havens under all the sky* 
And mix the seasons and the golden 
hours ; 

Till each man find his own in all 
men's good. 
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A WELCOME TO MAEIE ALEXANDEOVJTA. 


And all men work in noblo Lrotker- 
hood. 

Breaking their mailed fleeti and 
armed towers, 

And ruling by obeying Nalure'a 
power*. 

And gathering flU the fruita of earth 
and crown'd with all her flow- 


A WELCO^IE TO ALEXANDRA. 

MARCll 7, im. 

Sea-kinos' daughter from over the 
lea, Alexandra 1 

Saxon and Norman and Dane are we, 

But all ol ufl Daticfl in our welcome 
of thee, Alexandra! 

Welcome her, thunders of fort and of 
fleet ! 

Welcome her, thundering cheer of the 
street ! • 

Welcome lier, all things yotitMul and 
sweetp 

Scatter ihe blossom under her feet! 

Break, happy land, into earlier flow- 
ers! 

lilake music, O bird, in the new-budded 
bowers ! 

Blazon your mottoes of bleBsiug and 
prayer 1 

Welcome her, welcome ber, all that is 
ours! 

Warble, U bugle, and trumpet, hlart^ ! 

rings, flutter out ui>on turrets and 
towers ! 

Flames, on the windy headland flare 1 

Utter vour jubilee, steeple and spire ! 

Clash,* ye hcdls, in the merry Siareh 
air ! 

Flash, ye cities, in rirera of Are! 

Hush to the roof, sudden rocket, and 
higher 

Melt into stars for the land’s desire ! 

Roil and rejoice, jubilant voice, 

Roll as a ground-swell dash’d on the 
strnnd. 

Hoar as the sea when he welcomes the 

land, 

And welcome her, welcome the land's 
desire. 


The sea-kings’ daugliter as happy aa 
fair, 

BUssfut bride of a bbssful heir. 

Bride of tlie heir of the kings of the 
sea — 

O joy to the people and joy to the 
throne. 

Come to us, love us and niake us your 
own; 

For Saxon or Dane or Normsn we. 

Teuton or Celt, or whatever we be. 

We arc each alt Dane in our welcome 
of thee, Alexandra I 

A i;vt:lcome to her royal 

IITGUXESS MARIE ALEX 
AXnUOVXA, DUCHESS Oi’ 
EDINBURG IL 

MARat 1,1874, 

I, 

The Son of him with whom we strove 
for power — 

Wlioae will is lord thro’ all hU 
world-itoinain — 

Who made the serf a man, and burst 
bis clmin ^ ^ 

llns given our IVince his own imperial 
Flower, 

Alcxandrovna, 

And welcome, Russian llower, a 
people’s pride, 

To Britain, when her flowers begin 
to blow I 

From love to love, from home to 
home you go. 

From mother unto mother, stately 
bride, 

Mario Alexandrovna! 


The golden news along the steppes ii 
bhtwn, 

And at ll^y name the Tartar tents 
are stirr'cl ; 

Elburz and all the Caucasus have 
lieanl ; 

And all the sultry palms of India 
known, 

Alexandrovna- 


TNE GRANDMOrm/i, 
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TIk- Toiecs of our uoh^crsal sea 
On e«pe» of Afric as on clilts of 
Kent, 

The Maoris and that lab of Conti- 
nent, 

And loyal pinea of Canada murmur 
thee, 

Marie Alexandrovna I 


itr. 

Pair empires branching, bolh, in lusty 
lifer — 

Yet Harold's England fell to Kor- 
man swords ; 

Yet lUine own land has bow'd to 
I'anar hordes 

Bitico Enjrlish Harold gave its tlirone 
a wife, 

Alexandrovna J 

For thrones and peoples are as waifs 
that swing. 

And float or full, in etidlcsa ebb and 
fiiiw ; 

But who love Wit have best the 
grace to know 

That Liive by right divine is deathless 
king, 

Marie Alexandrovna 1 


IV. 

And Love has led thee to the stranger 
laud. 


Where men are bold and strongly 
say their say j — 

See, empire upon empire smiles to* 
day, 

As thou with lliy young lover band in 
hand, 

Aloxandrovna I 

So now tliy fuller life is in the west, 

Whose hand at liomc was gractoui 
to thy poor : 

Tliy name was blest within the nar- 
row door ; 

Ilerc also, Marie, shall thy name he 
blest, 

Marie Alexandrovna 1 

V. 

Shall fear* and jealous hatretls flame 
again 1 

Or at thy coming. Princess, every- 
where, 

The blue heaven break, and some 
diviner air 

Broatlie thro’ the world and change 
the hearts of men, 

Alexandrovna! 

But hearts that change not, love that 
cannot cease. 

And peace bo yours, the peace of 
soul in soul 1 

And howsoever this wild world may 
roll, 

Between your people's truth and man- 
ful j>eace, 

Alfred — Alexandrovna I 


THE GRAKDMOTIIEB. 


I. 

Airp Willy, my eldest*bom, is gone, you say, little Anne 1 
Buddy and white, and strong on his legs, he looks like a man. 
And Willy's wife hns written 4 she never was over-wise, 

Kever the wife for Willy ; he wouldn't take my advice. 

It. 

For, Annie, you see, her father was not the man to save. 
Hadn't a head to manage, and drank himself into his grave. 
Pretly enough, very pretty 1 hut 1 was against it for one. 

Eh! — but be wouldn't hear me — and Willy, you say, is gone. 
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til, 

Willy, my benuty, my cldest-bom, the flower of the flock ; 

Never a niati could flini; iiitn : for Willy »tood like a n>ek. 

" Here's a leg for a Imbe of a week I " says doctor; ami he would be bound, 
There was not his like tliat year in twenty parishes round. 


IV. 

Strong of his hands, and ilrong on his legs, but sllll of his tongue I 
1 ought to have gone Ijefore him i I wonder lie went so young* 

I eaimot cry for idnt» Annie : 1 have not long to stay ; 
rerhaps 1 ahalL see Id in the sooner, for he lived far away- 

r. 

Why do you look at me, Annie! you think I am hard and cold; 
But all my children have gone before me, 1 am so old: 

1 cannot weep for Willy, nor can I weep for the rest ; 

Only at your age, Annie, I could liave wept with the beat. 


YI. 

For T remember a quarrel I had with your father, my dear. 

All for a slanderfJUB story, that cost me many a tear* 

I mean your grandfather, Annie *■ it cost me a world of woe. 
Seventy years ago, my darling, seventy years ago. 

TII. 

For Jenny, my cousin, had come to the place, and I knew right wcB 
That Jenny had Iript in her time : 1 knew* hut I would not tell. 

And she to be coming and slandering me, the base little liar ! 
liul the tongue is a fire as you know, my dear, the tongue is a fire. 

YHI. 

And the parson made it his text that week, and he said likewise. 
That a lie which is half a truth is ever the blackest of lies, 

ITiat a lio which is all a lie may lie met and fought with outright. 
But a lie which Is part a truth is a harder matter to fight* 


IX. 

And Willy had not been down to the farm for a week and a day; 
And all things look'd halMead, thn" it was the middle of May* 
Jenny* to slander me* who knew what Jenny had been ! 

But soiling another, Annie, will never make one's self clean* 

X. 

And T criwl myself well-nigh blind, and all of an evening late 
I climb'd to the lop of the garth, and stood by I he road at the gate. 
Tlie moon like a ric*k on fire was rising over the dale, 

And whit, whit, whit, in the busli beside me chimipt the nightingale* 




THE CRAHDMOTHER, 


17S 


XI. 

All of » Midden he *topt : there pn*t hy the gate of the farm, 

— he didn't see me, — and Jenii>' hung on liia arm. ' 

Out into the mad I aiarted, and apoke I scoree knew how ; 

Ah, thi^re^s no fool like the old one ^ it makes me angry now*^ 

xit, 

Willy stood up like a man, and look'd the tiling that he meant; 

Jenny, the viper, made me a mocking curtsey and went. 

And 1 said, ‘VLet us part; in a hundred years it'll all bo the latno. 

You cannot love me at all, if you love not my good name.'* 

XI tt. 

And ho turn’d, and I saw his eyes all wet, in the sweet moonshine: 
"Swooihonrt, I love you so well that your goml name U niine. 

And what do 1 care for Jane, let her speak of you well or ill; 

But marry me out of hand : we two shall he liappy still/' 

XIV. 

" Marry you, Willy 1 " said I, hut I needs must speak my mind, 

And 1 fear ynu'll listen to tales* he jealous and hard and unkind/' 

But he turn’d and elaspt me in Ids arms* and anawer'd, ^*KO| love, no;’* 
Seventy years ago, my darling, seventy years ago, 

XV, 

So Willy and I were wedded ; I wore a Ulac gown ; 

And the ringers rang with a will* and he gave the ringers a crown. 

But the first that ever I bare was dead before he was horn. 

Shadow and bhine is life, little Arniie, dower and thorn, 

XVI, 

Tliat was the drst time, too, that ever I thought of death, 

Tliere lay the sweet little body that never liad drawn a breath. 

I had not wept, little Anne, not since I bad been a wife ; 

But I wept like a child that day, for the babe had fought for his life. 

XVII. 

His dear little face was troubled, as if with anger or pain : 

1 look'd at the still little body — his trouble had alt ik^n in vain. 

For Willy I cannot weep, I shall see him another mom : 

But 1 wept Uke a child for the child that was dead before he was bom, 

XVIII. 

But he cheer'd me, my good man, for he seldom said me nay : 

Kind* like a man, was he; Uke a man, too* would have his way; 

JJever jealous — ^not he; we had many a happy year; 

And he died, and 1 could not weep — my own Ume seem'd bo near. 
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XTX* 

But T it hnA tioc^n Ood’fl will thiit t too, then could haYO died; 

I began to bo tired a little, niwl fain had ftlept at his side, 

Aud timt was ten years back, or more, if I don't forgot : 

Blit aa to the children, Annie, they're alt about me yet, 

XX* 

Pattering OTor the biiards, my Annie who left me at two. 

Palter she goe«, my owiv little Annie, an Annie like you : 

Pattering over the boartls, she cornea and goes at iier will, 

WliUe Harry la in tlio ftTO-acre and Charlie ploughing the hiU* 

XXI, 

And flany and Charlie, X hear tiiom too — they aing to their team; 
Often they come to the door in a pleasant kind of a dream, 

Hiey come and ait by my cbalr, tboy hover about tny bed — 

1 am not alwaya certain if they bo alive or dead. 

xxii. 

And yet I know for a truth, there’s none of them left alive; 

For Harry went at t ixty, your father at sixty-five : 

And Willy, my eldesl-lHHTi, at nigii threescore and ten; 

1 knew them all as babies, and now they're elderly men, 

XXTtt, 

For mine is a time of x>cace, It is not often I grieve ; 

I am oftener sitting at home in my father's farm at eve ; 

And the neighbors come and laugh and gossip, aud so do I; 

I find myself often laughing at things that liave long gone by, 

XXIV, 

To be sure the preacber says, oiir sins should make us sad ; 

But mine is a time of pt^ace, and there is Grace to be had ; 

And God, not man, is the .fudge of us all when life shall ceaie 
Aud in this Book, litUe iinnie, the message is one of Peace, 

XXV* 

And age is a time of peace, so it be free from pain, 

And happy has l>oen my life ; but T wutild not live It again* 

I set m to be tired a little, that's all, and long for rest ; 

Only at your age, Annie, I could have wept with the best. 


XXVI. 

So Willy has gone, my beauty, my eldcst-bom, my flower; 

But how can I weep for Willy, ho bus but gone for an hour, — 
Gone for a minute, iny son, from this room info the next; 

I, too, shall go in a minute. What time have 1 to be vext t 
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XXV n. 

Ana Willy's wife has written, i!io never was over*wise. 

Get me my Annie : thank tiod that 1 keep iny eyes. 

There is but a irille left you, wlieu I shall have jntst away 
But suy with the old woman iiowi you cannot have long to stay* 


NORTHERN FARMER- 
OLD STYLE. 


WtiEER -aata l>ean saw long ami mea Hggin ere aloan T ^ 

Koorse 1 tlioort nowt o' a noorse : whoy, al^lln an agoan i 

Says that I inoftnl *a naw mcMir aillc : but 1 la-ftnt a fool : 

Gil Ilia my aflle, fur I beilnt a-gooiii* to breilk my rule. 


II. 

Doctors, they knaws nowt, fur a savs wlial's nawways true: 
Kaw soort o‘ kuind o* use to imfly tlie fhmj^ that a do. 

Tvc "ed my imint o’ aale ivry noiglit sin 1 bean ere, 

An* Fve ’ed tny quart ivry markeHioigbt for foorty year. 


Parson’s a bean loikewoise, an’ a sitim ere o my 
“ The amoighty’s a taiikin o’ you to my friend, * itt* 

An* a towd ma my sins, an*a toithe were due an 1 pod it ui liond, 
1 done moy duty boy ’uin, aa I ’a done boy the lontL 


iv% 


Lam’d a ma* bei. I reckons I *annot sa mo^h to lam* 

But a caai oop, thot a did, *l*f>ot Bc**sy Marris « bame* , ^ 

Thaw a knawa I Imllua voiited wi’ Sqnoiie an choorch an ataatc* 
An’ 1* the woost o* lobuos I wur niver agin tlie raiite. 


An’ 1 hallus coom’d to's choorch afoor tnoy Sally wur dead, ^ ^ 

An* ’eerd *uin a bummin* awaay loike a buficarri-elock owe r my ead, 

An* I nlvef knaw’d wliol a mean*d but 1 thowk a ad suniitmt to anuy, 
An’ 1 tbowt a said whot a owl to 'a said an* 1 coom d awaay. 


VI. 

Bessv Marris*s bamel tlia knaws she la&id It to mek. 

Mowt a 1>ean, mayhap, for she wur a bad un, shott, 

'Siver, 1 kep ’um, I kep 'um, my laas, thn mun untjerstond; 
I doue moy duty boy 'uni as 1 *a done boy the lond. 

1 Cockchafer. 
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TII, 

But Pftrson ft cooma an’ a gooa, on* a *ay» it ettsv nn' frtwi 
" I'ho Amciiglit^'a a tailkiii o* you to ’issonTt^y frit*nd," snys 'ei* 

I wouijt &aiiy inou be ieiars, thaw sunimum auiil it in 'aiiste : 

But ’e reiids wonn saniiin a weeiik, an' 1 % iitubb*d Thumaby waaste, 

vui. 

D*ya moind the waiistc^ my iass '* naw^ naw, lUa was not bom iben ; 

Theer wur a boggle in U, 1 often Verd *um iiiy*^'^ I 

Moast I u ike ft butter-bum 11 ,^ fur I 'eerd *um aboot an’ aboot, 

But I atubb'd ’uin oop wi* the lot, on’ roiived on' rembleU 'urn oot. 


Keeper’s it wur ; fo* they fun 'urn tlieer a-laiiid of ’is faiice 
Boon t’ tile woild 'enemk-s ^ nfoor 1 coomM to tlie plaiee. 
Noiika or Tbimbleby — touiier ’ed shot ’uin as deiid as a naail. 
Koftka wur ’aug’d for it oop at ’aohse — but gil lua my aide. 


X. 

Dubbut loook at tlie wafiste: thecr wam’l not fceatl for a cow; 
Nowt at all but bracken an* fuxz, an* loook at it now — 

Wamt worth nowi a baiicre, an’ now iheer’a lotu o' feeiid, 
ITourscoor yows upon it an’ some on it doon i' seeftd. 


xr* 

Nobbut a bit on it’s left, an' T inclin'd to 'a stubb’d it at fall. 

Done it tft*year I nieltnM, an* runn'U plow thruff it an* all. 

If gmlftinoighty an* parBon *ud nobhut let me uLolln, 

Med, wi* haiite oonderd liaikre o' Iktuoire's un' load o' my oin. 

XII. 

Bo godamoiglity knaw what a’s doing a-taUkln’ o' me&l 
I want wonn as saws 'ere a Wan an’ yonder a pea ; 

An’ Squoire 'uH W sa mad an’ all^a’ dear a’ dear I 

And I 'a managed for Squoire coom Mkhaelinaa tbulty year. 

XIII. 

A mowt *a taAen owd Joanes^ as 'ant nor a 'a^poth o' sense, 

Or a mowt 'a talkn young Bobins — a niver niemled a fence: 

But godamoighty a mmist taftke mea an' taOke ma now 
Wi’ aILf the cows to cauve an’ Thuniaby lioatins to plow t 

XIV. 

Loook 'ow qnoloty smoiles wlien they seeaa ma a passin' boy. 

Says to tbessen naw doubt *' what a man a Wa sewer-hiy 1 " 

Fur they kuaws what 1 betn to Squotre sin fust a coom’d to the 'All; 
I done moy duty by Siiuoiro un’ 1 done moy duty boy Imll. 


> Bittenu 


> AucmoiicA. 
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SquoireV i' Lutitioii» an' Bummun I reckons 'nil ’a to wroite, 

For whoft'fl to iiowd the lond ater inefl thot muddlca ma quoit; 
Bartiti-sewer I bell, thot a weitiit nher giro it to JoiLne«* 

Naw, nor a moan I to iiobina — a ni ver reinblca tlie s loans* 

xri. 

But summun "uH come ater met mayhap viV 'U kittle o' steflm 
Huiixm' an' inalzin* the blessed feaids wi' the DiTir« oftn team. 
Kin' 1 mun doy 1 inun doy, thaw loife they says is sweet. 

But sin' I mun doy 1 mun doy, for 1 couldn abear to see it. 

xvn. 

What atta stanniu' theer fur^ an* doesn bringr tna the sale 1 
Boetor's a 'loattler. Jass, an a'* halLua i' the owd taaie ; 

I welut break rules fur Poolor, o kiiaws naw moar nor a floy ; 
Git ma my aaie 1 tell tha, an' if 1 mun doy I mun doy* 


NORTHERN FARMER. 
KEW STTEE. 


t. 

l>oft 5 *T thou 'ear tny 'eme's legs, as they canters awn ay t 
Froputty, proputly, proputty — tbal's what 1 'ears 'em may. 
Froputiy, propulty, proputty — Sam, thou's an ass for thy paalnsi 
Theer's moor sense V one o' 'Is legs nor in ail thy braains. 


II. 

Wot— theer's a craw to pluck wi' tba, Sam : yon's parson's 'ouse — 
iJoRn'tthou knaw tliat a man tiiun be eathef a man or a mouse 1 
Time to think on it then ; for tbim'll be twenty to weeilk.* 

Froputty, proputty ^ woa then woa — let ina 'ear my sen speak. 

III. 

Me an' thy muther, Sammy, 'as Ijekn a-talkin' o' tbee ; 

Tliou’s bean talkin' to inutber, an' she bean a te.**n' it me. 

Tiiou'll not marry for munny — thou's sweet upo' parson's lass — 

Ifoa — tbou'U marry for luvv — an' we boath on us thinks iha an ass. 


IV. 

See^a’d her todaay goa by — Saainl’s daay — they was ringing the bells. 
She's a beamy thou thinks — an' soa is scoors o' gells, 

Tiiem as 'as muntiy an' all — wot's a beauty T — the flower as blaws. 
But proputty, proputty slicks, an' propulty, propulty graws. 

» TM» wt^. 
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Do'ant 1>e ittint : ^ tnftke lime 1 1 knaw» what mafikcs tha sa mad. ! 

Wuni't 1 cr:iiL:a.'d fur ihc lapse's myMm wlten 1 wtir ii lad ? 

But I ktjaw'd a C^ua*^kfr fdler as often 'ns towd mn this: , 

Dofliit thou marry for tiiuiiuy, but whoer miuiDy U I " 

VI* I 

An^ I went wlicer munny war : an' Ihy mulher eoom to *aml, 

\yv lota o' miinny laaid by, an' a 111021181 * bit o* land. 

MaAybc she wani't a beauty — I iiiver giv it a thowt — 

Hut wani't she aa good to euddlo an' kiss aa a lasa as 'ant nowt ! | 

v-iL I . 

Parson's lass 'ant nowt, an' slio weilnt 'a nowt when 'e's ckld, 

JIun be a gUTneia, lad, or summnt* and addle * her breUd : 1 

Why ? fur 'e's nobbut a euntte, an' wefUit ntver git naw 'igUer ; t| 

An' 'e maade the bed as 'e ligs on afoor 'c coom'd to the shire. 

vni. 

An thin 'e coom'd to the parish wi* lots o' Varsity debt, | 

Stook to his taa'rl they <lid, an' 'e 'ant got shut on 'em yet, i 

An' 'c llgs on la back i* tho grip, wi' noAn to lend 'Im a hIiovc, 

Woorse nor a far-wciter'd * yowc : fur, Sammy, 'e married fur lurr. 

i\. \ 

Lutv 1 what's luvv 7 thou can luvv thy lass an* 'cr niiuiny too, 

Maaklh' 'em goU togither as they've goml right lo do. I 

Couhl'n I law thy miither by eause o' 'er munny Ina'id by 7 
Kaiy — fur 1 luvv'd 'er a vast light moor fur it : reason why, 

j 

X. i 

Ay an' thy muther says thou wants to mairj' the lass, ! 

Coomi of a genfieman bum : an' we boftth on ui thlnki tha an ass* J 

Woti tlien, proputty, wilthal — an ass as near as mays nowt'* — 

Woa then, wiltha 7 dangtha J — the bees is as fell os owt** 

If. 

B[t4k me a bit o' the eih for his 'elUl, lad* out o' the fence! ■ 

Gentleman bum ! what's gentleman bum 7 is it shlllini an' pence f I 

Proputty, proputty'fi ivrything 'ere, an*, Hammy, Pm blest 
If it isn't IliO satoe uop yonder, fur them as 'as it's the best. : 

xn. 

Tis'n tliem as 'as munny as bn^^ks into 'ouses an' steHls, ' 

Them as 'as eciiits to their backs an* tailkes their regular melUs* 

NoJl, but it's tliem as nlver knaws wheer a meiira to be *ad. 

Taftke my word for it, Sammy, the poor in a loump is bad. 

1 nhAtJnaie* t K*ni. 

* Or fow^w^Jtfrr'J, — laJtl of a iihei-p lying «n Its buck Jn the furmw, i 

* UjiIei-h QoUiiag, Tlw sru lu tierco lu oiiythlug. 
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XII I. 

T\\em or thir fcytheTs, tlia sees, mm\ ’a Wiln n lailxy lot^ 

For work nmii a ifom; to the whiniver iimmiy wan got. 

Feythcr 'ad ammoat nowt; leantwaya 'in munny vim 'id. 

But 'e tued ao' moil'd 'isnett de^, an *e died a good uii, did. 

XIV. 

Loook then tlieer wlioer WHgglciby beck eooms out by the *ill 
Feyther mn oop to the farm, an* i riinn oop to the mill ; 

An* I'll run oop to ilie brig, an’ that thoull live lo see ; 

And if thou marries a good uu I'll loUve the Jand to thee. 


XV* 

■rhini’a my nofttions, Sammv% wheerby I means to stick ; 

But if thou iiianieB a bad un. I’ll leave the land to Dick- ” 
Cooni oop, propmty, proputty — that's what I ’ears 'im snay — 
Froputiy, proputty, proputty — canter an* canter awafly 


THE DAISY. 

WRITTEN AT EDniUmiOIT. 

0 LOVE, what hours were thine and 
mine, 

In lands of palm and ioutbem pine; 

Jn lands of palm, of orange-blossoinj 
Of olive, aloe, and maixe and vine. 

What Homan strength Turbin show’d 
In ruin, by the mounlnm road ; 

How like a gem, Iwnenth, the city 
Of little Motiaeo, baskiug, glow’d. 

How riclily down the rocky dell 
The torrent vineyard streaming fell 
To meet the itin and lunny waters, 
That only heaved with a summer swell. 


What slender campaniU grew 
By bays, the peacock's neck in hue ; 
When, here and there, on sandy 
beaches 

A inilky*bcU'd amatylUs blew. 


How young Columbus seem’d to rove, 
Yet present in his natal grove, 

Now watching high on mountain 
coniice, 

And steering, now, from a puri>lecove. 


Now pacing mute by oeeanV rim ; 
Till, in a narrow street and dim, 

1 stay’d the wheels at Cogoletto, 
And drank, and loyally drank to Jiira, 

Nor knew w© w-ell what plcaficd us most, 
Not the dipt palm of which they boast; 

But diatanl Color, happy hamlut, 

A moulder'd citadel on the coast. 

Or tower, or high hill*convent, seen 
A light amid its olives green ; 

Or oUve-hoary cape in ocean j 
Or rosy blc^om in hot ravine, 

Where oleanders flush’d the bed 
Of silent torrents, gravel-spread ; 

And, crossing, oft we saw the glisten 
Of ice, far up on a mountain head. 

We loved that hall, tho* whlf e and cold, 
Those niched shapes of noble mould, 
A piitieely people's awful princes, 
The grave, severe GenoveBe of old. 

At Florence too what golden hours, 
In those long galleries, were ours ; 

Whn I dri ves about the frt^shCascinfe, 
Ur walks in Boholi’s ducal bowers. 
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In briplit vignettes^ and oacJi com- 
plete. 

Of tower or duomo, fiunny-iweet, 

Or palace, lii>w the dty glitter'd, 
Thro' cypresa avenues, at our feet. 

But when we crost the Lomlmrd plain 
RemenilxiT what a plague of rain ; 

Of rain at Ueggio, rain at I'arnia ; 
At Lodi, rain, I'iacenxa, rain. 

And stern and sad (so rare the smiles 
Of sunligltt) look'd the Lombard piles ; 

l^irch-pi liars on the lion resting, 
And sombre, old, colonnaded aisleSi 

0 Milan, O the chanting qulrei. 

The giant windows' bJas^jn'd fires, 

The height, the space, the gloom, 
the glory ! 

A mount of marble, a hundreil spiresl 

1 climb'd the roofs at break of day ; 
Bun-sniitten Alps before nie lay* 

I 8 tool! among the silent statues, 
And statued pinnacles, mule as they. 

How faintly-flush'd, ho w phantom-fair. 
Was Monte Ilosa, hanging there 
A thousand almdowy-pencill'd val- 
leys 

And snowy dells in a golden air. 

Itemembcr how we came at lost 
To Como; shower and storm and blast 
Had blown the lake beyond his limit, 
And all was flooded ; and how we past 

From Como, when the light was gray. 
And in my head, for half the ilay, 

The rich Virgilkn rustic measure 
Of Lari Maxuine, all the way. 

Like balladdmrthen music, kept, 

As on The Lariano crept 
To that fair port lielow the castle 
Of Queen Theodolind, where we slept ; 

Or hardly slept, but wateliM awake 
A caress in the moonlight shake, 

The moonlight touching o'er a 
terrace 

One tall Agave above the lake. 


What more 1 we took our last adieu. 
And lip tlio snowy Splugen drew. 

But ere we reach'd the higiiesl 
summit 

I pluck'd a daisy, I gave it you. 

It told of England then to me, 

And now it tells of Italy. 

U love, we two shall go no longer 
To lands of summer across tlic sea; 

So dear a life your arms enfold 
Whose crying is a cry for gold : 

Yet here to-night in this dark city. 
When ill and weary, alone and cold, 

I found, tho' crush'd to hard and dry, 
This nursling of another sky 
8till tn the little book you lent me. 
And where you tenderly bid it hy ; 


And I forgot the clouded Forth, 

The gloom that saddens Heaven and 
Earth, 

The bitter east, the misty summer 
And gray metropolis of the North. 

Perchanee, to lull the tlirobs of pain, 
rerchance, to charm a vacant brain. 
Perchance, to dream you still be- 
side me, 

My fancy fled to the South again. 


1 


TO THE REV, F. D. JIAURICE. 
JANUARY, Itot. 

Come, when no graver cares employ. 
Godfather, come and see your boy i 
Your presence will be sun in winter, 
Making the little one leap for joy* 


For, being of that honest few. 

Who give the Fiend himself his due,*^ 
Should eighty-thousand collegU'*; 
councils 

Thunder “ Anathema,” friend, at you; 

Should all our churchmen foam in spite 
At you, so careful of the right, 

Y'et one lay-hearth would give you 
welcome 

(Take it and come) to the Isle of 
Wight; 


WILL. 


m 


Wherts far from noUe amJ smoke of 
town, 

I watch the twiUpht fnllmit hrown 
All round a carelesft^jrderM f^artleii 
Close to the ridge of a noble down. 

You’ll have no scan dal while you dine* 
But honest talk and wholesome wine, 
And only hear the magpie gossip 
Garrulous under a roof of pine : 

For groves of pine on either hand, 

To break the blast of winter, sjauil ; 

And further on, the hoary Channel 
Tumbles a billow on chalk and sand ; 

Where* if below the milky steep 
Borne ship of liaUle slo^vly creep. 

And on thro' ^ones of light and 
sbadow 

Glimmer away to the lonely deep. 

We might discuss the Norfhem sin 
Wlddi made a selfiTtli war Wgin ; 
Dispute the claims, arrange the 
chances ; 

Emperor, Ottoman, which shall win i 

Or whether war's avenging rml 
Shall lash all Europe into blood; 

Till you should turn to dearer 
matters, 

I>ear to the man that is dear to God ; 

Bow best to help the slender store* 
Bow mend the ilwel Lings* of the poor; 

Htnv gain in life, a* life advances, 
Valor and charity more and more. 

Come, Maurice* come : the lawn as yet 
Ji hoar with rime, or spongy- wet ; 

But when the wrt^ath of Jiiarch has 
hlossomM* 

Crocus, anemone* violet. 

Or later* pay one visit here, 

For those are few we hold as dear ; 
Kor pay hut one* but come for 
many* 

Many and tnany a happy year. 


WILL. 

I* 

O w'ELL for him whose will is strong I 
He suiters, but he will not MutTer long; 
He suffers, but he catmot auiler 
wrong ; 

For him nor move* the loud world's 
random mock, 

Nor all Calamity's liugest waves coUr 
found* 

Who seems a promontory of rock, 
That, com (Miss’d round with turbulent 
sound. 

In middle ocean meets the surging 
shock, 

Tempest-buffeted, citadcl-crown'd, 

II. 

But ill for him who, bottering not 
with time* 

Corrupts the strength of heaven- 
descended Will, 

And ever weaker grows thro' acted 
crime. 

Or seeming-genial venial fault* 
Becurring and suggesting still 1 
Ho seems ns one whose footsteps 
bait. 

Toiling in immeasurable sand, 

And o'er a weary sultry land, 

Far beneath a blaming vault, 

Sown in a wrinkle in the monstrous 
bill, 

The city sparkles like a grain of salL 


IN THE VALLEY" OF 

cauteuetz. 

All Along the valley, stream that 
flasbest white, 

llcepening thy voice with the deepen- 
ing of the night* 

All along the valley, where thy waters 
flow, 

I walk'd with one 1 loved two and 
thirty years ago. 

All along the valley, while I walk'd 
to-day. 


1S4 


m THE GARDEN AT SWAINSTON 


I 


Tlie tHo «ji*l thirty yean were A mist 
that rails away ; 

For all aiotiff ilie valley, down thy 
roeky bed, 

Tliy living voiee to me waa aa the 
voiee of the dead, 

And alt along the vat ley, by rook and 
cave and tree, 

Ttie votee of the dead waa a tiTing 
voice to me- 

IN THE G AUDEN AT 
SWAINSTGN* 

Niohtittgai.es warbled without. 
Within was weeping for thee ; 

Shadows of three <lead men 
Walk'd in the walks w'ith me, 
SJmiiows of thi\‘e dead men and 
thou wast one of the three. 

Nightingales sang in his wockIs : 

The Master whs far away: 

Nightingales warbted and sang 
Gf a jMisshm that lasts Imt a day; 
Still in the house in his coffin the 
IVince of courtesy lay. 

Two dea<l men have I known 
In courtesy like to iheo: 

IVo ileail men have 1 loved 
With a love that ever will be: 
Three dead men have 1 loved, and 
thou art last of the three. 


THE FLOWER. 

OxcB in a golden hour 
I cast to earth a seed. 

Up there eanie a flower, 

The people said, a weed. 

To and fro they went 
Thro' my garfli^ndjower. 

And muttering dis^’aiitent 
Cursed me and my flower* 

Tlieti it grew so tall 

It wore a crown of light. 

But thieves from o’er the wall 
btole the seed hy night. 




Bow'd it far and wide 

By every town and tower, 
Till all the people cried, 

** Splendid is the flower.” 

Read my little fable ; 

He that runs may read. 

Most can raise the flowers now, 
For all have got the seed. 

And some are pretty enough. 
Ami some are poor indeed ; 
And now again the people 
Call it but a weed* 


REQUIESCAT. 

Fa in is her cottage in its place, 
.Where yon broad water sweetly; 
slowly glides* 

It sees itself from tbatcii to base 
Dream in the sliding tides. 

And fairer she, but ah how soon to 
die? 

Her quiet dream of life this hoiar 
may cease. 

Her peaceful being slowly passes by 
To sonic more perfect peace. 


THE SAIIX)R BOV. 

He rose at dawn and, fired with hopi^ 
Shot o'er the seething harbor-bar, 
And reach'd the ship and caugiit th* 
rope. 

And whistled to the morning star. 

And while be whistled long and loud 
He heard a fierce mermaiden cry, 
“O boy, iho* thou art young and 
prontl, 

1 sec the place where thou wilt Lia 

The snnds and yeasty surges mil 
In caves about the dreary bay, 
And on thy ribs the limpet sticks. 
And in thy heart the scrawl t»hal] 
play.” 



Ttm fSLET. 
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ha ** death Is sure 

To tlioeo tliiit »Uiy and ilioso that 
roam, 

But I will nevermore endure 
To sU witlv ciupt/ liands at home. 

*' Mr mother clin^ alxint my neck. 
My sister* erjdng, * Stay for liluiine 
My father raTcs of death and wrcek» 
Tiiey are all to hliune, tliey are all 
to blame. 


" Tliitlier, 0 thither, love, lot us go.*' 

“No, no, no I 

For in all that esrquiaite ialc.tny dear, 

There ia hut ’one bird with a musieal 
throat. 

And his compass is but of a iingle 
note, 

Til at it makes one weaiy to hear,” 

“Mock me not I mock me not! lore, 
let us go/* 


*^Ood help me 1 save I take my part 
Of danger on tlie roaring sea, 

A devil rijics in my heart, 

Far worse than any death to me/* 


THE ISLW- 

“ WttiTitER, O whither, love, shall we 

BO, 

For a score of sweet Hlile summers or 
sol" 

Tiie sweet little wi fe of the singer said. 
On tile day that folio w*d the day she 
wns wed, 

“ Whither, 0 wliither, love, shall we 
go?^ 

And the singer shaking Ida curly liead 
Tun/d as he sat, and struck the keys 
Thm^ at Ids right with a suddtm crash, 
Singing/* And shall it be over the si^as 
With a crew that is neither rude nor 
rash, 

But a bevy of E roses apple-cheek’d, 
la a shallop of crystal ivrirydjeak*d. 
With a satin sail of a mhy glow. 

To a iwcet little Eden on earth that I 
know, 

A mountain Islet pointe<l and peak'd; 
Waves on a diamond shingle dasli, 
faUmet brooks to the ocean run, 
JsiriJyHlelicate pn laces slime 
Mis:t with myrtle and clad with vine. 
And 0 verst ream'd and silvery-streakM 
With many a rivulet high against the 
Sun 

The facets of the glorious mountain 
flai^ti 

Above the valleys of palm and pine." 


“ No, love, no. 

For tlie hu<l ever breaks into bloom 
on the tree. 

And astonii never wakes on the lonely 
sea, 

And a worm is there in the^ lonely 
wood, 

Tliat pierces the liver and blackeui 
the blood; 

And makes It a sorrow to be." 


CHILD-SONGS. 

I. 

THE ciTv cm La ^ 

DAiirrT little maiden, whither would 
you wander 1 

Whither from this pretty home, the 
home where mother dweils? 

** Far and far away," said the dainty 
little maiden, 

“All among the gardens, auriculas, 
anenmnes, * 

Roses and It lies and Catiterbuiy* 
bells/* 

Dainty little maiden, whither would 
you wander T 

Whitlier from this pretty house, 
this citydiiiuse of ours 1 

** Far and far away,” said tho dainty 
little maiden, 

“All among the meadows, the clover 
and the clematis, 

Daisies and kingcups and honey- 
BUckle-flowers." 
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MINNIE AND iVINNfE. 


11 . 

MIXNIK AND WINNIE. 

Mijcnii: and Winnie 
Slept in a sbdL 

Sleep, Uule ladieal 
And tliey slept well. 

Pink was the shell witliin, 
Silver wUhoiit; 

Sounds of the great sea 
Wander'd about. 

Sleep, little ladies 1 
Wake not soon 1 

Echo on eelio 
Dies to the moon. 

Two bright stars 
Peep'd into the sUclb 

** What are they dreaming of t 
Wiio ean tell ? " 

Started a green linnet 
Out of the croft; 

Wake, little tadies, 

The sun is aloft I 


THE SPITEFUL LETTER, 

IIerr, it ia liere, the close of the year. 
And with it a spiteful letter. 

My name in song has done lilui mueU 
wrong, 

For himself has done much better. 

Q little bard, ia your lot so hnrtl, 

If men neglect your pages » 

I think not much of yours or of mine, 
1 hear the roll of the ages. 

Rhymes and rhymes in the range of 
the times! 

Are mine for the moment atronger? 
Yet hate me not, but abide your lot, 

1 last but a moment longer. 

This faded leaf, our names are as 
brief ; 

Wliui room is left for a hater I 


Yet the yellow leaf hates the grecncf 
leaf. 

For it hangs one moment later. 

Greater than I — ia that your cry 1 
And men will live to see it. 

Well — if it be so — so it is, you know; 
And if it be so, so be it. 

Brief, brief is a summer leaf, 

But this is the time of hollies. 

0 hollies and ivies and evergreens. 
How I hate the spites and tht 
follies 1 


LITERARY SQUABBLES. 

All Godl the petty fools of rhyme 
Tltaislitit^and sweat in pigmy wan 

Before the stony face of 'rime, 

And look'd at by the silent stars; 

Who hate each other for a song, 

And do their little best to bite 

And pinch theirhrethren in the thronft 
And scratch the very dead for spite; 

And strain to make an inch of room 
For their sweet selves, and cannot 
hear 

The sullen l^ethe rolling doom 

On them and tlieirs and all things 
here; 

When one small touch of Charity 
Could lift them nearer GoiMikeitata 

Than if the crowned Orb should cry 
Like those who cried Diana great; 

And f too, talk, and lose the touch 
I talk of. Surely, after all, 

The noblest answer unto such 

Is perfect stillness when they brawL 


THE VICTIM. 

• 1 . 

A PLACtri upon the people fell, 

A famine after laid them low, 
llien thorpe and byre arose in flrf. 


nm vfCTiM. 
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For on them brake the fiudden foe ; 
So thk'k t|*ey died tlie people eritHl, 
"The God» are mored againut the 
land/" 

The Prieit in liorror alwut his altar 
To Thor and Udiii liftcKi a hand ; 

" Help UH from famine 
And plague and atrife ! 

What would you have of m ? 
Human life ? 

Were il our nearest. 

Were it our dearest, 

(Answer, O answer) 

We give you his Efe/' 

It. 

Butstill tlie foeman spoilVt and bum'd, 
And cattle died, and deer in wood. 
And birtl in air, and ftshes turn'd 
And whiten'd all the rolling flood; 
Anil dead men lay all over the way. 
Or down in a furrow scathi>d with 
flame * 

And ever and aye the I’ricsthood 
moan'd. 

Till at last it seem'd that an auswer 
eame. 

"The King is happy 
In ehild and wife ; 

Take you his dearest, 

Give us a life/' 


in. 

Tlie Priest went out by heath and hill ; 

The King was limiting in the wild ; 
They found the mother sitting still ; 

She cast her arms about the child. 
Tlie child was only eight summers old. 
His beauty itilL with Ids years in- 
creased, 

His face was rmidy, his hair was gold, 
He seem'd a yictim due to the jiriest. 
The Priest lie he Id him. 

And cried wltli joy, 

The (jodfl have answer'd : 

We give them the boy.” 

IV, 

Tlie King return'd from out the wild, 
He bore but little game in hand ; 


Tlic mother said, "They have taken 
the child 

To spill his blood and lieal tlie 
land : 

The land is slek, the people diseased, 
And blight and famine on all the 
lea: 

The holy Gods, they must be appeased, 
SiJ I pray you tell the trutli to me. 
lliey have taken our son. 

They will have his life. 

Is fm your dearest 1 
Or I, the wife t 

V, 

The King hent low, with hand on 
brow. 

He stay'd bis arms upon his knee : 
"O wife, what use to answer now ? 
I'^'or now the IViest 1ms judged for 
me.” 

The King was shaken with holy- 
fear; 

" The Gods,” he said, " would Imvo 
chosen well ; 

Vet Iwth are near, and Imth are dear. 
And which the dearest I cannot tell!'' 
But the Priest was happy. 

His victim won: 

" We have his dearest. 

His only son I ” 

VI. 

Tlie Htes prepared, the victim bared. 
The knife uprising toward the 
blow 

To the altar*«tone she sprang alone, 

" Me, not my darling, no I " 

He caught her away with a sudden 
cry; 

Suddenly from him brake his wife. 
And slirieking " / am hU dearest, I — 
/ am his ilearest ! ” rush'd on tho 
knife. 

And the Priest was happy, 

** O, Father Odin, 

We give you a life. 

Which was his nearest I 
Who was his deim^st ? 

The Gods have answer’d ; 

We give llieiu the wifel” 
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WAGES. 




WAGES, j 

Glout of wnmor, plorf of orator, glory of song, ^ 

Paid with a role© flying Uy lo U; lost on an ondloss eea— i 

Glory of Virtue, to fight, to struggle, to nglit the wrong— > 

Nay, but she aim’d not nt gloty% no loTer of glory she : | ji 

Give her the glory of going on, null alill to be. 

Tlie wages of sin la death : if the wages of Virtue be dust, 

Woulfl she have heart to endure for the life of the worm and the iy ! I 
- She desires no isles of the bleat, no quiet seat* of the just, i 

To rest in a golden gro^^, or to bask in a aummer sky : ■ 

Give her tlie wages of going on, and not to die, j 


THE HIGHER PANTHEISM. 


Tun sun, the moon, the stars, the seas, the lulls and the plains — 
Arc not these, U Soul, the Vision of Him who reigns 1 

Is not the Vision He1 tho' He be not that whieh He seems t 
Dreams are true while they iast, and do we not live in dreams 1 

Earth, tliesc solid stars, this weight of body and limb. 

Are they not sign and symbol of Iby division from Him t 

Dark is (he world to thee: thyself art thu-reason why; 

Eor is He not all but thou, that hast power to feed « 1 am I t 

Glory about thee, wUbout thee; and thou fulflUest thy doom 
Making Him broken gleams, and a stifled splendor and gloom. 

Speak to Him thou for He hears, and Spirit with Spirit ean meet^ 
Closer is He timn breathing, and nearer than liands and feel. 

God is law, say the wise; O Soul, and let us rejoice, 

Eor if He thunder by law the thunder is yet His voice. 

I,aw is God, say sonie ; no God nt all, says the fool ; 

Eor all we have power to see is a straight stall bcut in a pool ; 

And the ear of man cannot hear, and the eye of man cannot see: 
But if wc could see and hear, this Visidn— were it not Hel 


THE VOICE AND THE PEAK. 



1 . 

The voice and the Peak 
Far over summit and lawn. 

The lone glow and long roar 

Green -rushing from the rosy thrones 
of dawu 1 


/Vll night have 1 heard the voice 
Rnve over the rocky bar, 

But thou wert silent in heaven, 
Above tliee glided the star. 
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tii, 

Ba«t thou no voice, O Peak, 
That fltandeet li%h ala^ve all ! 
1 atn the voice of the IVak, 

I roar and rave for 1 full. 


IV, 

** A thousand voice* po 
To North, South, East, and West ; 
They leave the height* and are 
troubled, 

And moan and sink to their rest 


V. 

" The flelda are fair beside them, 

The chestnut tower* in his hloom ; 
But they — they feel the desire of tho 
deep — 

Fall, and follow their doom, 

vi, 

** The deep has power on the heiglit. 
And the heiplit ha* power on the 
deep : 

They are raised for ever ami ever, 
And sink again into sleep,’' 


Ttl, 

Not raised for over and ever. 

But when their cycle is oVr, 

The valley, the voice, the peak, the 
star 

Pass, and are found no more. 


Tin, 

Tlie Peak is high and flush'd 
At his highest with sunrise fire; 
The Peak is high, and the stars are 
high, 

And the thought of a man is higher. 


13C, 

A deep below the deep, 

^ Anti a height beyond the height I 
Our hearing is not hearing. 

And our seeing is not sight. 


X, 

The voice and tlie Peak 
Far into heaven withdrawn, 

The lone glow and long roar 

Green-rushing from the rosy thrones 
of dawn ! 


FtJDWEU in the crannied wall, 

1 pluck you out of the craiinies, 

1 hold you here, root and all, in my 
hand, 

Little flower — hut tf 1 could under- 
stand 

What you are, root and all, and all in 
all, 

1 should know what God and man is. 


A DEDICATION, 

Dear, near and true ^ no truer Time 
himself 

Can prove you, Iho' he make you ever- 
more 

Dearer and nearer, as the rapid of 
life 

Shoot* to the fall — take this and pray 
that he 

Who wrote it, honoring your sweet 
faith in him, 

May trust himself ^ and after praiBO 
and scorn, 

As one who feels the immeasurable 
world, 

Attain the wise mdifTerence of the 
wise; 

And after Autumn past — if left to 
pass 

His autumn into seemlng-leafles* 
days — 

Draw toward the long frost and long- 
est night, 

Wearing Ids wisdom lightly, like the 
fruit 

Which in our winter woodland looks 
a flower.^ 

1 This fmlt of the Fpimhe-tTH {Euony* 

mu* £*urqfKEUs}, 
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BOADICEA, 


EXPERIMENTS 

BOlDICEA. 


WniLE about tlve shore of Mona thoao Ncrontan Icponarica 
Burnt atni broke the grove and altar of the Uruid and Druidesif 
Ear m tlie East lloudiceap standing lofldy eharioted^ 

5Iad ami maddening all that heard her In her fieroe volubilitj, 

Girl by half the tribes of Britain, near the colony Camuloddne, 
Yeird and sJiriek^d between her daughters o'er a wild confederacy. 


** Tliey that scorn the tribes and call u» Britain's barbarous populaeei* 
Bid they bear me, would they listen, did they pity me supplicating T 
Shall 1 heed tbem in tbeir anguish f shall 1 brook to be supplicated! 
Hear Icenian, Calieuchlanian, bear Coritanian, Triiiolwntl 
Must their ever*ravening eagle's beak and talon annihilate us I 
Tear the noble heart of Byltain, leave it gorily quivering? 

Bark an answer, Britain's raven ! hark and blacken innumerabiUj 
Blacken round the Homan carrion, make the eareflse a skeleton. 

Kite and kestn.d, wolf and wolf kin, from the wilderness, wallow in i^ 
Till the face of Bel be brighten VI, Taranis be propitiated. 

Lo their colony half defended I low their colony, Cdmulodiine I 
There the honic of Homan robl>ers mock at a barbarous adveraary. 
There the liive of Homan liars wc^rsbip a gluttonous emt>eror-idiot. 

Such is Rome, and this her deity : hear it. Spirit of Cassivcladn I 


Hear it, Gods ! tbo Gods have beard it, O Tcentan, O Coritnnianl 
Doubvnot ye the Gmls have answer’d, Catieudilaniaii, Trinobant. 

These have told us all their anger in miraculous utterances, 

Thunder, a flying fire in heaven, a murmur heard aerially, 

1‘hantom sound of blows descending, moan of an enemy massacred, 
Bhaithmi wail of women and cbildrtm, multUndinous agonies* 

Bloodily flow'd the 'ramesa rolling phantom iKjdies of horses and men; 
Tlien a phantom colony smoulder’d ou the refluent estuary ; 
j^astly yonder yester^even, suddenly giddily tottering — 

There was one who wateliVlanil told me — down tbeir statue of Victory felL 
Lo their precious Homan bantling, lo the colony C^mulofliine, 

Shall we teach it a Homan lesson ? shall we care to be pitiful 1 
Shull we deal with it as an infant t sball we dandle it amorously I 


'* Hear Icenian, Catieuchtanian, hear Coritanian, Trinobanl I 
While I roved alw>ut the foWst, long and bitterly miniitating. 

There I heard them in the darkness, at the mystical ceremony, 

I^>osely rolafd in flying raiment, s«ng the leirilde prophetesses, 

* Fear notp isle of bln wing wondland, isle of silvery parapets ! 

Tho' the Homan eagb- shadow thee, tho' the gathering enemy narrow ihe^ 
Thou Shalt wax and he shall dwindle, thou shall be the mighty one yeti 
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Thine the liberty, thine the plery, thine the deeils tii be eelebrnled. 

Thine the niynuii-rullmi: t^cean, light anti ulmdow' itlinittiible, 

Thine the lan^lts uf iji!»tiiig summer, rnany-blossumittg Paradises, 

Thine the Kurth and tJiiiic the South and thine tlie hattledimtider of God/ 
So they chanted : how shall Britain light upon uugtiHea happier I 
So they chanted in the darkness, and there conieth a victory now. 

Hear Iceman, Catieuclilanian, hear Coritanian, TrinobantI 
Me the wife of rich IVasutagus, me the lover of liberty. 

Me they seized and mo they tortured, me they lash’d and humiliated. 

Me the sport of ribald Veterans, mine of rnllbin violators ! 

See they sit, they hide Iheir faces, miserable in ignominy I 
Wherefore in me burns an anger, not by blood to be satiatetl, 

I» tlie palaces and the temple, lo the colonj' Camulodtine I 

There lliey ruled, and thence they wasted all the flourishing territofy. 

Thither at their will they haled the yellow-ringleted Britoness — 

Bloodily, bloodily fall the batt]e*axe, unexhausted, inexorable* 

Shout Icenian, Catieuchlanlan* shout Coritanian, Trinobant, 

Till the vktini hear within and yearn to hurry precipitously 

Like the leaf in a roaring whirlwind, like the smoke in a hurHeane wbirrd* 

Lo the colony, there they rioted in the city of Cdiiolxflfne 1 

There they drank In cujis of emerald, there at tables of ebony lay. 

Rolling on their purple couches in their tender effeminacy, 

'Hiere they dwelt and there they rioted ; there — there — they dwell nomor& 
Burst tbe’gate^, and bum the palaeea, break the works of the statuary. 
Take the hoary Homan head and shatter it, hold it abominable, 

Cut the Homan boy to pieces in his lust and voluptuousness, 

I,4ish the maiden into su'oonlng, me they lash’d and humiliated, 

Chop the breasts from off the mother, dash the brains of the little one out. 
Up my Britons, on iny chariot, on my chargers, trample ibeiu under uaJ* 


So the Queen Bofidicf^a, standing loftily charioted, 

Brandishing in her hand a dart and rolling glances lioness-like, 

Yell’d and shriek’d between her daughters in her fierce volubility* 

Till her iieople all around the royal chariot agitated. 

Madly dash’d the darta together, writhing ImrlMroiis Jineilments, 

Made the noise of frosty wooillands, when they shiver in January, 
Roar’d as when the roaring breakers boom and blanch on the precipices,, 
Yell’d as when the winds of winter tear an oak on a promontory. 

So the silent colony hearing her tumultuous aclversaries 

Clash the darts and on the 1>ueklcr heat with rapiil uunnimoiis haud^ 

Thought on all her evil tyrannies, nil her piiitess avarice, 

Till she ftdt the heart within her fall and flutter tremulously. 

Then her pulses at the elamnring of her enemy fainted away. 

Out of evil evil fiourishes, out of tyranny tyranny buds. 

Kan the land vitti Ituman slaughter, multitudinotis agonies. 

BeHsh’d many a maid and mairon, many a valonms legionary, 

Fell tlic colony, city, and citadel, Loudon, '\'erulam, CamuJodiinc, 


m 


TJ^^ArSLATIOJSr OF THE lUAD. 


IN QUANTITY- 
ON TRANSLATIONS OF HOMER 
i/examdcr# and Pmtamettrg, 

TnKSE lame botametcra the atrong* wing'd music of Homer I 
Ko — but a most burlesque barbarous exjwrimeut* 

’Wben was a harsher sound ever heard, yc Muses, In England t 
When did a frog coarser croak uj)on our He I icon 1 
Hexameters no worse than daring Germany gave us. 
Barbarous experiment^ barbarous Uexatneters. 


MILTON. 

Alcaics. 

0 ificnTT-MorTii’o inventor of bar- 
uiouies, 

O skiird to sing of Time or Elemityj, 

God-gifted orgam voice of F!u gland, 
Milton, a name to resound for 
ages; 

Whose Tiian angels, Gabriel, Abdiel, 
Staff'd from Jehovali's gorgeous ar- 
mories. 

Tower, as ibe deep-domed empyrean 
Rings to the roar of an angel on- 
set — 

Me ratlier all that bowery loneliness, 
Tlie brooks of Eden marily muriimr- 
^ng, 

And bloom profuse and cedar arches 
Cliarm, as a wanderer out in ocean, 
Where some refulgent sunset of India 
Streams o’er a rich aiiibrosial ocean 
isle, 

And crimson-hued the stately palm- 
woods 

Whisper in odorous heights of 
even. 

Hen decar^Uabics^ 

O Tou chorus of indolent reviewers. 
Irresponsible, indolent reviewers. 
Look, 1 come to the test, a tiny poem 
All composed in a metre of Catullus 
All in quantity, careful of my motion. 
Like tlje skater on lec that hardly 
bears liim, 

Lest I fall unawares before the people, 


Waking laughter in indolent ro- 
viewers. 

Should I flounder awhile without a 
tumble 

Tliro’ this melrificatlon of Catullus, 

They should speak to me not without 
a welcome, 

All that chorus of indolent reviewers. 

Hard, hard, hard is it, only not to 
tunihla, 

So fantastical is tlie dainty metre* 

Wherefore slight me not wholly, nor 
believe me 

Too presumptuous, indolent reviewers, 

O blatant Magazines, regard me 
rather — 

Since 1 blush to belaud myself a mo- 
ment — 

As some rare little rose, a piece of in- 
most 

Horticultural art, or half coquette-liko 

Maiden, not to be greeted uubumgnly. 


SPECIMEN OF A TRANSLA^ 
TION OF THE ILIAI) IN 
BLANK VEREJE* 

So Hector spake; the Trojans roar’d 
applause ; 

Then loosed their .sweating horsoi 
from the yoke, 

And each beside his chariot bound his 
own ; 

Aud oxen from the city, and goodly 
ilicep 
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Im Imste thoy drove, and honey-bearted 
wine 

Anti bread from out ibe bouacs 
brought, nod beap*d 

Their firewood, and the winds from off 
the plain 

Rolfd the riel I vapor far Into the 
Iieavem 

And these all niglit upon the bridge^, 
of war 

Sat glorying; many a fire before them 
blareil : 

A a when in heaven the stars about the 
moon 

Look beautiful, when all the winds are 
laid, 

And every height comes out, and jut- 
ting peak 

1 OrHdge. 


And valley, and the j m meat ur able 
heavens 

Break open to their highest, and all 
the stars 

Shine, and the ShephenJ gladdens in 
his heart : 

So many n flro lietween the ships and 
stream 

Of Xanthus binned before the towers 
of Troy, 

A thousand on the plain; and close 
by each 

Sat fifty in the hla*c of burning 
fire; 

And eating hoory grain and pulse the 
steel Is, 

Fiit by tlieir cars, waiteil the golden 
dawn* Iliad viii, 642-501, 
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OR, TUB SONG OF TOE WRENS. 

Fottr rear* sro Mr, SuIUvad requested rae to write a Hide song-ejrcle, OpTmai! fashion, for 
him lo cjierclBO hit art upon, lb? twd Wn very luccwrul in st'lUair »uch old aa “ Or. 

phnw with his line;' and t dreit uu for blto. partly in tlie old atyk, n piipl^et, wb**e ulmmt 
only mvrtt U, iierbapii, llmt it can daucc to Mr, 8uTlivan> lufllrumcal, 1 juh aorry Uint my 
foiir-ycnr old pup[ivt ihctuld have to doucij al nil \n thedurk ilmdow of thciMidayii; huilLa 
nsuaic L» now cumplctod, and I am bound by ruy proizdM. 

IB 70 . A. TaNHVsoif, 
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ns THE lltLL, 

The lights and sliadows fiy I 
Yonder it brightens and darkens down 
on the plain. 

A jewel, a jewel dear to a lover's 
eye! 

Oh is it the brook, or a pool, or her 
window pane, 

When the winds arc tip in the 
rnorning 1 

Clouds that are racing above, 

And winds and llglits and shadows 
that cannot be still, 

All running on one way to the liome 
of my love. 

You are all running on, and 1 stand 
on the slope of the hill, 

And the wlndsareuxi in the mom* 

iugl 


Follow, follow the chase ! 

And my thirnghls are ns quick and as 
quick, ever on, iin, on. 

O lights, are you flying over Iier 
KWetq little face ? 

And my heart is there before you arc 
come, and g*me, 

When the winds are up in the 
luoming 1 

Follow them down the slope ! 

And I follow them down lo the window, 
pane of my dear. 

And it brightens ami darkens and 
brightens like luy lio|je. 

And k darkens and brightens and 
darkens Itke my fear. 

And the winds are Up in the 
morning. 


T 
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AT TltK WISr>OW, 

Vino, vine and o^i^lanlino, 

Clasp her winiiow, trdl am! twine 1 
Koe4>, rose anil denial Is, 

'I Vail and twine and clasp and kiss, 
Kiss, kiss ; and make her a bower 

All of floivers, and drop me a flower, 
Drop me a flower* 

Vine, vino and cglafitlnc. 

Cannot a flower, a flower, be mine 1 
Hose, rose and dematis, 

Drop me a flower, a flower, to klsf. 
Kiss, kiss — and out of her bower 

All of flijwers, a flower, a flower, 
Dropt, a flower, 

CONE, 

Cone ! 

Gone, tin the end of the jear, 

Gone, au<l tlio liglitgone witli livr, and 
left me in shadow here ! 

Gone — flitted away. 

Taken the stars frotn the night and 
the sun from the day I 

Gone, and a cloud in my heart, and a 
storm m the a tr! 

Flown to the cast or the west, flitted 

1 know not where 1 

Down in the south is a flash and a 
groan : she is there 1 she is 
there 1 

WINTEB, 

Tlie frost is here, 

And fuel is dear, 

And woods are sear, 

And Arcs bum dear. 

And frost is Iiere 

And has bitten tbe heel of the going 
year, 

Bite, frost, bite I 

Von roll up away from the light 

Tlie blue wood-louse, and the plump 
dormouse, 

And the b(*t‘S arc stiird, and the flies 
arc kiird, , 

And you bite far into the heart of the 
house, 

But not into mine. 

Bite, frost, bile! 

The woods are all the searer. 

The fuel is all the dean'^^, 

The fires are all the dearer. 

My spring is all the nearer, 

Vou liavo bit ten into the heart of the 
earth, 

But not into mine. 

SPRINC* 

B inis' love and birds* song 

Flying here and there, 

Birds* song and birds* love, 

And you with gold for hair! 

Birds* song and birds* love, 

I'assing with the weather, 

^lenV song and men's love. 

To love once and for ever. 

Men's love and birtls* love, 

And women's love and men's ! 

And you my wren with a crown of 
gold, 

You my queen of the wrens* 

You the queen of the wriuis — 

Well be binis of a featln r, 
ril be King of the Qecen of tho 
wrens, 

And all in a nest togetlier. 

THE nETTEtt. 

Where is another sweet as my sweet. 
Fine of the fi;ie, and shy of the shy ! 
Fine little luiods, flne little feet — ' 
Tk'W'y ?>lue eye. 

Shall I write to her T shall I go 1 

Ask her to marry me by and by 1 
tSomebmly said that she'd say no ; 
Somebody knows tliat slielt say ay ! 

Ay or no, if ask*d to her face 1 

Ay or no, from shy of the shy t 

Go, little letter, apace, apace, 

Fly ; 

Fly to the light in the valley below — 
Tell my wish to her dewy hlue eye i 
Somebody said that she'd say no ; 
Somebody knows that shell say ay I 

NO ANSWER. 

The mist and (he rain, the mial and | 
the rain \ 
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Is h ay or no ’ k U ay or no ^ 

And nt'^vLT a i^llmpsc of lier window 
panel 

And I may die but the gtuss will 

fTTOW, 

And the will grow when I am 

gone, 

iUid the wet west wind and the world 
will go on- 

Ay is the song of the wedded spheres. 
No is trouble and cloud and storm, 
Ay is life for a hundreil years, 

No will push me down to the worm, 
when i am there and dead and 
gone. 

The wet west wind and the world will 
go uu* 

The wind and the wet, the wind and 
the wet ! 

Wet west wind how you blow, you 
blow I 

And never a line from my lady yet! 

Is it ay or not is it ay or no T 
Blow then, blow, and when 1 am gone, 
The wet west wind and the world may 
go on* 

KCI AXSWKIt* 

Wiudfl are loud and you are dumb. 
Take my love, for love will come, 
Love will come but once a life* 
Winds are loud and wluds will past I 
Spring is here with leaf and grass : 

Take my love and bo my wife. 
After-loves of maids and men 
Are but dainties drest again i 
liove me now, you'll love me then : 
Love can love but once a life. 


^ TKE ANSWER 
Two little hands that meet, 

Claspt on her seal, my sweet I 
Must 1 take you and break you, 
Two little hands that meet 1 
I must take yim, and break you, 
And loving hands must part — 
Take, take — break, break — 
Break — you may break my heart* 
Faint heart never won — 
Break, break, and all's done* 


m 


AT* 

Be merry, all birds, tewlay. 

Be merry ou earth as you never 
were merry before, 

Be merry in heaven, U larks, and far 
away. 

And merry for ever and ever, and 
one day more. 

Why? 

For it's easy to find a rhyme* 

Look, look, how lie flits. 

The fire-crown'd king of the wrens, 
' from out of the piue I 
Look how they tumble the Ulossom, 
the mad little tits! 

Cuck*oo I Cuck-oo ! was ever a 
May so fine ? 

Why? 

For it’s easy to find a rhyme* 

O merry the linnet and dove, 

A nd s w-al low and sparrow a nd 
throstle, and have your desire 1 
0 merry my heart, you have gotten 
the wings of love, 

Aud flit like the king of the wrens 
with a crown of fire- 
Why ? 

For its ay ay, ay ay. 


wnR?f. 

Sun comes, moon conies. 

Time slips away- 
Bun sets, moon sets. 

Love, fix a day. 

** A year hence, a year hence." 

** We shall bo ill be gray." 

** A month hence, a inunth Jience." 
** Far, far away." 

“ A week hence, a week hence." 

Ah, the long ileky." 

" Wait a little, wait a little. 

You shall fix a day." 

To-morrow, love, to-morroW| 

And that’s an age away/' 

Blaze upon her wimlow, sun. 

And honor all tlic day. 
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Lights 80 low n|>on earth, 

Vou send a Itash to the sun. 

Hero is I lie golden close of lo¥ej 
All fny wooing is done* 

Oh, the woods and the nieadows, 
Woods where we hid from the wet, 
Sides where we stayed to be kind, 
Meadowa in which wc met I 

Light, so low in the vale 
Yon flash and lighten afar. 

For this is the golden inoming of lore. 


And you arc his morning star. 
Flasli, I am coming, I come, 
liy meadow and stUe and wood, 

Oh, lighten into rny eyes and my heart, 
Jnio my heart and my blood 1 

Heart, are you great enough 
For a love that never lirei ? 

O heart, are you gn^atonough for love f 
1 have heard of thorns and briers. 
Over the thorns and briers, 

Over the meadows and stiles. 

Over the world to the end of U 
Flash for a miltlon milea. 
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DEDICATION. 

Tite»e to ITJ* M<*mory — aince ho hdt] 
them ilenF;, 

Perchance n« finding there uncon* 
sciously 

Some imago of inmaelf — I dedicate, 

1 dedicate, I coiiacoratc with tears — 

These IdylU* 

And indeed He seems to me 

Scarce other than my king's ideal 
knight, 

“ Who reverenced Iiis conscience as 
Ids king; 

Whose glory was, redressing human 
wrong; 

Wlio spake no slander, no, nor listen'd 
to it; 

Who loved one only and wlio clave to 
her — " 

Her — overall whose realms to their 
last isle, 

Commingled with the gloom of Im- 
minent war, 

The shadow of Ifis loss drew like 
eclipse, 

Darkening the world. We hare lost 
him ! he is gone ; 

We know him now : all narrow jeah 
ousies 

Are silent; and wo see him as he 
moved, 

How modest, kindly, AU-accoinplish*il, 
wise, 

With what iuhlimc repression of him- 
self, 

And in what limits, and how tenderly ; 


Kot swaying to this faction or to that ; 

Not making his hlgli place the lawless 
perch 

Of wing'd ambitions, nor a vantage- 
ground 

For pleasure ^ but thro' all this tract 
of years 

Wearing the white flower of a Llame^ 
less life, 

Before a thousand peering littlenesses. 

In that tierce light which beats upon 
a throne, 

And blackens cTciy blot: for wliere 
is he. 

Who dares foreshadow for an only son 

A lovelier life, a more unstain'd, than 
ills t 

Or how should England dreaming of 
hiS sons 

Hope more for these than some in^ 
lieritancc 

Of such a life, a heart, a mind as thine, 

71iou noble Father of licr Kings to W, 

Laborious for her people and her 
poor — 

Voice in the rich dawn of an ampler 
day — 

Far-sighted summoner of War and 
Waste 

To fruitful strifes and rival nes of 
peace — 

Sweet nature gilded by the gracious 
gleam 

Of letters, dear to Science, dear to Art, 

Dear to thy land and oun, a Prince 
indeed, 

Beyond all titles, and a household 
tuime. 
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Hereftfti T, Ihru* all Atlx'rt the 

Good. 

Break not, O woman^a heart, but 
HtiU ciulure; 

Break not, for. thou art Bo^al, but 
entJun\ 

Berne mbering all the beauty of that 
star 

Whicli shone so close beside Thee that 
ye made 

One light together, but has past and 
leaves 

Tlic Cro^vn a lonely splendor. 


I For first Aurelius lived and fought 
and dlinh 

And after him King Uther fought and 
died, 

But either fail'd to make the kingdom 
one. 

And after these King Arthur for a 
apace, 

And thro* the puissance of hts Table 
Hound, 

Prcwall their j)eity princedoms under 
him, 

Their king and liead, and made a realm, 
and leigu’d. 


May all love, 

Ilis love, unseen but felt, o'ershadow 
Tlice, 

Tlie love of all Thy sons encompass 
Thee, 

Tlielove of all Thy daughtera cherish 
lliee, 

The love of all Thy people comfort 
Thee, 

Till Gml's love set Thee at hia side 
again ! 


THE COMING OF ABTHUn, 

Leodogran, the King of Camellaril, 

Had one fair daughter, and none other 
child ; 

And she was fairest of all flesh on 
enrih, 

Guinevere, and in her his one deliglit. 

^ ^ For many a petty king ere Arthur 
came 

liuled in this isle, and ever waging 
war 

Each upon other, wasted all the land; 

And still from time to time the 
heathen host 

Swarm'd overseas, and harried wlmt 
was left. 

And BO there grew great tracts of wih 
demess, 

Whertun tlie beast was ever more and 
more. 

But man was less and less, till Arthur 
catue. 


And thus the land of Csmeliard 
was waste. 

Thick wUh wet woods, and many a 
beast therein, 

And none or few to scare or ehaso the 
beast ; 

So that wdd dog, and wolf and boar 
and bear 

Came night ami tlay, and rooted in 
the fields. 

And wallow'd m the gartlcna of the 
King. 

And ever and anon tho wolf would 
steal 

Tlic children and devour, but nowand 
then. 

Her own brood lost or dead, lent her 
fierce teat 

To human sucklings; and thcclulilTen, 
housed 

In her foul den, there at their meat 
would growl, 

And mock their foster-mother on four 
feet, 

Till, straighten'd, they grew up to 
wolfdike men. 

Worse than the wolves. And King 
Ix^lugran 

Groan’d for the Homan legions here 
again. 

And Cicaar's eagles then hia brother 
king, 

Urien, assiiird him ; lost a heathen 
hortlc, 

Keddening tlio sun with smoke and 
earth with blood. 
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And on the npiko timt split the 
mother 'i In art 

Spitting the child, hrnke on hitii, till, 

atiiAzi’d, 

He knew not whither Uc should turn 
for aid* 

But — for he heard of Artliur newlj 
crown'd, 

Tho' not without an uproar made hy 
tliote 

Who cried, "He is not Uiher's son" 
— the King 

Sftit to him, Mying, "Arise, nnd help 

US thoul 

For here beiween the man nnd Ijcast 
we die*" 

And Arthur yet had done no deed 
of arms. 

But heard ihe call, and came: and 
Gumerere 

Stood by tlie castle walls to watch him 
pass ; 

But since lie neither wore on helm or 
shield 

The golden symbol of his klngUhood, 

Bui rode a simple knight among his 
knights. 

And many of these in richer arms 
Ihan he, 

She saw him not, or mark'd not, if she 

iJlW, 

One among many, tho* hU face was 
hare. 

But Arthur, looking downward as he 
past, 

Fdt the light of her eyes into his life 

Smite on tlie sudden, yet rode on, and 
pitch'd 

Ills tents beside the foresL Then he 
dravc 

The heathen ; after, slew the beast, 
and feird 

The fort^st, letting in the sun, and 
made 

Broad pathways for the hunter and 
the knight 

And so return'd. 

For while he linger'd there, 

A doubt that ever smoulder'd in the 
hearu 


Of those great Lords and Barons of 
his rt'alm 

Flash'd forth and into war : for most 
of these, 

Colleaguing with a score of petty 
kings, 

Made head against him, efj'ing, W ho 
is he 

That he sliould rule us! who hath 
proven him 

King Uther's son t for lo I we look at 
him. 

And find nor face nor bearing, limbs 
nor voice, 

Arc like to those of Uthcr whom we 
knew-* 

This is tile son of Gorlois, not the 
King; 

This is the son of Anton, not the 
King" 


And Arthur, passing thence to 
battle, felt 

Travail, and throes and agonies of the 
life, . 

Desiring to lie join'd with Guinevere; 

And tliinking as he rode, “ Her father 
said 

That there l>ct ween the man and la^ast 
they die 

Shall I not lift her from this land of 
beasts 

Up to my liironc, and side by side 
with me1 

What happiness to reign a lonely 
king, 

Veist--(l ye stars that shudder over 
me, 

0 earth that soundest liollow under 

me, 

Vext with waste dreams 1 for saving 
1 lie join'd 

To her that is the fairest under heaven, 

1 wHmv as nothing in the mighty world. 

And cannot w ill my will, nor work my 

work 

WlioUy, nor make myself in mine own 
r^^alm 

Victor and lord* But were I join'd 
with her, 

Then might we lire together aa onp 
life. 
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And relfniiiiiT with ont> will in every- 

1 And all the world asleep, they swerved 

thint' 

1 and brake 

Hate power In tbit dark land to 

? Flying, and Arthur call'd to stay the 

liKhteii ir^ 

brands 

And liower on tbit dead world to 

That liaek'd among the flyers, “Hoi 

make it live." 

they yield ! " 

Thereafter — as hetpeaks who lellt 

Ha like a painted battle the war stood 
Silenced, the living quiet as Uie ilead. 

the tale — 

And in the heart of Arthur joy was 

When Arthur reach'd a field-of-battle 

loi^* 

bHj^ht 

He laugh'd upon his warrior whom 

With pitch'<l pavilions of his foe^ the 

he loved 

And honor'd most. "^Thou dost not 

world 

Was all so clear aboul him, that be 

doubt tne King, 

saw 

So well thtne arm hath wrought for 

Tlio smallest rock far on the faintest 

me toKJay*" 

hill, 

" Sir and my liege/' he cried, “ the 

And even in bigh day the morning 

Arc of God 

star. 

Doscemls upon thee in the hattle-fleld ; 

So when the King had set hit banner 

1 know thee for my King 1 " Whereat 

broad, 

the two. 

At once from either side, with trumpet- 

For each had warded either in the 

b^ast. 

" fight, 

And shouts, and clarions shrilling unto 

Sware on the field of death a deatlilcss 

blood, 

love* 

The long-lanced battle let their horses \ 

1 And Arthur said, “ Man's word is God 

run* 

in man : 

And now tJic Barons and the kings 

Let chance what will, I trust thee to 

prevailVI, 

the death 

And now tlio King, as liere and tliere 


that war 

Then quickly from tlie foughten 

Went swaying! but the Powers who 

field he sent 

W'alk the world 

tlftus, ami Brasiias, nml Ifedivere, 

Made lightnings and great thunders 

His new-made knighu, to King Leo- 

over Jiim, 

dtigran, 

And dar.ed all eyes, till Anlmr by 

Saying, "If 1 in aught have served 

main might, 

thee well. 

And mightier of his hands with every 

Give me thy daughter Guinevere to 
wife*'’ 

blow. 

And leading all Ills knighthood threw 


the kings 

Whom when he heard, l^odograu 

Carados, Urien, C rad lemon t of Wales, 

in heart 

Clandias, and Clariance of Korthum- 

Debating — “ How should I that am a 

lierland. 

king, 

The King Brand agora s of Tjitangar, 

However much he holp me at my 

With Anguisant of Erin, Morgaitore, 

need, 

And lA»t of Orkney. Tiien, before a 

Gfve my one daughter saving to a 

voice 

king. 

As dreadful as the shout of one who 

And a king's snn f " — lifted his voice, 

sees 

and cal I'd 

To one who sin®, and deems himself 

A hoary man, liis chamberlain, to i 

alone 

whom 
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I lie trusted all thmgi, and of him 
I required 

llii coutisel ; “ Knowcft Ihou aughl of 
Arthur B birth ? ** 

Tlieh spfllic I be horary c hainho r lftin 
rand said, 

“ Sir King, there lie hut two old men 
I thrat know ; 

I And eaeli h twice as old ns 1 ; ancl one 
Is Merlin, the wise man that ever 
servetl 

KingUther thro’ his magic art; and 
one 

Is Merlin'i master (so they call IdmJ 
JUeys, 

I Who taught him magic; but tbo 
; sebuiar run 

I Before tlie master, and so far^ that 
Bleys 

l^id magic by, and sat him down, and 
wrote 

All things and whatsooror Merlin did 
In one great aimaUbook, where after 
years 

I Will learn the secret of our Artiiur’i 
birth/* 

To whom the King Leodogran 
replied, 

[ "O friend, bad 1 Iwen holpen half as 
well 

By this King Arthur as by thee to- 
^ day, 

I Then beast and man had bad their 
share of me: 

But suninion here before us yet once 
more 

Ulfius, and Brastlas, and Bedirere/' 

Then, when they came Iwforc Inm* 
the King said, 

*•1 hare, seen tlie euekoo chased by 
lesser fowl, 

And reason in the cliase ; but where- 
fore now 

]h> these your lords stir up the heat 
of war, 

Some calling Arthur bom of Gorlois, 

! Others^ of AutonI Tell lue, yc your- 
f selres, 

— 


Hold yc this Arthur for King Uthci/s 
soni " 


And Ulflus and Brastius answerM, 
“ Ay/^ 

Then Eedivere, the lirst of all his 
knights 

Knighted by Arthur at bis crowning, 
spake — 

¥or bold In lieart and act and word 
was he, 

'Whenever slander breathed against 
the King — 


** Sir, fliere ho many rumors on this 
head j 

For there be those who hate him in 
their liearls, 

Call him hasehorn, and since bis ways 
are sweet, 

And tlieirs are heslial, hold him less 
than man : 

And there be those who deem him 
more than man, 

And drt'am hedmpt from heaven * hut 
my belief 

In all this matter — so yo care to 
learn — 

Sir, for ye know that in King U tiler's 
time 

The prince and warrior Gorlois, he 
that held 

Tin tag! I castlo by the Cornish sea, 

Was wedded with a winsome wife, 
Ygeme : 

And daughters had she borne him, — 
one whereof, 

Lot's wife, tlio Queen of Orkney, 
Beilicent, 

Hath ever like a loyal sister cleaved 

To Artimr, — but a son she had not 
borne. 

And Uiher cast upon her eyes of love ; 

But she, a stainless wife to Gorlois, 

So loatlied the bright dishonor of his 
iove, 

That Gorlois and King Ullier went to 
war ; 

And overthrown w-as Gorlois and slam. 

Tlieu L'ther iu his wrath and heal 
besieged , 
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Ygcme within Tintagil, where her 
men» 

Seeing the mighty ewarm alxjtit their 

walldj 

Left her niid fled, and Uther eixter*d 
ln» 

And there was none to caI] to hut him- 
self* 

So, comimaftM hy the power of the 
King, 

Enforced ihc was to wed him In her 
tenr«, 

Ami with A Hhameful awiftness % after- 
wanl. 

Not many moon®, King Uther died 
hirnHelf, 

Moaning and wailing for an heir to 
rule 

After him, lent the realm should go to 
wraek. 

And that same night, the night of the 
new year, 

Hy n^Ajiiiii 4if the biitemess anti grief 

'Fhai vext his mother, all before his 
time 

Waa Arthur l>om, and all aa soon as 
bfirn 

BeliTer’d at A secret postern gate 

'I'o Merlin, to be holden far apart 

Until his Itotir should come ; because 
tile lords 

Of that fierce day were as the lords of 
tills. 

Wild beasts, and surely would have 
tom tile child 

Piecemeal among them, had they 
known ; for each 

But iougiit to rule for his own self 
and hand, ^ 

And many liated Utiier for the sake 

Of Gorlois^ Wherefopo Merlin look 
the child, 

And gave him to Sir Anton, an old 
knight 

And ancient friend of Uther ; and liis 
wife 

Nursed the j'oung prince, and rear'd 
him with her own ; 

And no man knew. And ever since 
the lords 

Uave foughten like wild beasts among 
tlicmselves, 


So that the realm has gone to wrack % 
but now, 

This year, when Merlin (for his hour 
had come) 

Brought Arthur forth, and set him in 
the hall, 

Proclaiming, ' Here it UtJier't heir, 
your king,' 

A hundred voices cried, 'Away with 
him 1 

No king of ours! a son of Gorlota 
he, 

Or else the child of Anton, and no 
king, 

Or else Imsebom.' Yet Merlin thro’ 
his craft. 

And while the people clamor'd for a 
king, 

Had Arthur crown'd; but after, the 
groat lords 

Baniled, and so brake out in open 
war/' 

Then while the Kmg debated with 
himself 

Tf Arthur were the child of shameful- 
ness, 

Or bnm the son of GorloVs, after 
death, 

Or Uther's son, and bom before his 
time, 

Or whetber there were truth in any- 
thing 

8aid hy these three, there came to 
C!ameliard, 

With Gawam and young Mmlred, her 
two sons, 

T-ot's wife, the Queen of Orkney, 
UeUicent ; 

Whom as he could, not as ho would, 
the King 

Made feast fur, saying, as they sat at 
meat, 

" A doubtful throne is ice oh sum- 
mer seas. 

Ye come from A rthur's court, Victor 
his men 

Report him ! Yea, but ye — think ye 
this king — 

So many thoso that hatu liim, and so 
strong. 
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So few his knights, Kowever brave 
they be — 

Hath bt>dy eilow |o hold liis foemen 
down ? " 


-tr. 


'"O King/' ihe eried, ** and I will 
toll thc-e: few, 

Few, hut all brave, all of one mind 
w'ith Inin ; 

For 1 wan near him when llie savage 
yelU 

Of Utlier's poorairo ditnl, and Arthur 
eat 

Crown'd on the date, nnd hie warriors 
cried, 

' Be thou the king, and we will work 
thy will 

Who love thee/ Then the King in 
low (ii-ep tones, 

And simple words of gn^ai authority, 

Bound (hem by so slrail vows to his 
own self, 

That wiieri they rose, knighted from 
kneeling, some 

Were pale as at the passing of a ghost, 

Some flush'd, and others dazed, as one 
who wakes 

Hatf-bllnded at the coming of a tight, 

^*But when he spake and cheer’d 
his Table Hound 

With large divine and comfortable 
words 

Beyond my tongue to tell thee — T 
beheld 

From eye to eye thro' all their Order 
flash 

A tnomentary likeness of the Kingr 

And ere it left their faces, thro* tlie 
cross 

And those around it and the Cmcified, 

Down from the easement over Arthur, 
smote 

^me^eolor, vert and azure, in three 
rays, 

One faJlitig upon each of three fair 
queens, 

Who fttKMl in silence near his ihrone, 
the friends 

Of Arthur, gazing ou him, tall, with 
bright 


Bweet faces, who will help him at his 

**And there I saw mage Merlin, 
whose vast wit 

And hiindrefl wintera are but ns the 
iiands 

Of loyal vassals toiling for their liege, 

" And near him stood the Lady of 
the T^ake, 

Who knows a subtler magic than his 
own — 

riothed in while saniite, mystic, won- 
derfuL 

She gave the King his huge cross- 
liilted sword. 

Whereby to drive the heathen out ; a 
mist 

Of incense curl'd almut her, and her 
face 

Well nigh was hidden in the minster 
! gloom ; 

But there was heanl among the holy 
hymns 

A voice as of the watera, for she dwidls 

Down in a deep, calm, whatsoever 
storms 

May shake the world, and when the 
surface rolls. 

Hath pimer to walk the waters liko 
our Lord* 

'‘There likewise I lielield Excalibur 

Before him at liis crowning borne, the 
sw'or<1 

'niat rose from out the bosom of the 
lake. 

And Arthur row'd aenisa and took it 
— rich 

With icwels, elfin Urim, on the hilt, 

Bewildering heart and eye — the blade 
so briglit 

That men are blinded by it — on one 
side. 

Graven in the oldest tongue of all this 
world, 

* Take me/ but turn the blade and ye 
shall sec, 

And written in the speech ye speak 
yourself, 
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* Cast mo aveny ] ' And sad was 

Arthur's inco 

Taking it» hut old Mori in oounsoU'd 

him, 

* Tako thou and stHko I the lime to 

cast ftwny 

Is yet far-off/ So this great brand 
the king 

Took, and hy itiis wiH beat his focmen 
down.-' 

Tliereat T^CHlogram rejoiced, but 
thought 

To sift his doublings to tlie tail, ami 
askVI, 

Fixing full eyes of question on her 

faec. 

The iwaliow and llte swift are near 
akin, 

Hut thou art C'lostT to this noble primre. 

Being his own dear sister ; '' and she 
said, 

" Daughter of Gorlois and Ygeme am 
I;” 

** And therefore Arthur's sister T ** 
ask'd the King. 

She answer'd* “These he secret things/' 
ami sign'd 

To those two sons to pass and let 
them he. 

And Gawain went, and breaking into 
song 

Sprang out, and follow'd by his flying 
hair 

Ban like a eolt, and leapt at all he 
saw I 

But ^toilrcil laid his ear beside ibe 
doors. 

And there half beanl ; the same that 
afterward 

Struck for the throne, and striking 
found his doom* 

And then the Queen made answer, 
** What know I ? 

For dark my mother was in eyes and 
hair, 

And dark in liair and eyes am 1 ; and 
dark 

Was Gorlois, yea and dark was Uther 
too. 


Wellnrgh to blackness; but this King 
is fair 

Beyond the race of Britons and of men. 

Moreover, always in tiiy mind 1 hear 

A cry frimi out the dawning of my life, 

A mother weeping, and 1 hear her say, 

*0 that yc had some brother, pretty 
one. 

To guartl thee on the rough ways of 
the world,"' 

**Ay” said the King, '*nnd hear ye 
such a cry ! 

But when did Arthur chance upon 
thee first ? ” 


“O King!” she cried, "and I will 
tell thee true : 

He found me first when yet a little 
niahl : 

Beaten I hail been for a little fault 

Whereof 1 w'as not guilty ; and out I 
ran 

And flung myself down on a bank of 
heath, 

And hated this fair world and all 
therein, 

And wept, and wish'd that I were 
dead; and he — 

I know not whether of himself ha 
came, 

Or brought by ^terlin, who, they say, 
can waik 

Unseen at pleasure^ — he was at mj 
side 

And spake sweetwortls, and comforted 
my heart, 

Ami dried my tears, being a child with 
me. 

Aiul many a time he came, and ever* 
more 

As I grew greater grew with me; and 
sad 

At times he seem'd, and sad with him 
WAS I, 

Stem too at times, and tlicn 1 loved 
1dm not. 

But sweet again, and then I loved him 
w'elL 

And now of late 1 see him less and 
less* 
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Bui thoio first (lajs Imd golden hours 
for me, 

For tlieu 1 sureljr iliought he would 
be king 

But li?t me lell thee now another 
tale; 

For Bk-ys, our Merlin’s miisior, as 
they Bay, 

Died but of lute, and sent liia cry to 
me, 

To hear him speak before he left his 
life. 

Shrunk like a fairy changeling lay 
the mage ; 

And when t enter'd told me that him- 
self 

And Merlin erer served aliout the 
King, 

Uther, before he died; and on the 
night 

When Ciher in Tintagil pant away 

Moaning and wailing for an heir, tlie 
two 

Left the still King, and passing forth 
to breathe, 

Then from the castle gateway by the 
chasm 

Descending thro’ the dismal night — 
a night 

In whieli the liounds of heaven and 
earth were lost — 

Beheld, so high upon the dreary 
deeps 

It seeniM in heaven, a ship, the shape 
thereof 

A dragon wing'd, and all from stem 
to stem 

Bright with a shining people on the 
decks, 

And gone as soon as seen. And then 
the two 

Dropt to the cove, and watch'd the 
great sea fall, 

Wave after wave, each mightier than 
the last, 

Till last, a ninth one, gathering half 
the deep 

And full of voices, slowly rose and 
plunged 

Boaring, and all the wave was in a 
llauie ; 


And dowm the wave and in the fiame 
was borne 

A naked babe, and rode to Merlin’s 
feet. 

Who stoopt and caugbt tbe babe, and 
cried *Thc King I 

Here is an heir for Cthcrl' And the 
fringe 

Of that great breaker, sweeping up 
the strand, 

Lash’d at the wizard as he spake the 
word. 

And all at once all round him rose in 
fire, 

So that tbe child and he were clothed 
in fire. 

And presimily tliereafter follow’d 
calm. 

Free sky and stars : 'And this same 
child/ he said, 

' Is he who reigns ; nor could I part 
in peace 

Till this were told/ And saying this 
the seer 

Went thro* the strait and dreadful 
pass of death. 

Not ever to Ik* qucKtionM any more 

Save on the further side ; but wdien I 
met 

Merlin, and ask’d him if these things 
were truth — 

Tlie shining dragon and the naked 
child 

Descending in the glory of the seas— » 

He iiiugird as is his wont, and an* 
Bwer’d me 

In riddling triplets of old time, and 
said; 

“ * Bain, rain, and sun I a rainbow 
in the sky 1 

A young man will be wiser by and by; 

An old man's wit may wander ere he 

die. 

Bain, rain, and sun 1 a rainbow on 
the lea ! 

And truth is this to me, and that to 
thee ; 

And truth or clollml or naked let it 
be. 

Uain, sun, and rain I and the* free 
biusBom blows : 
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Bun, T4iin, anil sun I and where is he ! 
wUn known ? 

From tilt? in*oiit deep to the grout deep 
he g*R‘«/ 

«So Merlin riddling anger’d me; 
but thou 

Fear not to give tbii King thine onijr 
chiUU 

Guinevere : so great banls of him will 
sing 

Hereafter i and dark sayings from of 
old 

Ranging and ringing thro’ the minds 
of inen^ 

And eclnj’d by old folk beside tlieir 
fires 

For comfort after their wage- work is 
done, 

Speak of the King; and Merlin in onr 
time 

Hath spoken alsoj not in jest, and 
sworn 

Tho’ men may wound him that he will 
not die, 

But pass, again to come ; and then or 
now 

Utterly smite the heathen underfoot, 

Till these and all men hail liim for 
their king." 

She spake and King Leodogran 
rejoiced, 

But musing “ Shall I answer yea or 
nay ? " 

Doubted, and drowsed, nodded and 
slept, and saw. 

Dreaming, a atojHi of laud that ever 
urew, 

Field after field, up to a height, the 
peak 

Hazcdiidden, and thereon a phantom 
king. 

Now looming, and now lost ; and on 
tlie slope 

The sword rose, the hind fell, the herd 
was ii riven. 

Fire glimpsed ; and all the land from 
roof and riek, 

Id drifts of smoke before a roUiug 
wind. 


StreamM to Ihe l>cok, and mingled 
with the hare 

And maiie it thicker; while the phau* 
tom king 

Sent out at times a voice ; and here 
or there 

Stood one who pointed toward the 
voice, tlie rest 

Slew on and burnt, crying, No king 
of ours, 

No son of Utlier, and no king of ours ; " 

TUI with a wink his dream v&m 
eliangc-d, the hare 

Descended, and the solid earth be- 
eaine 

As notliing, hut the King stood out 
iu heaven, 

CrownM, And I^oilogran awoke, and 
sent 

Ulftus, and Brattias and Bedivere, 

Back to the court of Arthur an&wcp* 
ing yea- 

Then Arthur charged his warrior 
whom he lovtil 

Ami honorM most, Sir Lancelot, to 
riile forth 

And hring the tiueen ; — and watch’d 
him from tiie gates , 

And Lancelot past away among the 
flowers, 

(For then was latter April) and 
return’d 

Among . the ftowers, in May, with 
(Vuinerere. 

To whom arrived, hy Dubric the high 
sa int. 

Chief of tlie church in Britain, and 
hefdre 

The state! icit of her altar'Shrines, the 
King 

That mom was married, while in stain- 
less wliite, 

The fair In^ginners of a nobler time, 

And glorying in their vows and him, 
his ktiiglits 

Stood round liiiu, and rejoicing in Ida 
joy. 

Far sitone the fields of May thro* 
open door, 

The sacred altar blossom'd white with 

May, 
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The Sim of May dcscenJei! on their 
KinKt 

They ipized on all earth'j boauty in 
their Queen, 

Koird tncenie, and there past along 
the by mm 

A voice aa of the water*, while tbo two 

Sware at the shrine of Chriai a ileaih- 
leii love: 

And Arthur said, '‘Behold, thy doom 
is mine. 

Let chance what will, I love tlicc to 
the death ! " 

To whom tVie Queen replied with 
drooping eye*, 

" King and my lorti, J love theo to tho 
death ! " 

And holy Duhric spread Id* liands 
and Bpake 

** Reign ye, and live and love, and 
make tiie world 

Other, and may thy Queen be one 
with thee, 

And all this Order of thy Table 
Koutid 

FulBl the boundless purpose of their 
Kiiigl" 

So Dubric said ; but when they left 
the shrine 

Great Lords from Rome before the 
portal stood. 

In scornful stillness gazing as they 
past j 

Then while they paced a city all on 
fire 

With sun and cloth of gold, the trum- 
pets blew, 

And Arthurs knighthood sang before 
the King : — 

» Blow trumpet, for the world is 
white with May ; 

Blow trumpet, the long night* hath 
roird away ! 

Blow thro* the living world — 'Let 
the King reign/ 

"Shall Romo or Heathen rule in 
Arthur’s realm I 

Flash brand and lance, fall battleaxe 
upon helm, 


Fall battU axe, and flusli brand I Let 
the King reign. 

" Strike for the King and live 1 his 
Itnights have heard 

That God hath told the King a secret 
word. 

Fall battleaxe, and flash brand 1 I^iet 
the King reign. 

"Blow trumpet I he will lift us 
frtmi the dust. 

Blow trumpet 1 live the strength and 
die rhe lust ! 

Clang Imttleaxe, and clash brand! Let 
the King reign. 

" Strike for tho King and die ! and 
if thou diest, 

Tlie King b King, and ever wills tho 
liighesb 

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand I 
lA't the King rtugn. 

" Blow, for our Sun is mighty in his 
May 1 

Blow, for our Sun is mightier day by 
day 1 

Clang batileaxe, and clash brand 1 
Let the King reign. 

" The King will follow Christ, and 
we ilie King 

In whom high Gt>d hath breathed a 
si*eret Ihlng. 

Fall baiileaxe, and flash brand! Let 

__ the King reign/* 

sl sang the knighthood, moving to 
’ their hall. 

There at the banquet those great 
I^rds from Rome, 

The slowly*fading mistress of the 
world, 

Strode in, and claim’d their tribute as 
of yore. 

But Arthur spake, " Behold, for theso 
have sworn 

To wage my wars, and worship mo 
their King ; 

The old order changeth, yielding place 
to new ; 
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And wc thni %ht for our fair fallit-r 

Chmt, 

Seeiiifs lh»t jc he grown too weak anci 
old 

To drive tlie beathen from jour 
Roman wall^ 

Ko tribute will wo pay'*; bo those 
great lords 

Drew back in wrath, and Arthur 
strove with Kome« 


And Ariliur and his kniglUltood for 
a sfiace 

Were all one will, and tliro' itmt 
stri^ngth the King 

I>rew in the petty princedoms under 
him, 

Fought, ami in twelve great battles 
ovoreame 

The heathen honk a, and made a realm 
and reign'd. 
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HEOLIK AMU VIVnSK, 

LANCELOT AMU ELAINE. 

GAUETir AND LYNETTE. 

Titn last tall son of I^t and Ikdlicent, 

And tallest, Gareth, in a showerful 
spring 

Stared at the spate, A slender shafted 
Fine 

Lost footing, fell, and so was whirl'd 
away* 

" How lie went down/' said Gareth, 
“ as a false knight 

Or evil king before my lance if lanee 

Were iiiino to use — O senseless cata- 
ract, 

Bearing all down In thy preeipitaney^ 

And yet iIumi art but Bwollen with 
cold snows 

And mine is living blood : thou dost 
His will, 

Tlie Maker's, and not knewesL, and 1 
that know. 

Have strength and wit, in tny good 
mother's liall 

Linger with vaeiilating obedience, 

I’rison'd, and kept and coax'd and 
whistled to — 

Since the good mother holds me still 
a child \ 

Good mother is bad mother unto me I 

A worse wen? better; yet no worse 
would I. 


TFIE ItOLV 43 RAIL. 
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LAST TOCOMAJIEMT, 

OeiMBVERE. 

Heaven yield her for it, but in me put 
force 

To weary her ears with one continuous 
prayer. 

Until she let me dy diseaged to 
sweep 

In ever-highenng eaglc-cdrcles up 

To tlte great Sun of Glory, and thence 
swoop 

Down upon all things base, and dash 
them dead, 

A knigiit of A\rihur, working out his 
will, 

To cleanse the world. Why, Gawain, 
when he came 

W ith Modred hit tier in the summer* 
time, 

Ask'd me to till witli liim, the proven 
knight. 

Btodred for want of worthier was the 
judge. 

Tiien I so shook him in the saddle, be 
said, 

‘ Thou hast half prevail'd against me,' 
said so — he^ 

Tiio* M ml red biting his tliin lips was 
mute, 

For he is al way sullen : wliai care II" 

And Gareth went, and hovering 
round her chair 
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Ask'd, « Mother, thi>* ye count me still 
the child, 

Bweci mother, do ye lovo the child ! " 
She Inugh'd, 

*‘Thou art hut a wild-goose to ques- 
tion it.” 

“Tlien, mother, nn ye love the child,” 
ite said, 

** Being a goose and rather tame than 
wild, 

Heat the chi Id's story/' **Yea, my 
well-bcdoved, 

An 'twere hut of goose and golden 


And Gareth answer'd her with kind- 
ling eyc?a, 

*' Kay, nay, good mother, but this egg 
of mine 

Was finer gold tlian any goose can 
lay ; 

For this nn Eagle, a royal Eagle, laid 

AltnoBt iK-yond eyo-rcacli, on such a 
palm 

As glitters glided in thy Book of 


1 fours. 

And there was ever haunt ing round 
tho jvalm 

A lusty youth, hut poor, who often 


saw 

Tlie splendor sivarkling from aloft, 
and thought 

' An I could cliuili and lay my hand j 
upon it, \ 

Then were 1 wealthier than a leash of i 


kings,' 

But ever when he reach'd a luind to 
climb, 

One, that had loved him from his 
childhood, caught 

And stay'd him, * Climb not lest thou 
break thy neck, 

I charge thee by my love,' and so tlie 


hoy, 

Sweet nnUher, neither clomh, nor 
brake his neck. 

But brake his very heart in piniug 
for it. 


And past away/' 


To whom the mother said, 
**lVue Inve, sweet son, liad risk'd him- 
«tdf and cLimb'd, 


And handed down the golden treasure 
to him/' 

And Gareth answer'd her with kind- 
ling eyes, 

** Gold ! said I gold t — ay then, why 
lie, or she, 

Or whoBo'er it wng, or half the world 

Had ventured — had the thing I spake 
of been 

Mere gold — but this was all of that 
true steel. 

Whereof they forged the brand Er- 
calihur. 

And lightnings play’d about it in the 
Storm, 

And ail the little fowl were Hurried 
at it, 

And there were cries and clasliings in 
the nest, 

That sent him from his senses ; lot mo 
go/' 

Tlicn BeUicent liemoaii'd herself 
and said, 

** Hast thou no pity upon my loneli- 
ness ? 

I», where Uiy father Lot beside tho 
licartli 

Lies like a log, and all hut smoulder'd 
out J 

For ever since when traitor to tho 
King 

He fought against him in tlic Barons' 
war, 

And Arthur gave him back hU terri- 
tory. 

His age hath slowly droopt, and now 
lies there 

A yet-warm corpse, and yet imburia^ 

lile, 

Ko more; nor sees, nor hears, nor 
speaks, nor knows. 

And both thy brethren are in Arthur's 
hali; 

Albeit neither loved with that full 

love 

1 feel for thee, nor worthy such a 
love : 

Stay therefore thou ; red berries charm 
the bird. 

And thee, mine innocent, the jousta, 
the wars, 
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Wlio n(?ver k newest nor 

1 Yea — some she cleaved to, hut tliey 

paiifT 

died of her. 

t)f wrencl/d nr broken limb — an of len 

And one — they eall’d her Fame ; and 

cbanco 

one, — H Mother, 

In those bra 111*5 tunning shocks^ and 

How can ye keep me leilieFd to you 

tourney -f nils, 

— Shame 1 

Frights to my heart ; but stay ; follow 

Man am I grown, a man's work must 

the ileer 

1 do. 

By these tall 5rs and our fast-falling 

Follow the dcerl follow the Christ, 

bums ; 

the King, 

So make thy manhood mightier day 

Live pure, spi^ak Irxio, right wrong* 

by day; 

follow the King“ 

Sweet h the chase: and I will seek 

Else, wherefore bom 'f ” 

thee out 


Some comfortable hrklo and fair, to 

To W'liom the mother said. 

grace 

" Sweet eon, for there be many who 

Thy climbing life, and clierish my 

deem him not. 

prone year, 1 

Or wdll not deem him, wholly proven 

Till falling into Lot's forgetfnluess 

King — 

I know not thee, ^myseir, nor any- 

Albeit In mifio own heart I knew him 

thing. 

King, 

Stay, my liest son ! yc are yet more 

When 1 was frequent witlv Turn in my 

boy than man," | 

j'oulh, 

! And heard him Kingly speak, and 

Then Gareth, ** An ye hold me yet i 

doubted him 

for child, 

more than he, Jiimsdf; but felt 

Hear yet once more the story of the ! 

him mine, 

cliitd, 1 

Of closest kin to mo : yet — ^wilt thou 

For, mother, there was once a King, 1 

leave 

like ours. 1 

Thine easeful biding here, and risk 

The prince his heir, when tall and 

thine all. 

marriagenhle, 

IJfe, limbs, for one that is not proven 

Ask'd for a bride ; and tlicreupon the 

King ! ! 

King 

Stay, till the cloud that settles round 

Set two Ijofore him. One was fair, 

his birth 

strong, arm'd — 

Hath lifted but a little. Stay, sweet 

But to tje won by force ^ and many 

son/' 

men 


Desired her ; one, gom! lack, no man 

And Gareth answer'd quickly, “ Not 

desired. 

an hour. 

And these were the eondi lions of the 

So that ye yield me — I will walk thro' 

King: 

fire, 

TIjat save he won tbe first by force. 

Mother, to gain it — your full leave to 

he needs 

go. 

Must wed that other, whom no man 

Not proven, who swept the dust of 

desired. 

ruin'll Konte 

A red-faceil bride who knew herself 

From olf the threshold of the realm, 

so vile, 

and eru]*hM 

That evermore she longM to hide her* 

Tike Idolaters, and made tlie people 

self, 

free ! 

Nor fronted man or woman, eye to 

Who shoubi be King save him who 

eye — 

makes us free 1 " 


'1 


GAf^BTH AND LYNETTE. 


211 


So wlu-n tbe Quo^it, who long tmd 
Kouglit in vHiri 

To break him from the intent to whieh 
he grew. 

Found h*if aan'a will unwaveringly 
one, 

She an-iwer'd craftily, " Will ye walk 
thro' Are 1 

WJio walk* thro* fire will hanlly heed 
the »moke- 

Ay, go then, an ye must: only one 
proof* 

Before tiiou ask the King to make thee 
kiuglit, 

Of thine obedience and thy love to 
me. 

Thy mother, — I demand/' 

And fiareth cried, 

" A hard one* nr a hutnlretl, m I go, 

Nay — iiuiek ! the proof to prove me 
to the quick I " 

But slowly spake the mother look- 
ing at ill in, 

'‘Prince, thou siiah go disguised to 
Arthur’s 1ml] * 

And hire tliyself to serve for meats 
and drinks 

Among the scullions and the kitchen- 
knaves* 

And those that Imnd the dUli across 
tlie bar* 

N’or shall thou tell thy name to any- 
one. 

And thou slialt servo a twedvemonth 
and a day/* 

For so the Queen believed tlmt wben 
her son 

Beheld his only way to glory leail 

Low down thro* villain kitchen-vas* 
salago, 

Her own true Gareth was too princely- 
proud 

To pass thereby; so should he rest 
with her. 

Closed in her castle from the sound of 
arms. 

Silent awhile w'as Gareth, then 
replied. 


'*The tlirnil in person may be free in 
soul. 

And I sliJiJi see the jousts. Thy son 
am 1* 

And si lice thou art iny mother, must 
olwy* 

I therefore yield me fredy to thy will ; 

For lienee will 1, disguised, and lure 
niysidf 

To serve with scullions and with 
kitchen-knaves ; 

Nor tell my name to any ^ — no, not the 
King," 

Gareth awhile linger’d. The 
uiother’s eye 

Full of the w'istiul fear that be would 

And turning ton-ard him wheresoe er 
he turn'd, 

Perplexi his outwaril purpose, till an 
hour. 

When waken’d by the wind which wdth 
full voice 

Swept bellowing thro' the darkness on 
to dawn, 

He rose, ami out of slumber calling 
two 

That still had tended on him from his 
bin] I, 

Before tlic wakeful mother heard him, 
went* 

The three were clad like tillers of 
the soiL 

South wan! they set their faces. The 
birds made 

Melody oti branch, and melody in mid 
air. 

The damp hill-slopes were quicken'd 
into green, 

And the live green had kindled into 
flowers, 

For it was past the time of Easterday, 

So, wben tludr feet were planted on 
the plain 

That broadeiiM toward the base of 
Canieloi, 

Far off they saw the sil vcr-misty mom 

UoUing her smoko aEiout the Royal 
mount. 
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Tliat ro«i? betwcFt^n tbe forcitt and tbc 
Jieltl. 

Al tlie stimmit of tlio liigh city 
fl4t£ii\l ; 

At tlic 8pire» nml turrets lialf- 

way dovrn 

Trick’d thro' the mist; at times the 
pate slione 

Only, tiiat ojjen'd on the field Ixdow : 
Anon, the whole fair city had clkap- 
pour’d. 

Then those wlio went with Garelli 
wore atrta^ed, 

One cryin^f, **Let us go no further, 
lord* 

Here is a city of Enelmnters, built 
liy fairy kings," Tiie sccotid echo’d 
him, 

** Ix>nl, wo have heard from our wise 
man at lioinc 

To Nortliwnrd, that this King is not 
the King, 

But only clmtigeling out of Fairy- 
land, 

Who drave the heatJicn hence by 
sorcery 

A ml Merlin’s glamour/' Tlteti the first 
again, 

Lord, there is no such eity anywhere, 
But all a vision/' 

Gareth answer'd them 
With laughter, swearing ho had 
glamour enow 

In his own blood, his princedom, youth 
and ho lies, 

To plunge old Merlin in the Arabian 
sea ; 

So push'd them all unwilling toward 
the gate* 

And there was no gate like it nnder 
« heaven^ 

For barefoot on the keystone, which 
was lined 

And ripplmi like an ever-fieellng wave, 
Tlie Lady of the Lake stood t all her 
dress 

Wept from her sides as water flowing 
away; , 

But like the cross her great and goodly 
arms 


Stretch'd under all the comice and ' 
nplield : ; 

And drops of water fell frtim cither 
hand ; 

And down from one a sword was hung, i 
from one 

A censer, cither worn with wind and ( 
storm ; 

And o’er lier breast floated the sacred L 

Hill : ; I 

And in the space to left of her, and i 

right, I 

Were Arthur’s wars in weird devices f 

done, ^ 

New things and old co^twisted, as if 
Time 

Were noiliing, so invetcratcly, that 

men . 4 

Were giddy gazing there; and over ' 
all 

High on the top were those three 
Queens, the friends I 

Of Arthur, who should help liim at 
Ins need* 

Then those with Gareth for so long i < 
A space 

SfartKl at the figures, that at last it 
seem'd 

The dragon-houghts and elvish era- ^ 
bh^mings i 

Bi^gnn to move, seethe, twine and 1 [ 
curl ; they call’d ^ 

To Gai\‘th, ** I^rd, the gateway ia ij i 
alive/' ^ 


And Gareth likewise on them fljtl his 
eyes 

So long, that ev’n to him they seem'd 
to move. 

Gut of the city a blast of music peal'd 

Back from the gate started the three, 
to wiioin 

From out thereunder came an ancient 
man. 

I^ng*beanlcd, saying, " WJio he ye, 
my suns ! ” 

Then Garclh, " We be tillers of Uio 
soil, 

Who leaving share in furrow come to 

see 
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TUe glories of otir King: hnl these, 
my men, 

(Yonr oity moved lo woirdly in tlie 
mUt) 

Doubt if tlie King bo King at all, or 
c<inic 

rroni Fairy Innd ; and whether this 
bo built 

By magic, And by fairy Kings and 
I Queens ; 

I Or wbetber there be any city at all, 

I Or all a vision : and this music now 

llatli seared them both, but tell thou 
these the trutii/' 

Then that old Seer made answer 
playing on him 

And ftiying, “Bon, I have seen the 
good sltip flail 

Keel upward and mast downward in 
the heavens, 

And solid turrets topsy-turvy in air: 

'And hero is truth ; but an it please 
thee not. 

Take thou tlio truth as thou bast told 
y it me. 

^ For truly as tliou sayest, a Fairy King 

And Fairy Queens have built the city, 
son ; 

Tliey came from outasaered mountain- 
deft 

Toward the sunrise, each with harp 
in hand, 

And built it to the music of their harps. 

And as thou sayest it is enchanted, 
son, 

For there is nothing in it as it seems 

Saving the King; t ho’ some there be 
that hold 

T!jc King a shadoir, and the city real : 

Yet take thou heed of him, for, so 
thou pass 

Beneath this ardtway, then wilt thou 
become 

. A thrall to his enchantments, for the 
^ King 

Will bintl thee by such vows, as is a 
shame 

A man should not be bound by» yet 
the wiiieii 

Kg man c^an keep; but, so thou dread 
to swear. 


l^aas not ]»eneat]i this gaU»way, but 
abide 

Without, among the cattle of the field. 
For an ye heanl a music, like enow 
They are building still, seeing the city 
is built 

To music, iherefore never built at all. 
Anti therefore built for ever, 

Gareth spake 
A nger’d , " ( ) I d Mn ste r, re v ereoce thine 
own beard 

That looks as white as utter truth, 
and seems 

Wcllnigli as long as thou art statured 
tain 

Wliy mockesl thou the stranger that 
hatJi been 

To thee fair^poken 1 " 

But the Beer replied, 
“ Know ye not tlien the Klddliiig of 
the Bards f 

'Confusion, and illusion, ami relation, 
Klusion, and occasion, and evasion * ! 

1 mock tiiee not but as thou inockest 
rue. 

And all that s&c thee, for thou art not 
wlio 

Thou seamiest, but 1 know thee who 
thou art. 

And now thou goest up to mock the 
King, 

Who canivot brook the sliadow of any 
lie/' 

Unmockingly the mocker ending 
here 

Turn'd to the tight, and past along 
the plain; 

Whom Gareth looking after said, “My 
men. 

Our one white He shs like a little ghost 
Here on the threshold of our enter- 
prise. 

love be blamed for it, nor she, nor 
Well, wc will make amends/' 

With all giKid cheer 
lie spake and laugh'd, then enter'd 
wjtJi Ms twain 
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Came tot, a cit^r of Rli]i4lowy pntaepA 

AiiJ rich in ombtem aoU the 

work 

Of ancient king* who did their days in 
atotic ; 

WJiich Slerlin** hand, Ihe Mage at 
Arthur's court, 

Knowing all art*, had toucliVI, and 
everywhere 

At Arthur'* ordinance, tipi with lessen- 
ing peak 

And pinnacle, and had made it spire 
to heaven. 

And ever and anon a knight would pas* 

Outward, or inward to the hall i hi* 
arm* 

ClashM I and the sound wa* good to 
Gareth's ear. 

Ant! out of lM>wer and casement shyly 
glanced 

Byes of pure women, wholesome stars 
of love ; 

And all about a healthful people stept 

As in the presence of a gracioua king. 

Then into halt Gareth ascending 
heard 

A voice, tlie voice of Arthur, and be- 
hold 

Far over head* iu tliat long-vaulted 
liall 

The splendor of the presence of the 
King 

Throned, and delivering doom — and 
look'd no more — 

g But felt his young heart hammering 
in Ids ears. 

And thought, “ For this half-shadow 
of a lie 

The truthful King wilt doom me when 
1 speak/' 

Yet pressing on,tho'a]1 in fear to find 
Sir Gawain or Sir Modred, saw nor one 
Norotherjmt in all the listening eyes 
Of those tail knights, that ranged 
about the throne. 

Clear lionor shining like the dewy star 
Of dawn, and faith in their great King, 
with pure 

Affection, and the light of victory, 
And glory gain'd, and eTertuore to 
gain. 


Tlien came a widow crying to the 

Kiug» 

boon, Sir King! 'Hiy father, 
Uther, reft 

From my dead lord a field with vio- 
lence : 

For howsoeVr at first he proffer'd gold, 

Yet, for the fiehl wws pleasant in our 
ejes, 

We yielded not; aiul then he reft u* 
of It 

Perforce, and left us neither gold nor 
field/' 

\ 

Said Arthur, ** Wliethcr would yej 
golil or field 1 " 

To whom the woman weeping, “ Nay, 

my lord, • * 

The field was pleasant in my hus- [ 
band's eye/' 

And Arthur, “Have thy pleasant ; 
field again. 

And thriee the gold for Uther’s use 
thereof. 

According to the years. No boon is t 
here, 

But justice, so thy say be proven 
true. 

Aceuraeil, who from the wrong* hi* 
father did 

Would sliape himself a right!" 

I 

And while she past, j* 

Came yet another widow crying to 

him, I 

'*A boon, Sir King! Thine enemy, , 
King, am j 

With thine own hand tliou slewest my ' 

dear lord, 

A knight of Clher in the Barons* war, i 

When T^t and many another rose and j 
fought 

Against ihee, saying thou wert basely 
born. 

I held with these, and l«>athe to ask * 

Ibee aught. 

Yet lo 1 my husband'* brother had my 

son ; 

Thrall'd in his castle, and hath starved 
him dead ; 

And Btandeth seized of that Inheriianca i 
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Which ihou that »lcwc»t the ftirc hast 
left the son. 

So tho' 1 scarce can ask it the*© for 
hate. 

Grant me some knight 1o do the battle 
for mCt 

Kiil the foul thief, and wreak me for 
tny sou/* 

Then strmlc a good knight forward, 
crying to him, 

*'A boon, Sir Kingl 1 am her kins- 
man, L 

Give me to riglit lier wrong, and slay 
tiie man.” 

Tlien came Sir Kay, the seneschal, 
and cried, 

‘‘A boon. Sir Kingl cv*n that tbon 
grant her none, 

Tliifl miler, that hath mock*d thee in 
full hall — 

None ; or the wholesome boon of gyve 
and gag/* 

But Arthur, ''We sit King, to help 
the wrotigM 

Thro* all oiir realm. The woman loves 
lier lor^l. 

Peat^ to thee, woman, with thy loves 
and hates! 

Tlie kings of old had iloom*d thee to 
the flames, 

Aurelius Emrys would have scourged 
thee dead, 

And Ufher slit thy tongue: hut get 
thee hence — 

Lest that rough humor of the kings of 
old 

Return iifion met Thou that art her 
kin, 

Go likewise ; lay him low and slay 
him not. 

But bring him here, that I may judge 
the right. 

According to the justice of the King: 

Then, be he guilty, by that deathless 
King 

Who lived and died for men, the man 
ihall die/' 

Then came in hail the messenger of 

Mark, 


A name of evil savor tn the land, 

The Cornish king. In either hand lie 
Ijore 

Wltat dnjsisled all, and shone far-olT as 
shines 

A field of charlock in the sudden sun 

Between two showers, a cloth of palest 
gold, 

Which down he laid before the throne, 
and knelt. 

Delivering, that hii lord, the vassal 
king, 

Was ey'n upon his way to Camclot ; 

For liaVtng heard that ArtJmr of his 
gmee 

Had made his goodly cousin, Tristram, 
knight, 

And, for himself was of the greater 
state, 

Being a king, he trusted hia licge-lord 

Would yield him this large honor all 
the more ; 

5k> pmy*d him well to accept this cloth 
of gold. 

In token of true heart and fefilty- 

Then Arthur cried to rend the cloth, 
to rend 

In pieces, and so cast it on the 
hearth. 

An oak-trCe f moulder’d there. " The 
goodly knight! 

What! shall the sliieUI of Mark stand 
among these 1 ” 

For, midway down the side of that long 
hnti 

A stately pile,— wlieroof along the 
fn>nt, 

Home hlasEon'd, some hut carven, and 
some blank, 

There ran a in<hle range of stony 
shields, — 

Hose, and high 'arching overhrow'd the 
hearth. 

And under every shield a knight was 
named : 

For this wag Artliur*s custom in his 

Imll; 

When some gomi knight had done ono 
noble deed, 

His arms were carven only ; hut if 
Iftaiii 
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llis iinn» wera blazon’d algo; bui if 
none 

The shtolii wag blank and bare without 
a gign 

SaTing the name beneath ; and Gareth 
aaw 

The able Id of Gawain blazon’d riclr and 
bright, 

And Moilred'a blank at death; and 
Arthur cried 

To rend the cloth and caat it on the 
hearth. 

"More like are we to reave him of 
bit crown 

Than make him knight because men 
call him king. 

The kings wc found, je know we 
stay’d thoir hands 

From war among theniselTcs, but left 
them kings; 

Of whom were any bounteous, merei* 

ful, 

Trutli-speaking, brave, good tivcrs, 
them wo enroll’d 

Among US, and tliey sit within our 
hall. 

But Mark hath tarnish’d the great 
name of king, 

As Mark would sully the low state of 
churl : 

And, seeing he hath sent us clolh of 
gold, 

Betum, and meet, and hold him from 
our eyes, 

Lest we should lap him up in cloth of 
lead. 

Silenced for ever — craven — a man 
of |llotS, 

Craft, poisonous counsels, wayside 
ambushings ^ 

No fault of thine; let Kay the senes- 
chal 

Look to thy wants, and send thee sat* 
isfied — 

Accursed, who strikes nor lets tlie 
hand l>e seen ! 

And many another suppliant crying 
came 

With noise of ravage wrought by 
beast and man, • 


And evermore a knight would rido 
away. 

Last, Gareth leaning both bands 
heavily 

Down on the shoulders of the twain, 
his men, 

Approacdi’d Udween them towanl the , 
King, and ask’d, 

" A boon. Sir King (hts voice was all 
ashameil}, 

For sec ye not how weak and hunger 
worn 

I BCem — leaning on tUese I grant me 
to serve 

For meat and drink among thy 
kitchen-k navies 

A twelvemonth and a day, nor seek 
my name. 

Hereafter 1 will flglit.’* | 

To him the King, 

"A goodly youth and worth a good- 
lier htmn f 

But so tliou wilt no goodlier, then 
must Kay, 

Ttie master of the meats and drinks, | 
be thine.” 

lie rose and past ; then Kay, a man 
of mien 

Wan sal low as the plant that feels 
i*8<df 

Hoot-bitten by wldte lichen, 

“ r.rfi yc now i 

This fellow hath broken from some 
AbiMy , where, 

God wot, he bail not beef and brewis 
emiw, 

However that might chancel but an 
he work. 

Like any pigeon will I cram his crop, 

And sleeker shall he shine than any 
bog.” 

Then Lancelot standing near, "Sir 
>' Seneschal, ‘ 

Blcuthdmund thou k no west, and gray, 
and all the hounds ; 

A home ihou knoweet, a man thou dost 
not know : 


! 
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BroAil Umwa and fitlr,, a fluent hftJr 
atitl flnoj 

High nnve, a nostril large and fine, 
ami hands 

Large^ fnit ami find — some young 
lad’s mystery — 

But, or Trom alieepcot or king's liath 
the boy 

Is Dobic-naturcMi, Treat him with all 
grace* 

Li'st he should eome to shame thy 
judging of him/' 

Then Kay, ** What murmurest thou 
of tnystery ? 

Tliiuk ye lliis fellow will poison the 
King's dish 1 

Kay, for he spake too f mil -like : 
mystery ! 

Tut, an the lad were noble, lie had 
ask'd 

Yor horse and armor: fair and fine, 
forsooth 1 

Sir Fine-face, Sir Fair-hands ? hut see 
thou to it 

Tliat thine own fineness, Lancelot, 
some fine day 

rndo tlu'c not — and Icatrc my man 
to me/' 

So Gareth all for gloty underwent 

Tlie sooty yoke of kitchen-vassalage ; 

Ate with young lads his portion by 
the iloor. 

And couch'd at night with grimy 
kitcl*en-k naves. 

And I^neetot ever spake him pleas* 
antly, 

But Kay- the seneschal who loved him 
not 

Would hustle and harry him, and 
labor him 

Beyond his comrade of the hearth, 
and set 

To turn the broach, draw water, or 
hew wood, 

Or grosser tasks; and Gareth bow'd 
himself 

With all olietlienco to the King, and 
wrought 

All kind of service with a noble 
ease 


That graced the lowliest act in doing 
ib 

And when the thraUs had talk among 
themsidves, 

And one would praise the love that 
liiikt the King 

And Lancelot — how the King had 
sBveil his life 

In hatlle twice* and Lancelot once the 
King's — 

For J^incelot w-aa the first in Tourna- 
ment, 

But Arthur mightiest on the battle- 
field— 

Gareth waa glad. Or if some other 
told* 

How once the wandering foreater at 
dawn, 

Far over the blue tarns and hazy 
seai. 

On Cacr-Kryti's higliest found the 

Kini?, 

A naked babe, of whom the I*rophet 
spake, 

" He [lassctf to the Isle Avilion, 

He passes nnd is heal'd anil cannot 
die " — 

Gareth was glad. But if their talk 
were ftml, 

Then would he whistle rapid as any 
lark. 

Or carol some old roundelay, and so 
loml 

That first they mock'd, but, after, 
reverenced him. 

Or Gareth telling some prodigious tale 

Of knights, who sliced a red life-bub- 
bling w^ny 

Thro' twenty folds of tw'isted dragon, 
held 

All in a gap-mouth'd circle his good 
matea 

Lying or sitting round him, idle hands, 

Charm'll ; till Jiir Kay, the seneschal, 
would come 

Blustering upon them, like a sudden 
wind 

I Among dead leaves, and drive them 
all apart. 

Or when the thralls had sport among 
themselves. 

So tliere wxTtr any trial of maateiy. 
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He, liy two jardft in caetinit iMir or For pa»tmie ; yea, lie aaidit : jourt 
atone can L 

Was eountefl best; and if there Make me tliy knight — in secret! tel 
chanced a joust, my naiiie 

So that Sir Kay nodded him leave to Be hidden, and give me the first quests : . 

go, I spring 

Would hurry thither, and when ho Like flame from ashes.” i 

saw the knJghta ! 

Clash like llie comiiiK and reiiring Here the Kinp^ calm eye i ' 

wave, ni,,) eht'ckVJ, and itiade him 

And tile spear spring, ami good horse flush, and bf>w 

w ar s. Low ly, lo kiss Ids hand, who answer'd 

as half beyond himself for ecstasy. |dni, 

^ ^ , ** 8on, the good mother lot me know 

So for a month he wrought among thee here, [ 

the thralls ; T would yield r 

But in the weeks that follow'd, the thee Ihme. 1 

good QuiH.>n, Make Ihco mv knight ? my knighta > 

Repentant of the won! she made him sworn to vows j 

Of utter ImniilKmd, utter gentleness. 

And saddening in her childless castle. And, loving, utter faithfulnt'ss in iovo, I 

„ ! And uttermost obedience to the King.” 1 

Between the imerescent ami de-ores- 

Arm. for’iSn.'and looacd him from 

his vow, „ King, for hardihood I can prom- 

uMcrnZt oU-licncc make dc 
oi jjuI nijind 

With wjjom he uacd to play at toorncy the Seneschal. 1 

When both *crc childmiv and in tl*'-' "Haf a"-! 

Would "crlU^TraKBed oval on the •"yj;*" *“'> * 

And ea”” at either dash from either " 

a 1 1 V 

Shame never made girl redder than „ . Ami the King — 

Oaretli joy. Make thee my knight in secret ? yea, 

He laugh'd; he sprang. ” Out of the but he , * * 

smoke at once noblest brotlier, and our truest 

1 leap from Satan's foot to Peter's . , _ 

Icnee And one with me in all, he needs 

These news lie mine, none other’s — must know.” 

nay, tlie King's — 

Descend into the dtyi” whereon he *^IA^t laancidot know, my King, lei 

souglit Ijinceiol know, * 

The King alone, and found, and told Thy noblest ami thy truest 1" | 

him oil. 

And the King^ | 

** I hare stagger'd thy strong Ga- " But wherefore woiihl yo men should 
wain in a tilt wonder at you f 
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Nay, rather for the sake of mCt their 
King, 

:incl the deed’s sake my knighthowl 
do the dtHHl, 

Than to l>e iiolsetl of/' 

Merrily Gareth asVd, 
Have I not ean/d my take in bakiiij^ 
of it ? 

Let be my name until I make my 
name 1 

My deeds will apeak : it is but for a 
day." 

So with a kindly hand on Gareth’i 
arm 

Smiled the great King, and hatf- 
unwillrtigly 

Loring his lusty youthhood yieliJed 
to him. 

Then, after summoning Lancelot 
privily, 

** I have given him the first quest: he 
is not proven. 

Look therefore wlien he calls for this 

In Imll, 

Tliou get to liorse and follow hbn far 
away. 

Cover the Hons on thy shield, and see 

Far as thou mayest, he be nor ta'en 
nor slain." 

Then that same day tltere past into 
the hall 

A damsel of high lineage, and a brow 

May -blossom, and a cheek of apple- 
blossom, 

Hawk-eyes ; and lightly was her slen- 
der nose 

Tip-tilted like the petal of a flower ; 

She into hall past with her page and 
cried, 

" 0 King, for thou hast driven the 
foe without, 

See to the foe within I bridge, ford, 
beset 

By bandits, everyone that oxvns a 
tower 

Ttie I^rd for half a league. Why sit 
ye there t 

Best would I not. Sir King, an I were 
king. 


Till ev'n the tonest hold were all as 
fn^e 

From cursed bloodshed, ns thine altar- 
clot li 

From tliat best blood it is n sin to 
spill" 

Comfort thyself," said Artliur, " 1 
nor inine 

Best: so my knighthood keep the 
V41WB they swore, 

The was test moorland of our realm 
shall l>e 

Safe, damsel, as the centre of this ball. 

What is thy name ! thy newl 1 " 

'' My name T ” she said — 
Lynette my name ; noble j ray net‘d, 
a knigfit 

To combat for my sister, Lyonors, 

A lady of high lineage, of great lands, 

And comely, yea, and eomelier than 
myself. 

She lives in Castle Perilous: a river 

Huns in three loops about her living- 
place ; 

And oVr it are three passings, and 
three knights 

Defend the passings, brethren, and a 
fourth 

And of that four the mightiest, holds 
her stay'd 

In her own castle, and so besieges her 

To break her will, and make her wed 
with him : 

And but delays his purport till tbou 
send 

To do the battle with him, thy chief 
man 

Sir I^ancelot whom he trusts to over- 
throw. 

Then wchI, with glory : but she irill 
not wed 

Save whf>m she loveth, or a Holy life. 

Now thereof ore have I come for 
Lancelot." 

Then Arthur mindful of Sir Gareth 
ask'd, 

" Damsel, ye know this Order live* to 
crush 
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Ail wrongs re of Ihc Ififalm, Bui saj, 
thesu four, 

Who Imj they I What the fasluou of 
the aieii ! ” 

They be of fooHeh fashion, O Sir 

KiuR. 

The fatliiun of that old knight- 

errantry 

Who ride abroad and do but what 
they willj 

Courteoujs or bestial from the moment, 
such 

As have nor law nor king ; and tlirce 
of these 

Jhroud in their fantasy call themBelTes 
the Day, 

Moming-Stiir, and Noon-Sun, and 
Kvening-Star, 

Being strung fools ; and never a wbit 
more wise 

The fourtli who alway rideth arm'd 
in black, 

A huge tnan-beost of boundless sav* 
agery* 

He names liimself tho Night, and 
of teller Death, 

And wears a lielmet mounted witli a 
skull, 

And bears a skeleton figured on his 
arms, 

To show that who may slay or scape 
the three 

Slain by liimself shall enter endless 
night. 

And all these four be fools, but mighty 
men, 

And tlierefore am I come for Lance* 
lot.*' 

Hereat Sir Gareth call’d from where 
he rose, 

A head with kindling eyes above the 
throng, 

"A boon. Sir King — this quest 1“ 
then — for he mark’d 

Kay near him groaning like a wounded 
bull — 

" Yea, King, thou knowest thy kitclien- 
knave am I, 

And mighty thro’ thy meats and drinks 
am 1, 


And I can topple over a hundreil 

Thy promise. Ring,” and Arthur glanc- 
ing at him, 

Brought down a momentary brow. 
** Bough, sudden, 

And pardonable, worthy to be knigbt — 

Go, therefore," and all hearers were 
ama^eii 

But on thedamsers forehead &ham% 
pride, wrath 

Slew the Alay-white i she lifted etthef 

arm, 

“ Fie on thee, King I 1 ask’d for thy 
chief knight, 

And thou hast given me but a kitehen- 
knave." 

Then ere a man in jiafl could stay her, 
turn’d, 

Fled down the lane of access to Iht 
King, 

Took horse, descended the slope street, 
nod past 

The weird white gate, and paused with- 
out, beside 

'ITio field of tourney, murmuring 
" kitchen-knave." 

Now tw-^o great entries open'd from 
the hall, 

At one end one, that gave upon & 
range 

Of level pavement where the King 
would pace 

At sunrise, gariiig over plain and 
wootl ; 

And d<iw'u from this a lordly stairway 
s]<»ped 

Till lost in blowing trees and tops of 
towers ; 

And out by this main doorway past 
the King. 

But one was counter to tlie hearth, 
and roso 

High iliat tlie higheat-ercated helm 
could ride 

Therethro’iior grasse: and by this entry 
ficil 

The damsel in her wrath, aud on to 
this 

Sir Gareth strode, and saw without 
the door 
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King Arltiur'* gift, tbc wortli of half 

a town, 

A watlioree ot the best, and near U 
stood 

The two that out o£ north had fol- 
low'd him : 

This bare a maiden shield, a casque ; 
titat held 

Tlie home, the spear; whereat Sir 
Gareth loosed 

A cloak that dropl from collar-bone 
to heel, 

A cloth of roughest web, and cast it 
down, 

And from it like a fuet'smotherM Are, 

That look! hfllMead, brake bright, and 
dash'd as those 

PulUnmted things, that making slide 
apart 

Their ilusk wing-cases, all beneath 
there burns 

A Jewel I'd harness, ere the/ pass and 


tij. 

So Gareth ere he parted flash’d in 
arms. 

Tlien as he donn’d tlic helm, and took 
the shield 


And mounieil liorse and graspt a 
spear, of grain 

Storm-aiR^iigtfien’d on a windy site, 
and tipt 

With tn^nciiant steel, around him 
slowly prest 

The people, while from out of kitchen 


came 

The thralls ii thivjng, and seeing who 
iiad work’d 

Lustier than any, and whom they could 
but love. 

Mounted in arms, tbrew up their caps 
and cried, 

«^God blebs tlie King, and all his 
fellowship 1 ” 

And on tliro’ Janet of shouting Gareth 
rode 

Down the slope street, and past with- 
out the gate. 


So Gareth past with joy ; but as the 
cur 

Tluckt from the cur he fights with, 
ere his cause 


Be cool’d by fighting, follows, being 
named, 

His owner, but remembers all, and 
growls 

Rctneniberlng, so Sir Kay beside the 
door 

Mutter’d in scorn of Gareth whom he 
used 

To Imrry and hustle. 

“ Bound upon a quest 

With liorse and arms — Uic King hath 
past his time ' — 

My scullion knave I Thralls to yout 
work again, 

For an your tire bellow ye kindle 
mine! 

Will ihert' l>e dawn in West and eve 
in East ? 

Begone I — ^my knave ! ^ belike and 
like enow 

Some old head-blow not heeded In hia 
v-onth 

So shook bis wits they wander in hb 
primes 

CrasEcd! how the villaLn lifted up his 
voice. 

Nor shamed to bawl himself a kitchen^ 
knave. 

Tut: he was tame and meek enow with 
me, 

Till peacock'd up with Iiancelot''s 
noticing. 

Well — 1 will after my loud knave, 
and learn 

Whether he know me for his master 
yet. 

Out of the smoke he came, and so my 
lance 

Hold, hy God’s grace, he shall into 
the mirc — 

Thence, if the King awaken from his 
craze, 

Into liie stnoke again." 

But T^ancetot said, 

“ Kay, wherefore wilt ibou go against 
Ihc King, 

For that did never he whereon ye rail. 

Blit ever nu»t<kly served the King in 
thee ? 

Abide : take counsel ; for this lad !s 
great 
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Atid lusty, anti knowing both of lance 
uml sword," 

'‘Tut, tell not me/* said Kay, "yc are 
overfine 

To mar stout knaves wltti fooUsli 
courtesies : ” 

Then mounted, on tliro* silent faces 
rode 

Down the slope city, and out beyond 
the gale. 

But by the field of toumey linger^ 

* ing yet 

Muttered the damsel, " Wherefore did 
the King 

Scorn me 1 fdr, were Sir Lancelot 
lackt, at least 

lie might liavc yielded to me one of 
those 

Who tilt for lady*s love and glory 
here, 

Rather than — O sweet heaven I O 
fie upon him — 

His kitchen-knave," 

To whom Sir Gareth drew 

(And there were none but few goodlier 
than ht) 

Shining in arms, “ Damsel, the quest 
is mine. 

Lead, and 1 follow." She thereat, as 
one 

That smel la a foul-flt'shM agaric in the 
Imlt, 

And deems it carrion of some wood- 
land thing. 

Or shrew, or weasel, nipt her slender 
nose 

With petulant thumb and finger, 
sbrlHiiig* “ lleiKTel 

Avoid, thou smel lest all of kitchen- 
grease. 

And look who comes behind,'* for 
there was Kay. 

"Knowest thou not me I thy master 1 
I am Kay. « 

We tack thee by the hear tlu" 

And Gareth to him, 

"Master no morel too weU 1 know 
thee, ay — 


The most ungentle knight in Arthur’s 
ball” 

" Have at thee then," said Kay : they 
si lock’d, and Kay 

Fell sboulder-sUpt, and Gareth cried 
again, 

" Leatli and I follow," and fast away 
she fied. 

But after sod and shingle ceased to 
rty 

Behind her, and the heart of her good 
horse 

Was nigh to burst with violence of the 
beat, 

1‘erforce she stay’d, and overtakcu 
spoke. 

“ What doest Ihou, scullion, in my 
fellowshipt 

Deem’st thou that 1 accept thee aught 
the more 

fir love thee belter, that by some 
device 

Full cowardly, or by mere unhappi- 
ness, 

Thou hast overthrown and slain thy 
master — thou I — 

Disli-washer and broach- turner, loon I 
^ to me 

Til DU smellest all of kitchen as be- 
fore," 

" Damsel," Sir Gareth answer’d 
gently, “ say 

Whatever ye will, but whatsoe’er ye 
say, 

I leave not till I finish this fair iiuest, [ 

Or die therefore," , 

" Ay, wilt thou finish itt 

Sweet lord, how like a noble knight lie 
tnlka ! 

The listening rogue hath caught the | 
manner of it. 

But, knave, anon thou. shall be met 
with, knave. 

And ttkcn by sueli a one that thou for 
all 

The kitchen bn-wU I hat wmsevernuiit 

Shalt nut once dare to look him in t^ 
face." 
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<* I tfinll ftiway/' s*id Gareth with a 
smile 

That ina*ldcij*d her, and away she 
flash'd ai^aiTt 

Down the long avenues of a boundless 
wood. 

And Gareth following was again be- 
knaved. 

”Sjr Kitchen knave, I have miss'd | 
the only way 

Where Arthur's men are set along the 
wood \ 

Tile wood is nigh as full of thieves as 
leaves : j 

If both be skin, I am rid of thee ; but 
yet. 1 

Sir Scullion, canst thou that spit t 
of tliiue ? 

Rght, an thou eanat: I have miss'd 
the only way.“ 

So till the dusk that follow'd even- 
song 

Bode on the two, revilcr and reviled ; 

Then after one long slope was 
mounted, saw, 

Bowl-shajR'd, ihro^ tops of many thorn 
sand pines 

A gloomy-gladed hollow slowly sink 

To westward — in the deeps whereof 
a mere, 

Bound as the red eye of an Eagle* 
owl. 

Under the half-dead sunset glared; 
and shouts 

Ascended, and tliere brake a serving- 
mnn 

Flying from out the black wood, and 
cr>-ing, 

“They have bound my lord to cast 
him in the mere," 

Then Gareth, “ Bound am I to riglit 
the wrong'd, 

But straitlier bound am I to bide with 
thee-" 

And w hen the damsel spake contempt- 
uously, 

"Lead, and 1 follow," Gareth cried 
again, 

” Follow, I lead 1 " so down among the 
pines 


He plunpd ; and there, blaekshadow'd 
nigh the mere, 

And mid-lliigU*deep in bulrushes and 
reed, 

Saw six tall men haling a seventh 
along. 

A stone about his neck to drown him 
in it. 

Three with good blows he quieted, but 
three 

Fled ihrti' the pines; and Gareth loosed 
the stone 

From olf hia neck, then m the mere 
bc-side 

Tumbled it; oillly bubbled tip the 
mere. 

Last, Gareth loosed his bonds and on 
free feet 

Set him, a stalwart Baron, Arthur's 
friend, 

“ VVt-II that ye came, or else these 
caitiff rogues 

Had wreak'd themselves on me ; good 
eause is theirs 

To hate me, for my wont bath ever 
been 

To Caleb my thief, and then like ver- 
min here 

Drown him, and with a stone about 
his neck ; 

And under this wan water many of 
them 

Lie rotting, but at night let go the 
stone. 

And rise, uud flickering in a grimly 
light 

Dance on the mere. Good now, ye 
have saved n life 

Worth somewhat as the cleanser of 
this woinL 

And fain would I reward theeworship- 
fully. 

What guerdon will ye T ” 

Gareth sharj^ly spake, 

“None I for the deed’s sake have I 
done the deed. 

In uttermost obedience to the lung. 

But wilt thou yield tiiis damsel har- 
borage 1 " 
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Wherent the Baron aajrhig, “I well 
beJiev^e 

You be of Arthur'# Table/* a light 
laugh 

Broke from Lynetto, Ay^ truly of a 
truth, 

And in a #ori, being Arthur*# kltehen- 
k nave I — 

But deem itol i accept tliee aught tlie 

Scullion, for running ahnrply with thy 
spit 

Down on a rout of craven foreaten, 

A tbreaher with IlIh tlail had scatter'd 
them- 

Kay — for thou snielleatof the kitchen 
altih 

But an this lord will yield us harbor- 

Well." 

So she spake. A league beyond 
tlie WiMid, 

All in a full-fair manor and a rich. 

His towers where lliat day a feast had 
been 

Held in high wall, and many a t^iand 
left. 

And many a costly cate, received the 
three. 

And there they placed a peacock in 
his pride 

Before the damsel, and the Baron 
set 

Gareth beside her, but at once she 
rose. 

“Meseems, that here is much dis- 
courtesy. 

Setting this knave. Lord Baron, at my 
side. 

Hear me — this morn I stood in 
Arthur’s hall, 

And pray’d the King would grant me 
Lancelot 

To fight the brotherhood of Day and 
Nights 

The last a monster unsubduable 

Of anv save of him for whom I 
call’d — 

Suddenly bawls this frontkas kitchen 
kuavej 


♦The quest is mine; thy kitchem 
knave am I. 

And mighty thru* tliy meats and 
drinks am 1/ 

Tticn Arthur all at once gone mad 
replies. 

* Go thertTore,* and so gives tlie quest 
to him — 

Ilim^ — here — a villain fitter to stick 
Bwiiie 

'I'han ride abroad redressing wumen’s 
WIN mg. 

Or sit beside a noble gentlewoman.** 

Then half-ashamed and part 
amaaed, the lord 

Now look’ll at one and now at other, 
left 

The damsel by the peacock in hii 
pride, 

And. seating Gareih at another board, 

liat down Inside him. ate and then 
began. 

" Friend, whether thou be kitchen- 
knave. or not. 

Or whether it be the maiden’s fantasy, 

And wbetlicr she be mad. or else the 
King. 

Or both or neither, or thyself be mad, 

1 ask not : but thou strikest a strung 
stroke. 

For strong ttiou art and goodly tlicro» 
withal. 

And saver of my life; and therefore 
now. 

For here be mighty men to joust with, 
weigh 

VYhether thou will not with thy dam- 
sel Ijack 

To crave again Sir Lancelot of the 
King. 

Thy pardon; I but speak for tbine 
avail. 

The saver of my life." 

And Gareth said, 

“ Full pardon, but 1 follow up the 
quest, 

Despite of Day aud Night and Death 
and Hell." 
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So when, next mom, the lord whose 
life he snv'cd 

Had, some brief space, conrey'd them 
on their way 

And left them with God-speed, Sir 
Gareth spake, 

" Lead, and 1 follow/' Haughtily iho 
replied, 


** I fiy no more : 1 allow ihoe for on 
hour. 

Lion and atoat hare ialed together, 
knare, 

In time of flood. Nay, furtliemioro, 
me thinks 

Some ruth is mine for tliee. Back 
wiJt thou, fool T 

For hard by here ta one will orertlirow 

And slay ihoc ; then will I to court 
again. 

And shanic the King for only yield- 
ing mo 

My clunnpion from the asbes of hia 
hearth/* 

To whom Sir Gareth answer'd cour- 
teoualy. 

Say thou thy say, and I will do my 
deed. 

Allow me for mine hour, and thou ' 
wilt Sod I 

My fortunes all as fair as hers who lay 

Among the ashea aud wedded tlie 
King's son.” J 

I 

Tlien to tlic shore of one of thoao 
long loops 

Wheretiiro' the serpent river coil'd, 
they a-ime. 

Kough-thickeU'd were the banks and 
steep ; the atrc'Bm 

Full, narrow ; this a bridge of single 
are 

Took at a leap; and tm the further 
side 

Arose a silk pavilion, gay with gold 

In streaks and rays, and ail Lent-lily 
in hue. 

Save that tlie dome was purple, and 
above. 

Crimson , a slender bannere t d utteri n g. 


And therebefore the lawless warrior 
Ijaced 

Unarm'd, and calling, "Damsel, is 
this he, 

The champion tljou hast brought from 
Arthurs hall t 

For whom we let thee pass,’* “ Nay, 
nay/' she said, 

Sir Morning-Star, Tlie King in utter 
seorii 

Of thee and thy much folly hath sent 
thee here 

His kltclien-knavc : and look thou to 
thyself : 

See that he fall not on thee suddenly, 

Aud stay thee unnrn/d: he is not 
knight but kuavc." 

Then at his call, "O daughters of 
the Dawn, 

And servants of the Morning-Star, 
approach. 

Arm me,*' from out the silken curtain- 
folds 

Bare-footeil and bjvrc-hcade<l three 
fair girls 

In gilt and rosy raiment came : their 
feet 

In dew3' grasses gtbtenM ; and the 
hair 

All over glanced with dewdrop or with 
gem 

Like sparkles in the stone Avanturine* 

Tliese arm'd him In blue amis, and 
gave a shield 

Blue also, and thereon the morning 
star. 

And Gareth silent gaaed upon the 
knight. 

Who atooil a moment ere his horse 
was brought. 

Glorying; and in the stream beneath 
him, shone 

I 111 ml ogled with Heaven’s aiore wav^ 
eringly, 

The gay pavilion and the naked 
feet, 

Hia anns, the rosy raiment, and the 
star. 

Then she that watch’d him, 
" Wherefore stare ye tiot 
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Thousliftke*! hi thy fear: there yetia 
lime : 

Piee down the valley before he pet to 
borae* 

; Who will cry ahaine? Thou art not 
knight but knave/' 

Said Garetli, “ Damgel, wlietber 
knave or knight^ 

Far liefer bad I hglit a score of timet 

Than hear thee so niitsay me and ic- 
vile. 

Fair words were l>c8t for him who 
flglits for thee ; 

But truly foul are better, for they 
send 

Tliat strength of anger thro' mine 
arms, I know 

That 1 shall overtluxiw him/' 

And he that bore 

The star, being mounted, eried from 
oVr tlie bridgt*, 

** A kitchen- knave, and sent In seom 
of me ! 

Such Ught not I, but answer tcom 
wiih seom. 

For this were shame to do bini further 
wrong 

Than set him on Ids feet, and take his 
horse 

And arms, and so return him to llic 
King. 

Como, therefore, leave thy lady liglitly, 
knave. 

Avoid : for it l>eseemelh not a knave 

To ride with such a lady/' 

** Dog, thoii liest 

1 spring from loftier lineage than 
thine own." i 

He spake , and all at fiery speed the 
two 

ShockM on the central bridge, and 
either spear 

Bent but not brake, and either knight 
at once. 

Hurl'd ns a stone from out of a cata- 
{>11 It 

Beyond Ids horse's crupper and the 
bridgt*, 


Fell, as if dead ; but quickly rose and 
drew. 

And Caret It lash'd so fiercely with his 
brand 

lie drave his^ enemy backward down 
the bridge, 

Tlie damsel crying, “ Well-stricken, 
kitcheii'kuavei " 

Till Gareth's « hie Id was cloron ; but 
one stroke 

Laid him that clove it grovelling on 
the ground. 

Then cried the fall'n, “Take not my 
life: I yield." 

And Gareth, " So this datnsi'l ask it 
of me 

Good — I accord it easily as a grace/* 

She rediiening, ** insolent scullion : I 
of thee I 

I bound lo tiiec for any favor a.^^kM! " 

“Tlien shall he die,” And Giiretli 
there untaoed 

Ills hcTmet ns to slay him, but she 
sbriek'ii, 

“Be not srfj liardy, scullion, as to 
slay 

One nobler than thyself/' “ Damsel, 
thy charge 

Is nix alKiunding pleasure to me* 
Knight, 

Thy life is thine at her command. 
Arise 

And quickly pass to Arthur's hall, 
and say 

His kitchen-knave bath sent tbee* 
8t‘e thou crave 

His panlon for thy breaking of Ixit 
laws. 

Myself* when I return, will plead for 
thee. 

Thy shield is mine — ^ farewell; and, 
darnsed* timu. 

Lend, and I follow." 

And fast away she fled. 

ITien when he came upon her, spake, 

“ .\fe thou gilt. 

Knave, when I watch'd thee striking 
on the bridge 

The savor of thy kitchen came upon 
me 
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A little fnintlier: hut the wind bath 
changed : 

I scent it twenty*fnld.” And then she 

saiifT, 

morning liar' (not that tall felon 
there 

Wliuin tliuu by Borcety or nnliapjTineti 

Or Borae device, hast foully over- 
thrown^, 

*0 morning itar tlmt imileii in tlie 
blue, 

O Btar, iny tnoming dream liath 
proven true, 

Smile ■ weedy* thou I my love hath 
imikd on me/ 

“Bui thou begone, take counsel, 
and away, 

For Iiard by here la one that guarda a 
ford — 

The aecond brother in their fool’i 
parable — 

Will pay thee all thy wages, and to 
boot. 

Care not for ihame: thou art not 
knight but knave/' 

To wliom Si r Garc t h answer'd, 
laughingly, 

Parables 1 Hear a parable of the 
knave. 

When I was kitchen^knave among the 
rest 

Fteree was the hearth, and one of my 
co-mates 

Own'd a rough dog, to whom he cast 
his cont, 

* Guard it/ and there was none to 
meddle with it* 

And such a coal art thou, and thee 
the King 

Gave me to guard, and such a dog 
am I, 

To worry, and not to flee — ^and“ 
knight or knave — 

Tlic knave that doth thee service as 
full knight 

Is all as good, meseemi, as any knight 

Toward thy sister's freeing*" 

Ay, Sir Knave 1 

Ay, knave, becauie tliou itrikest as a 
knight, \ 


Being but knave, 1 hate thee all the 
more." 

Fair damsel, you should worship 
me the moa% 

That, being but knave, I Uirow thine 
enemies/* 

** Ay, ay,'* she said, “ but thon shalt 
muel thy match/' 

So when they touch'd the second 
riverdoop. 

Huge on a huge red horse, and all in 
mail 

Bumisl/d to blinding, shone the Noon- 
day Sun 

Beyond a raging shallow* As if the 
flower. 

That blows a globe of after arrowlets. 

Ten thousand-fold had grown, flash'd 
the fleree shield. 

All sun ; and Gareil/s eyes had flying 
blots 

Before them when he turn'd from 
watching him* 

He from beyond the roaring shallow 
roar'd, 

“ What dot St thou, brother, in my 
marches here 1 " 

And she athwart the shallow shrill'd 
again, 

“ Here is a kitchen-knave from 
Arthur's hall 

Hath overt [jrown thy brother, and 
hath his arms/* 

'* Ugh 1 ” cried the Sun, and vizoring 
up a red 

And cipher face of rounded foolish- 
ness, 

Push'd horse across the foamings of 
the ford. 

Whom Gareth met midfitreamt no 
room was there 

For lance or tourney-skill : four 
strokes they struck 

With sword, and these were mighty ; 
the new knight 

Had fear he might be sliamed ; but as 
the Sun 

Heaved up a ponderous arm to strike 
the fifth. 
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The hoof of hb horse slipt in the 
stream, the stream 

Pesccndt^l, and tlie Sun was washed 

away. 

Thoti Gareth laid hli lance athwart 
the ford ; 

So drew him home \ but he that fought 
no morev 

As being all I mne ‘battered on the rock. 

Yielded ; and Uareth sent him to tlte 
King. 

" Myself when I return will plead for 
thee/' 

"Lead, and 1 follow." Quietly she 
led. 

"Hath not the gotnl wind, damsel, 
changed again ! " 

" Nay, not a point : nor art thou victor 
here. 

There lies a ridge of state across the 
fonl; 

His horse thereon stumbled ^ ay, for 
1 saw it. 

, "'O Sun* (not this strong fool 
whom thou, Sir Knave, 

Hast ovcrtiirown thro' mere uiihappi- 
ness), 

' O Sun, ihal wakenost all to bliss or 
pain, 

0 moon, that layest all to sleep again, 

Shine iwt'etly: twice my love liatli 
smiled on me/ 

"What k no west thou of lovesong 
or of love '* 

Nay, nay, God wot, so thou wert nobly 
born, 

Tliou hast a pleasant presence. Yea, 
pcreliaiiee, — 

" ' 0 dewy flowers that open to the 
sun, 

O dewy flowers that close when day la 
done, 

Blow sweetly r twice my love hath 
smiled on me/ 

"What knowest thou of flowers, 
except, belike. 


To garni ell meats with 1 hatli not our ’ 
gcMid King 

Who lent me thee, the flower of 

kitelieiidom, ( 

A foolish love for flowers T what stick 
ye round 

The pasty ? wherewithal deck the 
boar's head 1 

Flowers? nay, the lioar hath rose- ; 
uiaries and bay, 

i i 

" ‘ O birds, that warble to the morn- ; 
ing sky, 

0 birds that warble aa the day goes 
by, ' 

Sing sweetly : twice my love hath 
smiled on mo.' 

" What knowest thou of birds, lark, 
mavis, merle. 

Linnet? what dream ye when they 
utter foriU 

May-miisie growing with the growing ) 
light, 

Tlieir sweet sun-worship ! these be for I 
tJie snare 

(So runs thy fancy) these be for the r 
spit, 

Jjartiing and basting. Bee thou have 

not now I 

Larded thy last, except thou turn and ' 

fly. 

lliere stands the third fool of their 
allegory,” 

For there beyond a bridge of treble 
bow. 

All in a rose-red from the west, and 
all 

Naked it seem'd, and glowing in the 
broad 

I>eep-tlinipled current underneath, the I | 
knight, I 

That named himself the Star of | ' 

Evening, stood. ^ 

And Gareth, “ Wherefore wails the | 
madman there 

Nakef] in optm dayshine ? " " J^ay," I 

she cried, 

"Not nakiKl, only wrapt in harden'd 
skins 
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That fit him like his (iwn i and m je 
cleave 

Bis arnifir of! hlin^ these will tum the 
htailv/' 

Tlien the third brother shouted o’er 
the hriilge, 

"0 brother-iftiir, why shine ye here ao 
low 1 

Tliy ward is higher up ; hut have ye 
slain 

The daiusers champion 1 ” aivd the 
damsel cried, 

“Ko star of thine, hut shot from 
Arthur’s heaven 

With all disaster unto thine and thee ! 

For both thy younger brethren have 
gone down 

Before Ibis yotttli; and so wilt thou, 
Sir Star; 

Art thou not old f " 

Old, damsel, old and hard, 

Old, with the migljt and breath of 
twenty boys/’ 

8aid Gareth, Old, and over-bold in 
bragl 

But that same strength which threw 
the Morning Star 

On throw the Evening/' 

Tlicn that other blew 

A hard and deadly note upon the horn. 

“ Approach and arm me 1 ” VV ith slow 
steps from out 

An old storm-beaten, russet, many- 
stain’d 

Pavilion, forth a grizzled dumscl 
came, 

And arm’d liim in old arms, and 
brought a helm 

With but a drying evergreen for crest. 

And gave a shield whereon ilie Star of 
Even 

Bilf-tamish'd and half-bright, his 
emblem, shone. 

But when it glitter’d o’er the saddle- 
bow, 

They maiHy hurl’d together on the 
bridge ; 


And Gareth overthrew him, lighted, 
drew, 

Tliere met him drawn, and overthrew 
him again, 

But up like tire he started: and as 
oft 

As Garetli brought him grovelling on 
his knees, 

So many a time he vaulted up again ; 

Till Gareth punted hard, and his great 
heart, 

ForeduomUig all his trouble was in 
vain. 

Labor’d within him, for he seem’d as 
one 

That all in later, sadder ago iK'gijis 

To war against ill uses of a life, 

But these from all liis life arise, und 
try, 

^^ Thou hast made us lords, and canst 
not put us down 1 " 

He half despairs; so Gareth seem'd to 
strike 

Vainly, the damsel clamoring all the 
while, 

" Well done, knave-knight, well 
stricken, O good knight- 
knave — 

O knave, as noble as any of all the 
knights — 

Shame me not, shame me not, I have 
prophesied — 

Strike, thou art worthy of the Table 
Round — 

His arms arc old, he trusts the hard- 
en’d skin^ 

Strike ^strike — the wind will never 
change again.” 

And Gareth hearing ever stronglier 
smote, 

And hew’d great pieces of his annor 
off him; 

But lash’d in vaiit against the harden'd 
skin. 

And could pot wljolly bring him 
under, more 

Than loud Southwestemi, rolling 
ridge on riilge. 

The buoy that rides at sea, and dips 
and springs 

For ever ; till at length Sir Gareth’s 
brand 
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Claab*U hi9> and brake it utterly to the 
hUt, 

** 1 have thee now ; ” but forth that 
other sprang, 

And, all un knight I ike, writhefl hli 
wiry arriijs 

Around him, till be felt, despite hts 

I mail, 

Strangled, but straining ev'n his atter- 
moat 

Cast, and so hurl'd him headlong o'er 
the bridge 

Down to the river, sink or awim, and 
cried, 

** Lead, and I follow,” 

Tint the damMl said, 

"Head no longer; ride thou at ray 
side ; 

Thou art the kingliest of all kitchen- 
knaves, 

" ' 0 trefoil, sparkling on the rainy 
plain, 

O rambow with three colors after rain, 

Shine sweetly: thrice my love hath 
smiled on me/ 

S]r, —and, good faith, I fain had 
addeil — Knight, 

But that I heard I he® call tliyself a 
knave, — 

Shamed am I that 1 so rebuked, 
reviled, 

Missaid thee; noble 1 am; and 
thought the King 

Scorn'd me and niine; and now thy 
pardon, friend. 

For tliou hast ever anawer'd cour^' 
teouily. 

And wholly bold thou art, and meek 
withal 

As any of Ar(bar*s best, but, being 
knave, 

Ilast ma^rd niy wit : l’ marvel wbat 
thou art. 

“ Damsel." be said, "you be not all 
to blame, 

Saving that you mistrusted our good 
King 


I Would handle m'om, or yield you, 
asking, one 

Not fit to cope your quest. You ^id 
your say ; 

Mine answer was ray deed. Good 
sooth 1 1 hold 

Me scarce is knight, yea but lialf'iiuui, 
nor meet 

To fight for gentle damsel, he, who 
lets 

His heart be stirr'd with any foolish 
beat 

At any gentle damsel's waywardness^t 

Shamed f care not I thy foul say lap 
fought for raci 

And seeing now tliy woixls are fair, 
nieilufiks 

Tliere rides no knight, not Lancelot 
liis great self, 

Matli force to quell me,” 

Nigh upon that hour 

When the lone hem forgets hJs n>eb 
ancholy, 

Lets down bis other leg, and stretch* 
ing, dreams 

Of goodly supjxT in the distant pool. 

Then turn'd the noble damsel suidinf 
at him, 

And, told him of a cavern hard at 
hand, 

Where bread and ha ken meats and 
gowl red wine 

Of Southland, which the Lady Lyo- 

nora 

Had sent her coming cliampion, wailed 
him. 

Anon they past a narrow comb 
wherein 

VYere slabs of rock with figures^ 
knights on horse 

Sculptured, and deckt in slowly-wan- 
ing hues. 

" Sir Knave, iny knight, a hermit once 
was here, 

Whose holy hand hath fashion’d on 
the, rock 

llm war^of I'ime against the soul of 
man. 

And yon four fools have suck'd their 
allegory 


GARETH AND LYNBTTE. 


231 


t 


From thf^sc damp walls, anfl laketi 
but tht? funii. 

Know y« not tWset " and Gareth 
looki and read — 

In letters like lu tluise the vexillarj'' 

Matli ifit tTajt-conren oVr the atream* 
ing Gelt — 

**PiiO'»FH4Hii:»/' then " Meridiem — 
"IlESPERrs " — 

**riox” — “Mona," beneath flire fig- 
ures, nrmecl men, 

Blah after slab, their faces forward 
all. 

And running down the Boul, a Shape 
that fled 

With broken winp, tom mimeni and 
loose hair, 

For help ami shelter to the hennit'a 
cave. 

« Follow the faces, and wo find it. 

I^iuk, 

Who comes behind ? 

For one — delay'd at first 

Tliro" Itelpingback the disloeaied Kay 

To Caniclot, then by what thereafter 
cliaiiced, 

Tlie darn 801*8 headlong error thro* the 
wochI — 

Sir Lancelot, having swum the river* 
lou|>«« 

HU blue Hhield-lions covor*d — softly 
drew 

Behind the twain, and when be saw 
the star 

Gleam, on Sir Gareth's turning to 
him, cried, 

**Stay, felon-knight, J avenge me for 
my friend.** 

And Gareth crying prick*d against tlie 

cry; 

But when they closed — in a moment 
— at one touch 

Of that skill'd spear, the wonder of 
the wnriil — 

Went sliding down so easily, and fell, 

That when he found the grass within 
his hands 

He laugh'll ; the laughter jarr'd upon 
Lynette : 

Harshly she ask’d him, ** Shamed and 
overthrown, 


t 


And tumbled back into the kitchen- 
knave, 

Why laugh yc! that ye blew your 
boast in vain ! ** 

Kay, noble damsel, but that 1, the 
son 

Of old King Lot and good Queen Bel- 
lieent. 

And victor of the bridges am! the fonl, 

And knigbt of Arthur, here lie thrown 
by whom 

I know not, all thro* mere unhappi- 
ness — 

Device and sorcery and unhappi- 
ness — 

Out, sword; we are thrown!" And 
Lancelot answer’d, “ I’riucc, 

O Gareth — thro* the more unhappi* 
ness 

Of one who came to help thee, not to 
harm, 

Lancelot, and ail as glad to find thee 
whole. 

As on the day when Arthur knighted 
him.*' 

Then Gareth, "Thou — Lancelot I 
— thine the iiand 

That threw me 1 An some chance to 
mar the boast 

Tliy bre'thren of thee make — which 
could noi chance — 

Had sent thee down before a lesser 
spear, 

Shamed had 1 been, and sad — 0 
Lancelot — thou I ** 

Whereat the maiden, petulant, 
" Lancelot, 

Why came ye not, when calfd t and 
wherefore now 

Come ye, not call'd I I glorioil In my 
knave. 

Who being still rebuked, would answer 
still 

CourCeoui as any knight — but now, 
if knigbt, 

The marved dit^, and leaves me foord 
ami trick*d. 

And only wondering wherefore play*d 
upon; 
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And doubtful wliotlier I mid mine be 

sconfd. 

Where uliimJct lie truth if not in 
Arthurs Imtl, 

In Arthur's preseni^e ? Knig lit, 

knnro, prince niul fooh 
I hate thee and for ever,” 


And Lancelot said, 

"Blessed be fhou. Sir Gareth! knight 
art thou 

To the King's liest wish* O damsch 
be you wise 

To call him simmed, who it but over- 
thrown I 

Thrown have I lieen, nor once, but 
many a time. 

Victor from vanquish'd issues at the 

last, 

And ovorthrower from being over* 
thrown. 

With sword we have not striven ; and 
ihy good liorse 

And thou are weary ; yet not less I 
felt 

Thy manhood thro' tliat wearied lance 
of thine. 

Well hast thou donej for all the 
stream is freed, 

And tiiuu itiist wreak'd hb justice on 
Ills foes. 

And when reviled, hast answer'd 
graetously, 

And makest merry when overthrown. 
I'rinec, Knight, 

Hail, Knigltt and PHnee, and of our 
Table Round 1" 


But all alKiut it flies a honeysuckle^ 

Seek, till we find." And when they 
sought and found. 

Sir Gareth drank and ate, and all lut 
life 

Fast into sleep ; on whom the maiden 
gazed. 

" Sound sleep l>e thine ! sound cause 
to slec^p hast thou. 

Wake lusty ! seem I not as tender to 
him 

Aa any mother ! Ay, but such a one 

As all day long hath rated at her 
child, 

And vext his day, hut Messes him 
asleep^ — 

Good loffl, how sweetly smelts the 
honeysuckle 

In the hushVI night, as if the world 
were one 

Of utter peace, and love, and gentle- 
ness ! 

0 I-ancelot, T^ncelot " — and she 
clapt her hands — 

" Full merry am 1 to find my goodly 
knave 

Is knight anti noble. See now, sworn 
have 1, 

Else yon htack felon had not let mo 
pass, 

To bring thee back to do the battle 
with him. 

Thus an thou goest, he will fight the© 

I first; 

Who doubts thee victor t so will my 
knight-knave 

Mbs the full flower of this accom- 
plishment." 


And then when turning to Lynette 
he told 

The tale of Gareth, petulantly she 
said, 

"Ay well — ay well — for worse than 
being foord 

Of others, is to fool one's self. A 
cave. 

Sir Lancelot, is hard by, with meats 
and drinks 

And forage for the horse, and flint for 
fire. 


Said I^ncetot, " Ferad venture he, 
you name, 

May know my shield. Let Gareth, 
an he will. 

Change Ids for mine, and take my 
charger, fresh, 

Not to be simrr'd, loving the battle aa 
well 

As he that rides him." " r^meelot* 
like," she said, 

" Courteous in thb. Lord Lancelot, as 
in all/' 
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Anri Gareth, wakening, fiercely 
cluif h'd the shield ; 

" Kamp ye lance-sptiiitenng Uona, on 
whom all ipears 

An' rollen stir-ksl ye seem agape to 
roar I 

Yea, ramp and roar at leaving of your 
lord I — 

Care not, good beasts, so well I care 
for you, 

0 noble Lancelot, from ray bold on 

these 

Streams virtue — fire — thro^one that 
will not ill a me 

Even the shadow of Lancelot under 
sbiehL 

lienee : let us go/' 

Silent the silent fleld 

They traversed. Arthur's harp tbo' 
summer'Wan, 

In counter motion to the clouds, 
allured 

The glance of Gareth dreaming on 
Ilia liege. 

A star shot : ** Lo,” said Gareth, " the 
foe falls ! " 

An owl wboopt : ** Hark the victor 
pealing there ! ” 

Suddenly she that rmie upon Ida left 

Clung to the shield that Lancelot lent 
him, dying, 

“Yield, yield him tida again: ‘tis he 
mast fight: 

1 curse the tongue that all thro' yes- 

lenlny ' 

Bevik<l thee, and hath wrought on 

‘ Lancelot now 

L, To lend thee horse and shield; won- 
ders ye have done ; 

iMiraelesye cannot r here is glory enow 

In having flung the three : I see thee 
niainfd, 

Msnglefl : I swear thoucanst not fling 
the fourth." 

"And whendore, damsel! tell me 
all' ye know. 

You canhivt scare me ; nor rougli face, 
or voice, 

bulk of limb, or boundless 
savagery 

A^ppal roe from tlie quest,*^ 
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“Nay, Prince," she cried, 

*'God wot, 1 never look'd upon tiio 
face, 

Seeing he never rides abroad by 
day ; 

But watci/d him have I like a phan- 
tom pass 

Chilling the night : nor Imre I heard 
the voice. 

Always he made his mouthpiece of a 
inigc 

Who came and went, and stilt re- 
jmrtetl him 

As closing in Mmself the strength of 
ten. 

And when bis anger tare him, mas- 
sacring 

Man, wmiirtu, lad and girl — yea, the 
soft babe 1 

Some bold that he bath swaLlow^'d 
infant flesh, 

Monster! Prinee, I went for Lance^ 
Id first, 

The quest is Lancelot's : give him 
back the shield." 


Said Gareth laugliing, “An he fight 
for this, 

Belike he wins it as the better man : 
Tlius — and not else J ” 


But Lancelot on him urged 

All the devisingii of their chivalry 

VV'Iien one might niecia mightier than 
himself; 

riow lx*st to oianage horse, lancet 
stt'ord and shield. 

And so fill ii]> the gap where force 
might fail 

With skill and fineness. Instant were 
his words. 


Then Gareth, "Here be rules. I 
know hut one — 

To dash against mine enemy and to 
will. 

Y'et have I watch’d theo victor in the 
joust, 

And seen thy way/' Heaven help 
thee," sigi/d LynttLe. 
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Then for n spaee, and under cloud 
dmt grvw 

To th unde r-g loom palling all itars, 
itiey rode 

In converse till she made her palfrey 
halt, 

Lifted an arrUj and softly whisper'd, 
“ Tliere." 

And all the three were silent seeing, 
pitcliM 

Beside the Castle Perilous on flat field * 

A huge paviticm like a mountain peak 

Sunder the glooming criniaon on the 
marge, 

Black, will] black banner, and a long 
black luirit 

Beside it hanging; which Sir Gareth 
graspt, 

And so, lieforc the two could hinder 
liJui, 

Sent all his heart and breath thro' all 
the lioni. 

Echo'd the walls ; a light twinkled ; 
anon 

Came lights and lights, and once again 
lie blew ; 

Whereon were hollow tramplings up 
and down 

And mutWed voices heard, and shadows 
past ; 

Till high above him, circled with her 
maids, 

The Lady Lyonorsaia window stood, 

Beautiful among lights, and waving to 
i him 

White hands, and courtesy ; but when 
the Prince 

Three times had blown — after long 
busJi — at last — 

The huge pavilion slowly yielded up, 

Thro' those black foldings, that which 
boustHl therein^ 

High on a nightblack horse, in night* 
black arms, 

With white bn*a»tdjone, and barren 
ril>8 of Ik^ath, 

And crown'd wiili deshlcss laughter^ 
some ten steps 

In the half-light — ihro' the dim dawn 
— advaiiccd 

!nie monster, and then paused, and 
spoke no word 


But Gareth spake and all mdtg>' 
nantly* 

‘*Fool, for thou Jmst, men say, the 
strength of ten, 

Canst thou not trust the limbs thy 
God hatli given, 

But must, to make the terror of thee 
more, 

Trick thyself out in ghastly imageriti 

Uf that which Life hath done with, 
and the clod. 

Less dull than thou, will hide with 
mantling flowers 

As if for pity ? But he spake no 
word ; 

Wliicli set the horror higher; a maldoi 
swrjon'd ; 

The Lady Lyonors wning her Imndf 
and wept. 

As doom'd lo Ije the bride of Mght 
and 1>eath ; I 

RirGanth's head prickled beneath hb 
helm ; 

And ev'n filr Lancelot tliro’ his warn 
blood felt 

Ice strike, and all that mark’d him 
w'cre aghast. 

At once .Sir Tjincelot’s charger 
fiercely neigh'd. 

And Death's dark war-horse bounded 
forward with him. 

Tlion those that did not blink the 
terror, saw 

Tliat Di>Ath was cast to ground, and 
slowly rose. 

But with one stroke Sir Gareth spilt 
the skull. 

Half fell to right and half to left and 

lay. 

Tlien with a stronger buffet he clove 
the helm 

As tlirijughly as the skull; and out 
from this 

Issued the bright face of a blooming 
bfiy 

Fresh as a flower new-born, and crying^ 
“ Knight, 

Slay me not : my tliree bpetbren t>ade 
me do it. 

To make a horror all about the 
house. 
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And atfly the world from Lady Lyon- 
ors- 

Tliev never dreamed the fimieeA would 
be fHiit.” 

Answer'd Sir Garetfk (traL-iously to one 

Koi many a infjon his younger, “ My 

fair child, 

What madness made thee challenge 
tike chief knight 

Of Arthur a hall? ” Fair Sir, they 
Ijarle me do it. 

Tlioy liatc the King, and Lancelot, the 
King's friend. 

They hopi‘d to slay him Bomewlicre 
oil the Btrvain, 

Tliey never dream'd the posses could 
be past/' 

Then sprang the happier day from 
underground ; 

And I#ady Lyouors and her house, 
with dance 

And revel and song, maklo merry over 
Death, 

As being after all their foolish fears 

And horrprs only proven a bioonniig 
boy. 

So large mirth lived and Gareth woti 
the quest. 

And lie that told the tale in older 
times 

Says that Kir Gareth wedded Lyonntns, 

But he, that told it later, says Lyuette. 
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T}ii^ brave Geraint, a knight of 
Arlh'ir’s court, 

A tributary p.'incc of Devon, one 

Of that great Urtler of the Table 
Round. 

Had married Knid, Tniors only child. 

And loved her, as lie loved the light 
of Heaven. 

And as the light of Heaven varies, now 

At sunrise, now at suitsei, now by 
night 

With moon and trembling stars, so 
loved Geruiut 


To mate her beauty vary day by *iay, 

In erimsons and in purples and in 
gems. 

Ami Enifl, but to please her husband's 
eye, 

Who flrst had found and loved her in 
a stale 

Of broken fortunes, dally fronted 
him 

In some fresti splendor; and the Queen 
herself, 

Grateful to I'rince Geraint for service 
done, 

Loved her, and often with her own 
white hands 

Array'd and deck'd iier, as the love- 
liest. 

Next after her own self, in all the 
court. 

And Enid loved the Queen, and with 
true lieart 

Adore<l her, as the stateliest and tlie 
t>est 

And loveliest of all women upon earth. 

And seeing them so tender and so 
close, 

liOng in their common love rejoiced 
GeramL 

But when a rumor rose about the 
Queen, 

Touehing her guilty love for loincelot, 

Tho' yet there livtd no proof, nor yet 
was heard 

The world's loud whisper breaking 
into storm, 

Not less Geraint believed It ; and there 
fell 

A horror on him, lest his gentle wife, 

Thru' that great tenderness for Guin- 
evere, 

Had sntTer’d, or should suffer any 
taint 

In nature: wherefore going to the 
King, 

He made tliii pretext, that his prince- 
dom lay 

Close on the borders of a territory, 

^"herein were bandit earls, and caitiff 
knights. 

Assassins, and all flyers from the hand 

Of Justice, and whatever loathes a 
law; 
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And therefore, till the King himself 
iilmukl please 

To cleamst this eorrimon sewer of all 
his realm, 

He craved a fair permissiofi to depart, 
And there defend Ids marches^ ami 
the King 

Mused for a little on his plea, but, last, 
Allowing it, the PriiKcand Enid rode, 
And flft^ kniglits rode with ihem, to 
the shores 

Of Severn, and thej past to their own 
land ; 

Where, thinking, that If ever jet was 
wife 

Tnte to her lord, mine shall be so to me, 
He compass’d her witli sweet observ- 
ances 

And worship, never leaving her, and 
grew 

Forgetful of Ins promise to the King, 
Forgetful of the fa icon and the hunt, 
Forgetful of the tilt and tournament. 
Forgetful of his glory and his name. 
Forgetful of hU princedom and its 
cares. 

And this forgetfulness was hateful to 
her; 

And by and by the people, when they 
met 

In twos and threes, or fuller com- 
panies, 

Began to scoff and jeer and babbie of 
him 

As of a prince whose manhood was all 
gone. 

And molten down in mere uxorious- 
ness. 

And this she gather’d from the peo- 
ple’s eyes : 

Tliis too the women who attired her 
head, 

To please her, dwelling on his bound- 
less love. 

Told Enid, and they saddenM her the 
I more ; 

And day by day she thought to tell 
Geraint, « 

But could not out of Tinslifnl delicacy ; 
While he that watch'd her sadden, was 
the more 

Suspicious tiiat her nature had a taiut 


At last, it cltanced that on a summer 
mom 

(They sleeping each by either) the 
new sun 

Beat tliro^ the blindless casement of 
the room. 

And heated iJie strong warrior in his 
dreams ; 

Who, moving, cast the coverlet 
aside, 

And bared the knotted column of hii 
throat, 

The massive square of his heroit 
br£*ast, 

And arms cm which the standing 
muscle slopiHl, 

At slopes a wild brook oVr a litth 
stbne, 

llunning too vehemently to bnak 
upon it. 

And Enid woke and sat betide the 
couch. 

Admiring him, and tlionglit within 
herself, 

Was ever man so grandly made as 
he! 

Then, like a shallow, past the people's 
talk 

And accusation of uxoriousness 

Across her mind, atid bowing over 
him, 

rx>w to her own heart piteously slie 
said : 

''O noble bfeast and albpuUsant 
anus, 

Ami the cause, I tlie poor cause ihat 
men 

Reproach you, aaylng all your fores 
is gone! 

1 urn the cause, because I dare not 
speak 

And tell him what 1 think and what 
they say. 

And yet 1 hate that he should linger 
here ; 

I cannot love my lord and not hii 
name. 

Far liefer had I gird his harness on 
him, 

And ride with him to battle and stand 
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And watcli hii mfghtftil hand striking 
great blows 

At caitf0« and at wrongers of the 
world. 

Far bettor were I laid in the dark 
enrthf 

Not hearing any more hia noble roice^ 

Sot to be fold^ more in these dear 
arms, 


And darkened from the high light in 
his eyes, 

Than that my lord thro^ me shoulil 
sufTor siiame. 

Am 1 so bold, and could I so stand 
hy, , 

And see my clear lord wonnded in the 
strife. 

Or maybe pierced to death before 


mine eyes, 

And yet not dare to tell him what I 
think, 

And how men slur him, saying all his 
force 


Is melted into more effeminacy T 
O me, 1 fear that 1 am no true wife/^ 


Half inwardly, half audibly she 
spoke, 

And the strong passion In her made 
lier wwp 

lYtie tears upon Ids broad and naked 

bit'flit. 

And these awoke him, and by great 
niiselianee 

He heard but fragments of her later 
words, 

And til at she fear'd she was not a true 
wife. 

And then he thought, ** In spite of all 
my care, 

For all my |>ajns, poor man, for all 
my pHins, 

She is not faithful to me, and I see her 

Weeping for some gay knight in 
Arthur’s ball ” 

Then tho' he loved and reverenced 
her tcjo niueh 

To dream she could be guilty of foul 
act, 

Bight thro* lifs manful breast darted 
the pang 


Tliat makes a man, in the sweet face 
of her 

Whom he loves most, lonely and mis- 
erable. 

At this he hurl’d his huge limbs out 
of bed, 

And shook his drowsy squire awake 
and cried, 

"My charger and her palfrey ; " then 
to lier, 

" T will ride forth Info the wilderness; 

For tho’ it seems my spurs are yet to 
win, 

I have not fall'n so low as some would 
- wish. 

And thou, put on thy worst and mean- 
est dress 

And ride with me.” And Enid ssk’d, 
amaseed, 

"If Enid errs, let Enid leam her 
fault.” 

But he, " I charge thee, ask not, but 
obey.” 

Then she bethought her of a faded 
silk, 

A faded mantle and a faded veil, 

And moving toward a cedam cabinet, 

VVlieretn she kept them folded rever- 
ently 

With sprigs of summer laid between 
the folds. 

She kmk them, and array’d herself 
therein, 

llemembering when first he came on 
her 

Drest in that dress, and how he loved 
her in if. 

And all her foolish fears about the 
dress. 

And all bis Joutmey to ber, as himself 

Had told her, and their coming to the 
court. 


For Arthur on the Whitsuntide 
before 

Held court at old raorleon upon t'sk. 

There on a day, he sitting high in 
hall, 

Before him came a foreiter of Bean, 

Wet from the woods, with notice of a 
hart 
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Talli^r ilmti all hi« fellowi, milkjr- 
wliitOt 

Firit M^eii that (lay : thc»o things he 
tdhl the King, 

Then the gmid Kitig gave order to let 
blow 

Hia horns for hunltng on the morrow 
morn. 

And when the Queen petition'd for his 
leave 

To aee tlie Imnt, allow'd it easily. 

!;»o with the morning all the court were 
gone. 

Hut Guinevere lay late into the mom, 

I^st In sweet {Ireams, and dreaiping 
of her love 

For I-aneelot, and forgetful of tlio 
hunt ; 

But rose at last, a single maiden with 
her, 

Took horse, and forfled Usk, and 
gain'd the wood; 

There,, on a Jiitle knoll beside it, 
stay'd 

Walling to hear the hounds; but 
heard instead 

A sudden sound of hoofs, for Frince 
Geraint, 

Late also, wearing neither hunting- 
dress 

Nor weapon, save a golden*hiltC!d 
brand, ^ 

Came quickly flashing thro’ the shal- 
low ford 

Behind them, and so gallop'd up the 
knoll. 

A purple scarf, at either end whereof 

There swung an apple of the purest 
gold. 

Sway’d round about turn, as he gal- 
lop'd up 

To join them, glancing like a dragon- 
fly 

In summer suit and silks of holiday. 

I^w bow'd the tributary Prince, and 
she. 

Sweetly and statelily, and with all 
grace 

Of womanhood and queenhood, 
answer'd him : 

“Late, late, Sir Prmoe," she aald, 
“ later than we 1 " 


" Yea, noble Queen,” he aiiiwer'd, 
“ and so late 

That I hut come like you to see the 
hunt, 

Not join it." " Therefore wait with 
me,” she said ; 

** For on this little knoll, if anywhere, 

There is good chance that we shall 
hear the hounds : 

Here often they break covert at our 
feet." ' 

And while they listen’d for the dis* 
tnnt hunt. 

And chiefly for the baying of CavaVI, 

King Arthurs hound hf deepest 
moutii, there rode 

Full alowly by a knight, lady, and 
dwarf ; 

Whereof the dwarf lagg'd latest, and 
the knight 

Had vizor up, and show'd a youthful 
face, 

fmperious, and of haughtiest linea- 
ments. 

And Guinevere, not mindful of his 
face 

In tlie King's hall, desired his name, 
and sent 

Her maiden to demand it of the 
dwarf ; 

Who being vicious, old and irritable, 

And doubling all his master’s vice of 
pridev 

Made answer sharply that she should 
not know. 

“ Tlien will I ask it of himself,” she 
said. 

Nay, hy my faith, thou shalt not,” 
cried the dwarf ; 

“ Thou art not worthy cv’n to speak 
of liini ; " 

And %vhen she pul her horse toward 
the knight. 

Struck at her with Ills wMp, and she 
return'd 

Indignant to tlie Queen; whereat 
Geraint 

Kxclaiming, ** Surely I will k-am the 
name,” 

Made sharply to the dwarf, and ask'd 
it of him. 



Bthtid ihf hftj^ street of *1 Hnk tmon 
In a long XMiky^ on one fide whereof 
White from the miiioiCi hand^ a fortress rose** 
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Who aTi8w^i-*d m l>efore; and when 
the Prince 

Had put his liorse in Tnotlon toward 
the knight, 

Struck at him with his whip, and cut 
his elipc^k. 

The l*rinee's blood ejdrted upon the 
scarf, 

Dyeing it; and his quick, instinctiro 
hand 

Caught at the hilt, as to abolish him ; 

IJut he, from his exceeding manfuU 
ness 

And pure nobiiity of temperament, 

Wroth to be wroth at such a worm, 
refraiird 

From ei-’n a word, and so muming 
said: 

“I will avenge this insult, noble 
Queen, v 

Done in your maiden's person to your- 
self V 

And 1 will track tills vermin to their 
earths : 

For tho* 1 ride unarm’d, I do not doubt I 

To find, at some place 1 shall come at, | 
arms 

On loan, or else for pledge ; and, being i 
found. 

Then will I light him, and will break ^ 
his pride, 

And on the third day will again be 
here, 

So that I lie not fall’n jii fight. Fare- 
well/’ 

"Fart-well, fair Prince,’^ answerVl , 
the stately Queen. 

Be prosperous in this journey, as in 
all; 

And may you light on all things that 
yon love, 

And live to wed with her whom first 
you love : 

But ere you wed with any, bring your 
bride. 

And 1, were she the daughter of a 

1 ea, iho* she were a beggar from the 
hedge, 

WUl clothe her for her bridals like 
the sun.” 


And Prince Geraint, now thinking 
that ho beard 

Ttie noble hart at bay, now the far 
horn, 

A little vext at losing of the hunt, 

A little at the vile occasion, rode, 

By ups and downs, thro* many a grassy 
glatle 

And valiey, with fixt eye following 
the three. 

At last they issued from the world of 

WO€Mi, 

And cllnibM upon a fair and even 
ridge, 

And show’d themselves against the 
sky, and sank. 

And thither came Geraint, and under* 
nenth 

Beheld the long street of a little town 

III a long valley, on one side 
whereof, 

White from the mason’s hand, a for- 
trcis rose; 

And on one side a castle in decay. 

Beyond a bridge that spanned a dry 
ravine : 

And out of town and valley came a 
noise 

As of a broad brook o’er a shingly bed 

Brawling, or like a elamor of ihe rooks 

At distance, ere they settle for the 
night* 


And onward to the fortress rode the 
three* 

And enter’d, and were lost behind the 
walls* 

" So,” thought Geraint, " I have 
trackM Him to his earth*” 

And down the long street riding 
wearily, 

Found every hostel full, and every- 
where 

Was hammer laid to hoof, and the 
hot Hiss 

And bustling whistle of the youth 
who scour'd 

His master's amor; and of such a 
one 

He ask’d, "Whal means the tumult 
in the town I ” 
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Who told hi HI, scoiiriujjf sUU, " The 
Bparrow-havvk 1 ” 

Then riding elose bL'hlnd an ancient 
churl, 

Who, iUiittcn the dusty sloping 
beam, 

Went sweating undemeatli a sock of 
corn, 

Ask*d yet once more what meant the 
hubbub liere ^ 

Who ouiwer’d grufHy, " Ugh I the 
sparrowdiawk*" 

Then riding further past an armorer's, 

Who, with back turn'd^ and bow'd 
abore his work. 

Sat rireting a helmet on his knee. 

He put the seLi^samc query, but tlie 
man 

Not turning round, nor looking at 
him, said : 

" Friend, he that ]al>ors for the spar- 
row-hawk 

Has liitle time for idle questioners.*' 

Whereal (ieraint Hash'd into sudden 
spleen i 

"A thousand pips eat up. your spar- 
row-liAwk I 

Tits, wrens, and all wing'd nothings 
peek lain deadl 

Ye think the rustic cackle of your 
bourg 

The murmur of the world I What is 
It to me T 

O wretcheil set of sparrows, one and 
all. 

Who pipe of nothing but of sparrow- 
hawks I 

Speak, if ye be not like Ibe rest, 
hawk -mad, 

Where can J get me harborage for 
the night 1 

And amis, iirins, amis to flght my 
enemy I Speak I 

Whereat the armorer turning all 
amazed 

And seeing one so gay in purple silks, 

Came forward wiili tlie helmet yet in 
hand 

And answer'd, ** Pardon me, O stran- 
gler knight ; 

We hold a tourney here to-morrow 
morn. 


And there is scant ly time for Jialf the 
work. 

Arms ? truth ! 1 know' not : aJl are 

w'anted lierCi 

iLarborage '' truth, good truth, I know 
not, save. 

It may l>e, at Earl Vniol's, o'er the 
bridge 

Yonder/' He spoke and fell to work 
again. 

Then rode Geraint, a little spleen- 
ful yet, 

Across the bridge that spanned the 
dry ravine. 

There musing sat the boary-lieaded 
Earl, 

(His dress a suit of fray'd luagnlfi- 
cence. 

Once fit for feasts of c^eremony) and 
said : ' 

“ Whither, fair son t ” to whom Gei^ 
aint replied, 

** O friend, I seek a harborage for tlie 
night." 

'Ilien Yiitol, “Enter therefore and 
partake 

The slender entertainment of a house 

Once rich, now poor, but ever open- 
dm>r'd," 

“Thanks, venerable friend/' replied 
Gemini ; 

“So that you do not serve me spar- 
row-hawks 

For supper, I will enter, 1 will eat 

With all the piissioii of a twelve 
btiurs' fast." 

Tlicn sigh'd and smiled the hoaiy- 
lieadeil Earl, 

And answer'd, “ Graver cause than 
yours is mine 

To curse this hedgerow tidef, the 
sparn»w-hawk: 

But ill, go in ; for save yourself de- 
sire it* 

We will not touch upon him ev'n in 
jest/' 

Then rode Geraiul into the castle 
court, 

liis charger trampling many a prickly 
star 
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Of iproQtf^tl thiilb on tlic hrokon 

lit* locikM ami »aw tluit all was 
ruiuoua, 

Ik're siocmI a shatter'd archway 
plumed xvith fern; 

Amt here had faU'ii a gt^at pari of 
A tower, 

Wliolc, like A crag thal tumbles from 
tlie eliJf, 

And like a envg was gay with wilding 
flowers \ 

Ami high above a piece of turret stair, 

Worn by the feet that now were 
alien I, wound 

Bare to I he sun, and monatjrous ivy- 
atema 

Claspt tJie gray walla with hairy- 
fibred arms, 

And suek*il the joining of the stones, 
and look'd 

A knot, lieneath, of snakes, aloft, a 
grove* 

Ami while he waited in the castle 
court, 

,^TIie voice of Enid, Yniora daughter, 
rang 

Clear thro' tiie open casement of the 
hull, 

figging ; and as the sweet voice of a 
birtl, 

Heard by the lander in a lonely lale. 

Moves him to think what kind of bii^ 
it it 

Tliat sings so delieately clear, and 
make 

Conjecture of the plumage and the 
form ; 

So the sweet voice of Enid moved 
Geraint ; 

And maite him like a man abroad at 
iiiorn 

When first the liquid note beloved of 
men 

Comes fiying over many k windy wave 

I'o Britain, and in April sudilenly 

Breaks from a coppice gemui*d with 
greim and nd, 

And he suspends his converse with a 
friend. 

Or it may be the labor of his hands, 


I To think or say, ** There js the night- 
, infmie"; 

I So fared it with Geraint, who thought 
and said, 

** Here, by God's grace, is tlic ono 
voice for me," 

It elmneed the song that Enid sang 
was one 

Of Fortune and her wheel, and £:iid 
sang; 

"Turn, Fortune, turn tliy wheel 
and lower the proud ; 

Turn Ihy wild wheel tJiro’ sunshine, 
storm, and eloutl ; 

Thy wheel and thee we neither love 
nor bate* 

"Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel 
with smile or frown; 

With that wild w Jieel we go not up or 
down ; 

Our hoanl is little, but our hearts are 
great* 

" Smile and we smile, the lords of 
many lands ;l 

Frown and we smile, the lords of our 
own liniids ; 

For man is man and master of his 
face- 

"Turn, turn thy wheel above the 
staring crowd ; 

Thy wheel and thou are shadows in 
tJie cloud; 

Thy wheel and thee w'e neilher love 
nor hate-” 

" Hark, by the bird's song ye may 
learn the nesi,” 

Said Yniol; "enter quickly,” Enter- 
ing then, 

Higbt o’er a mount of newly-fallen 
stones, 

The dusky-rafter'd many-cobweb'd 
hall, 

He found an ancient dame in dim 
brocade ; 

And near her, like a blossom vermeU* 
white. 
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Tliat liKlitty breaks a fadL-d flowor- 

Moved tlie fair Knidj all in fadeil 
aiikp 

Her daughter. In a moment tliought 

(jeraLntp 

" Here hy God’s rood is the one maid 
for me*” 

But none s|>ake word except the hoary 
Earl : 

Enid, tlie good knight’s horse stands 
in the court ; 

Take him to stalh and give him corUp 
and then 

Go to the town and buy us Acsh and 
wine; 

And we will make us merry as we 
may* 

Our hoard is little, hut our liearts arc 
great.” 

He spake ; the Prince, os Enid past 
iiiio, fain 

To follow, strode a stride, but Vniol 
enught 

His purple scarf, and hold, and said, 
** Forbear 1 

Rest ! the good house, tho' ruiu’d, O 
iny son, 

Endures luit that her guest should 
serve liimself/' 

And revercmcitig the eustoni of the 
liouic 

Geraint, from utter courtesy, forbore* 

So Enid took his ciiargi^r to the 
stall; 

And after went her way across the 
bridge, 

And rt'oeh’d the town* and while live 
I'rince and Earl 

Tet spoke togellier, tame again with 
one, 

A youth* that following with a eostrel 
bore 

The means of goodly welcome, fit»sh 
and wine* 

And Enid bnmght sweet takes to 
make them tht*er. 

And in her veil unfolded, manchet 
bread. 


And then* iK^eause their hall must also 
serve 

For kitchen, Ik^UM the flesh, and 
spreail tiic board, 

And stoocl behind, and waite<l on the 
three* 

And seeing iicr so sweet and service* 
able* 

Geraint had longing in him evermore 

'I'o stoftp anti ki»s tlie tender lit tie 
thumb. 

That crost the trenclier as she laid it 
down : 

But after all had eaten* then Geraint, 

For now the wine made summer in liii 
veitii, 

his eye rove in following, or rest 

Gn Enid at her lowly handinaid-work, 

Eow here, now there, about the dusky 
hall; 

Then suddenly addrest the hoary 
Earl: 


Fair Host and Earl, I pray your 
courtesy ; 

This sparrowdinwk, what is bet tell 
me of liini. 

HU name 1 but no, good faith, 1 will 
not have it ; 

For if he he the knight whom late t 
saw 

Bide into that new fortress by your 
town* 

Widte from the mason’s Imnd, then 
have I sworn 

From Ills own lips to have it — lam 
Geraint 

Of Devon — for this morning when the 
Queen 

Sent her own maiden to demand the 
name* 

His dwarf, a vicious under^shajieil 
thing, 

Struck at her with his whip, and she 
return'd 

Indignant to the Queen; and then I 
swore 

That I would track this caitiff to hit 
hold. 

And light and break his pride, and 
liavc it of him* 
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And all un arm’d I rode, and timiight 
to find 

Armi in yimr town, where all the nion 
are mad ; 

.They take the rustic inurmur of lltcir 
bourg 

For the great wave that echoes rouml 
the world ; 

Tliey would not hear me speak : but 
if ye know 

Where 1 ean light ott arms, or if your* 
self 

Should liave them, tell me, seeing 1 
have sworn 

Tliat 1 will break his pride and learn 
his name. 

Avenging tins great insult done the 
Queen/' 

Then erieil Karl Vniol, "Art thou 
he indt^ed, 

Geraint, a name far-«ounded anvong 
men 

For noble deeds 1 and truly I, when 
first 

I s^w you moving by me on the 
bridge, 

Felt ye were somewliat, yea, and hy 
your slate 

And presence might have guess'd you 
one of those 

That e»t in Arthur’s hall at Camelot. 

Nor speak 1 now from foolish fiat- 
tery ; 

For this dear child hath often heanl 
me praise 

Your feats of amis, and often when I 
paused 

Ualh ask’d again, and ever loved to 
hear; 

Bo grateful is the noise of noble deeds 

To noble hearts who see but acts of 
wrong : 

0 never yet had woman such a pair 

Of suitors as this maiden ; first Lim- 

ours, 

A creature wholly given to brawls and 
wine. 

Drunk even when he woo'd; and be 
he dead 

1 know not, but be passed to the vrild 

land. 


The second was your foe, the sparrow- 
hawk, 

Sfy curse* niy nephew — 1 will not let 
his name 

sup from tny lips if I can help it — 
lie, 

AVhen ] that knew him fierce and tur* 
huLent 

Hefused her to him, then hi* pride 
a woke ; 

And since the proud man often Is the 
mean, 

Ho sow’d a slander in the common ear. 
Affirming that his father left him 
gold, 

And in my charge* which was not ren- 
der'd to him ; 

Bribed with large promises the men 
who eerved 

About my i>er»on, the more easily 
Because my means were somewhat 
broken into 

Thro' open doors and hospitality ; 
liaised my own town against me in 
the night 

Before rny Enid's birthday, sack’d my 
house ; 

Fruni mine own earldom foully ousted 
me; 

Built that new fort to overawe my 
friends, 

For truly tliere are those who love me 
yet ; 

And keeps me in this ruinous castle 
here, 

Where doubtless he would put me 
soon to death. 

But that his pride too much despises 
me: * 

And I myself sometimes despise my- 
self; 

For 1 have let men be, and have their 
way; 

Am much too gentle, have not used 
my power ; 

Nor know I whether 1 be very base 
Or veiy manful, whether very wise 
Or very foolish ; only this I know, 
Tlwt whatsoever evil happen to me, 

1 seem to suffer nothing heart or 
Jinih, 

But can endure it all most patiently." 
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“Well siiitl, Umo lipart/' replied 
Geraint* " Imt arms* 

Tlmt if the aparruwdiawk, thia 
nephew* 

In next day’s tourney I may break 
hia pride/' 

And Y niol answer'd* “ Arms* indeed* 
but old 

And rusty* old and rusty. Prince 
Geraint, 

Are mine, and therefore at thine ask- 
ing* thine. 

But in this lourtiainent can no man 
till. 

Except the Lady he loves l^est be 
there. 

Two forks arc flxt into the meadow 
ground* 

And over these is placed a silver 
wand* 

And over that a golden s|iarrow-liawk* 

The prUc of beauty for the faiix'tt 
tliore. 

And this, what kniglit soever be in 
held 

Lays claim to for the lady at Ids 
side* 

And lilts with my good nephew there- 
upon* 

Who being apt at anna and big of 
bone 

lias ever won it for the lady wjllk 
him* 

And toppling over alt antagonism 

lias earn'd hUiiself the name of spar* 
row -hawk. 

But Ukou* that hast no lady, canst not 
fight.*’ 

To whom Geraint with eyes all 
bright replied* 

Leaning a little toward him* ^‘Thy 
leave 1 

I#ei wr lay lance in rest* O noble host, 

For Uiis dear child* because 1 never 
saw* 

Tho* having seen all beauties of our 
lime* 

Kor can see elsewhere, anything so 
fair. 

And if I fail her name will yet remain 


UntamisliM as before ; but if J Jive, 
So aid me Heaven when at mine ut- 
tennrist. 

As 1 will make her truly my true 
wife/' 


Tlicn* howsoever patient* Yniol'i 
heart 

Danced in his bosom* seeing better 
I Lays. 

And looking round he saw not Enid 
there, 

(Who bearing her own name had 
Biol'n away) 

But that old dame, to whom full tea^ 
tierly 

And fomlEirig all her band m his he 
said, 

** Mother* a miiiden is a tender thing, 

And best by her that bore lier undcr- 

St004l. 

Go thou to rest, hut ere thou go to 
rest 

Tell her, a nr] prove her heart toward 
the Prince.” 


So spake tlie kindly-hearted Earl, 
and she 

With frequent smile and nod depart* 
ing found. 

Half disarray'd a» to lierrest, Uic girl ; 

Whom first she kiss'd on e idler cheek, 
and then 

On eitlier shining shoulder laid a hand, 

And kept her ufi and gaxed upon her 
face, 

And told lier all their converse in the 
hall, 

Proving her heart ^ but never light and 
shade 

Coursed one another more on open 
ground 

Beneath a troubled bcaven, than red 
and pale 

Across the face of Enid hearing her; 

While slowly falling as a scale that 
falls* 

When weight is added only grain by 
grain, 

bank her sweet head u|>on her gentle 
breast ; 
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Nor did site lift an nor speak a 
wordi 

Kapt In the fear and in tlic nonder of 

H; 

So moving without answer to her rest 

She found no rest, and ever fail'd to 
draw 

Tlie quiet night into her blood, but 
lay 

Contemplating her own unworihineoi; 

And when the pale and bloodless east 
l>egnn 

To quicken to the sun, arose, and 
mined 

Her mother loo, and liand in hand 
they moved 

Down to the meadow where the jousts 
were hedd* 

And waited tjiero for Ynlol and 
Geraiiih 

And thither came the twain, and 
when Geraint 

Beheld her first in field, awaiting 1dm, 

He felt, w'ere she the prixe of bodily 
force, * 

Himself beyond the rest pushing could 
nw>¥e 

Tlie chair of Idris. Tniol's rusted 
amis 

Were on bis princely i>ersoii, but tliro' 
these 

Princelike Ida Wring shone; and 
errant knights 

And ladies came, and by and by the 
town 

Flow'd in, and settling circled all the 
lists. 

And there they fixt the forks into the 
ground, 

And over these they placed the silver 
wand, 

Aud over tliat the golden sparrow- 
hawk. 

Then Yniors nephew, after trumpet 
blown, 

Spake to the lady with him and pro- 
elnitiiM, 

^Advance and take as fairest of the 
fair, 

i'or 1 these two years past have won 
it for tlive. 


The prize of beauty/' Loudly spake 
the J'rinee, 

Forbi-ar i there is a worthier," and 
the knight 

With some surprise and ihriceas much 
disdain 

Turn'd, and be field the four, and all 
jiis face 

Glow’d like the heart of a great lire 
at Yule, 

So burnt he was with passion, crying 
out, 

" I)f> liattJe for it then," no more ; and 
thrice 

They clash’d together, and thrice they 
brake their s|ienrs. 

Then each, dtshomHl and drawing, 
lash'd at eacli 

So often and with such blows, that all 
the crowd 

Wonder’d, and now' and then from 
disiaiit walls 

There came a clapping as of phantom 
hands. 

So twice they fought, and twice they 
hreathed, and still 

The dew^ of their great labor, and the 
bli>od 

Of their strong bodies, lowing, drain’d 
their force. 

But eiflier's fort'e was match’d till 
Yiiiors cry, 

** Hememberthat great iusulldoue the 
Qm^-n," 

Increased Geraint's, who heaved hii 
blade aloft. 

And craek'd the helmet thro', and bit 
the bone, 

And fell'd him, and set foot upon bis 
breast. 

And said, " 'i'hy name I " To whom 
the fallen mini 

Made answer, groaniug, Edyrn, son 
of Kudd ! 

Ashamed am I that 1 should' tell it 
thee. 

My pride is broken : men have seen 
my fall." 

" Then. Kdym, son of N'udd," replied 
Geraint, 

" These twii things shall tliou do, or 
else thou diesk 
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Firet, thmi thyself, wiilv damsel and 
with dwarf, 

Shalt ride to Arthur's court, and com- 
ini; there, 

Crate pardon for that insult done the 
Ciueen, 

And shalt abide her judgment on it; 
next, 

Thou shalt giTe back their earldom to 
tliy kim 

These two things shall tliou do, or 
thou slialt die/' 

And Edym answer'd, “These things 
will I do. 

For I hare nev^y yet been overthrown, 

And ihotihast overthrown me, and my 
pride 

Is broken iibwn, for Enid sees ray 
fall I" 

And riziing up, he rode to Arthur's 
court, 

And there the Queen forgave him 
easily. 

And being young, he changed and 
came to loathe 

Ills crime of traitor, slowly drew him- 
self 

Bright from his old dark life, and fell 
at last 

In the great battle fighting for the 
King, 

But when the thini day from the 
Ininting^inorn 

Made a low- splendor in the worhl, and 
wings 

Moved in her ivy, Enid, for she 
lay 

With her fair head in the dim-yellow 

light. 

Among the dancing shadows of the 
bints, 

Woke and liethonght her of her 
.promise given 

No later than last eve to Prince 
Geraint — 

So bent be seem'd on going the third 
day, 

He would Tint leave her, till her prom- 
ise given — ' 

To ride with him tids morning to the 
court. 


And there l>e made known to the 
Htateiy Queen, 

And there be wedded with all cere- 
mony. 

At this she cast her eyes npon her 
dri'ss, 

And thought it never yet had look'd 
so mean. 

Fur as ii leiif in mid-Xovemlier is 
To wlial it was in niid4lctober,#t»em'd 
The drvss that now she look'd on to 
the dress 

She look'd on ere the coming of 
Geraint, 

And ^tiil she look’d, and still the 
terror grew 

Of tliat strange bright and dreadful 
thing, a court, 

All staring at her in her fade<1 silk : 
And softly to her own sweet heart she 
said ^ 

"This noble prince who won out 
earUlora back, 

So splendid In his acts and hts attire, 
Sweet heaven, how much i shall dis- 
credit him ! 

W'ouUI he could tarry with ns here 
awhile. 

Out lieing so beholden to the Prince, 
It were but little grace in any of us. 
Bent as he seem'd on going this third 
day. 

To swk a second favor at his hands. 
Tet if he could but tarrj' a day or two, 
Myself would work eye dim, and linger, 
lame, 

Far liefer than so much discredit him/* 

And Enid fell in longing for a dress 
All brancli'd and flower'd with gold, 
a t*ostly gift 

Of her gfiod motlier, given her on tlio 
night 

Before her birth day, three sad years 

That night of fire, when Edym sack'd 
their house, 

And scatter'd all they had to all the 
winds : 

For while the mother show'd it, nnd 
the two 
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Weru turning nnd adiJiiring it, the i 
work I 

To both <ip(»ear*d m costljf, itiie a cry | 
That Ed^Tn’ft men were on them, and I 
tiiey dvd I 

With little aavo the j ewe la they had ! 
on, 

Which be ingaold and aold had bought 
them bread : 

Ajjd Edyni'a men had caught them in 
their flight, 

And placed them in thia ruin; and 
»lkc wish’d 

The Prince had found her in her 
ancient home ; 1 

Then let her fancy flit acroaa the past. 
And roam the goodly plaeca that she 
knew ; 

And last bethought her how she used 
to watch. 

Near that old home, a pool of golden 
carp; 

And one was palelfd and blurr'd and 
lustreless 

Among his bumisifd brethren of the 
pool ; 

And half asleep she made comparison 
f)f that and these to her own faded self 
And the py court, and fell asleep 
again; 

And dreamt herself was such a faded 
form 

Among her burnish'd sisters of the 
fiool ; 

But this was In the garden of a king; 
And tho* she lay dark In the pool, she 
knew 

Tlrat all was bright; that all about 
were birds 

Of sunny plume in gilded trellis^work ; 
Tliatall the turf was rich in plots that 
look'd 

Each like a garnet or a turki* in it ; 

And hmls and ladies of the high court 
went 

In silver tissue talking things of slate ; 
And children of the King in cloth of 
gold 

Glanced at the door* or gamboPd down 
tlie walks ; 

And white she thought “ They will 
not sec me/' came 


A stately queen whose name was 
Guinevere, 

And all the children in their cloth of 
gold 

Ban to her, erjung, “ If we have fish 
at all 

Let them lie gold; and charge the 
gardeners now 

To pick the faded creature from the 
pO(d, 

And cast it on the migen that it die/' 

And therewitiml one came and seized 
on her, 

And Knid started waking, with her 
heart 

All oversiiadow'd by the foolish 
dream, 

And lo ! it was her mother grasping 
her 

To get her well awake; and in her 
hand 

A suit of bright apparel, which she 
laid 

Flat on the couch, and spoke exult* 
ingly ; 

« See here, my child, how fresh the 
color* locik, 

How fast they hold like colors of a 
shell 

Tliat keeps the wear and poiish of the 
wavc- 

Why not? It never yet was worn, I 
irow : 

X^ook on it, child, and tell me if ye 
know it/' 

And Enid look'd, but all confused 
at first, 

Could scarce divide it from her foolish 
dream ; 

Then suddenly she knew it and re- 
joiced, 

And answer'd, “T'ca, I know it; your 
gfjmi gift. 

So sadly lost on that unhappy night ; 

Your own good giftl '* ” Yea, surely,” 
said the dume, 

** And gladly given again this happy 
I norm 

For when the joutta were ended yes- 
terday. 
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Went Yniol thro' the town, and every- 
where 

JTe found the sack and plunder of our 
I louse 

All scntUT'd thro' the houses of the 
town ; 

And gave eomnmnd that all wliieh 
once w as oura 

Should now be oura agnin i and yes- 
ter-cTe, 

While ye were talking gweetly w-ith 
your Prince, 

Came one with this and laid it in my 
hand, 

For love or fear, or seeking favor of 
us, 

Because we have our earldom back 
again* 

And yester-eve I would not tell you 
of it, 

But kept it for a sweet surprise at 
moni. 

Yea, truly is it not a sweet surprise ! 

hW f myself unwillingly have worn 

My faded suit, as you, iny ciiild, have 
yours, 

And howsoever palieut, Yuiol Ula. 

Ah, dear, he took me from a goodly 
house, 

With store of rich a ppa red, sumptuous 
fare. 

And pngt\ and maid, and squire, and 
seneschal, 

And pastime Imth of hawk and hound, 
anfl all 

That ap|>erlains to noble maiiitenance* 

Yeu, and he brought me to a gcmdly 
house,' 

But since our fortune swerved from 
sun to shade, 

And all thro' that young traitor, cruel 
neei! 

Constrain'd us, but a better time lias 
come; 

So clothe yourself in this, that better 
fits 

Our mended fortunes and a Prince's 
bride : 

For tho’ ye won the priac of fairest 
fair. 

And tho' I heard him call you fairest 
fair. 


I,el never maiden think, however fair, 

She is not fairer in new clothes than 
old. 

And should some great court-lady 
say, the Prince 

Hath pick'd a ragged-robin from the 
lunige, 

And like a madman brought her 
, to the court. 

Then were ye shamed, and, worse, 
might shame the Prince 

To whom we are beholden; but I 
know-. 

When niy dear child is set forth at 
her liest, 

That neither court nor country, the' 
they sought 

Thro' ail tJie provinces like those of 
old 

Ttiat lighted on Queen Esther, has 
her uiatcb*" 

Here ceased the kindly mother out 
of breath ; 

And Enid listen'd brightening as she 
lay ; 

'ITien, as the white and glittering star 
of mom 

Parts from a luink of snow, and by 
and by 

Slip® Into golden cloud, the maiden 
rose. 

And left her maiden couch, ami robed 
henwlf, 

Help'd by the niotber’s careful hand 
and eye. 

Without a mirror, in the gorgeous 
g*>wn ; 

Who, a f ter, t u m 'd her daugh ter rou nd, 
and said, 

8he never yet had seen her half so 
fair; 

And call’d her like that maiden in the 
tale, 

Whom (Jwydion made by glamour out 
of flowers, 

And sweeter than the bride of Cas- 
sivelmm, 

Flur, for whose love the Banian 
Ciesar first 

Invaded Britain, ^ Out we beat hioi 
back. 
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ttiia great Trinee invadiMl m, and 
we, 

JCot beat him Mck.lmt welcomed him 
with jc»y* 

And I enn scarcely ride with you to 
court, 

For old am I, and rough the ways and 
wild; 

But Vniol gocflj and I full oft shall 
dream 

1 see iny princess as I aee her now, 
Clothed with my gift, and gay among 
the gay/* 

But while the women thus rejoiccfl, 
(leraint 

Woke wdiere he slept in the high hall, 
and cairu 

For Eniil, and wlien Yniol made report 
Of that good mother making Enid 
gay 

In such appaitd as might wtdl beseem 
His princess, or indeed the stately 
Queen, 

He annwer'd r Earl, entreat tier by 
iny love. 

Albeit I give no reason but my wish, 
That she ride with me in her faded 
silk” 

Yniol with that hanl message went; 
it fell 

Like flaws in summer laying lusty 
corn t 

For Enid, all abash’d she knew not 
why, 

Dared not to glance at her goofi 
mother's face, 

But silently, in all obedienee, 

Her mother si lent too, nor helping her, 
Laid from lier limbs the costly^brold* 
erM gift, 

And robed them in her ancient suit 
again. 

And so descended. Never man re* 
joiced 

More than Geraint to greet her thus 
attired; 

And glancing ail at once as keenly at 
iier 

Aseareful rohlns eye the deWer’s toil, 
Made her clu+ek bum and either eye* 
lid fall. 


But rested with her sweet face satis- 
fied ; 

Then ftM?ing eloud upon the mother’s 
brow, 

Her by lK>th hands be caught, and 
sweet ly said, 

** O niy new mother, be not wroth 
or grieved 

At thy new son, for my petition to 
her. 

When late 1 left Caerleon, our great 
Queen, 

Iti words w hose echo lasts, they were 
so sweet. 

Made promise, that whatever bride I 
Imi light. 

Herself would clothe her like the sun 
in Heaven. 

Thereafter, when I reach’d this ruin’d 
hall. 

Beholding one so bright in dark estate, 

I vow'd tliat could I gain her, our fair 
Queen, 

No hand but hers* should make your* 
Enid burst 

Sutilike from cloud — and likewise 
111 ought twrliBps, 

That servk^' done so graciously would 
bind 

Tlie two '‘ogether; fain I would the 
I wo 

Should love each other; how can 
Enid Und 

A nobler friend ! Another thouglit 
was mine; 

1 came among you bcri' so suddenly, 

That tho’ her gentle presence at the 
lists 

Might well have sensed for proof that 
I WHS loved, 

I doubted whether daughter’s tender- 
ness. 

Or easy nature, might not let itself 

Be mouhled by your wi sites for her 
weal ; 

Or whether some false sense in her 
own seif 

Clf my contnisting brightness, over- 
luire 

Her fanry dwelling in this dusky 
hall; 
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And mich n jk^tisc miglit m^kc htr 

But not to goodly hill or yellow sea 

Jung for court 

Look’d the fair Queen, but up the 

And all its i^criioua glories; and 1 

vale of Usk, 

tUought, 

Uy the tint nienduw, till she saw tbetn 

That could 1 soinevraj proTo such 

come , 

force in her 

And then descending met them at tht 

Iilnk'd with sueh love for that at 

pates, 

a word 

Knibrat^d lier with all w'elcome ns a 

(No reason given her) she could cast 

friend, 

aside 

And did her honor as the Prince's 

A splendor dear to women, new to 

bride, 

lier, 

And clotlied her lor her bridals like 

And therefore dearer; or if not so 

the sun; 

new, 

And all that wet^k was old Caerleon 

Yet therefore tenfold dearer hy the 


p<iwer 

For by the Jiands of Dubric, the liigb 

Of interniittcHl usage; then I feit 

sjiiiit, 

That 1 could rest, a rock in ehbe and 

They twain were wedded with all 

flows, 

Fiat on her faith. Now, therefore, I 

ceremony. 

do pest, 

A propliet certain of my prophecy. 

And this was on the last year's 

W hits lint ide* 

That never shallow of mistrust can 

But Enid ever kept the faded silk. 

crosH 

Between us* Grant mo pardon for 

Hemeni lie ring how first he came on 

her, 

Drest in that dress, and how he loved 
her in it. 

my thoughts: 

And for iny simnge petition I will 

make 

Amends hereafter by sonic gaudj-day. 

And all her foolish fears about the 
dress, 

And all his journey toward her, as 
hiiuiK^lf 

When your fair cUiiil shall wear your 
costly gift 

Beside your own warm hearth, with, 
on lier knees, 

Had told her, and their coming to tlie 
court. 

Who knows I another gift of the liigh 
God, 

Whicii, inaylie, shail have learned to 

And now this morning when he said 

lisp you thanks. 

to her, 

“Put on your worst and meanest 

He spoke: the mother smiled, but 

dress," she found 

half in tears, 

And took it, and array'd herself 

Then brought a nmnile down and 
wrapt her in it, 

And clasp t and kiss'd her, and thej^ 

therein. 

n. 

0 purbltnd race of miserahle men, 

rode away. 

Now thrice that morning Guinevere 

flow many among us at this very hour 

liad climb'd 

Do forge a life-long trouble for our- 

The giant tower, from whose high 

S4*l ves, 

crest, they say, 

By taking true for false, or false for 

Men saw the goodly hills of Somerset, 

true ; 

And white lails flying on the yellow 

Here, thro' the feeble twiliglit of this 

sea; 

world 
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GropinR. hnwmany, until wo pas« nnci 
rt^ach 

That flthor, whoro we see m ire are 
et^en ! 

So fared it with Geraint^ who issu- 
ing forili 

Til at 1110 mi UR, when they both had 
got to horse. 

Perhaps beeauee he loved her passion- 
ately, 

And felt that tempest brooding round 
his liearc. 

Which, if he spoke at all, would break 
ptTfoiee 

Upon a head so dear in thunder, aatil t 

** Not at my side* 1 charge thee ride 
before. 

Ever a good way on before ; and this 

] charge thee, on thy duty as a wife, 

WjuMever happens, not to speak to 
me, 

No, not n wordT' and Enid was 
aghast I 

And forth they rode, but scarce three 
paces on. 

When crying out, EfTeminate as I 
am, 

I will not hght my way with gilded 
arms, 

Ail shall be iron ; he loosed amiglity 
purse, 

Hung at hit belt, and hurl’d it toward 
the squire* 

So the last sight tliat Enid had of 
home 

Was all tlie marble ilireshold Jiashing, 
strown 

With gold and scatter'd coinage, and 
the squire 

Chafing his shoulder: then he cried 
again, 

*'To the ufildst” and Enid leading 
down the traeks 

Tliro’ whieh he Iwide her lead him on, 
they past 

Tlie marches, and by bandit-haunted 
holds, 

Gray swamps and pools, w'astc places 
of the hem. 

And wildernesses, perilous paths, they 
rode ; 


liound was their pace at first, but 
slnckenM smm : 

A stranger meeting them bad surely 
tliought 

They rode so slowly and they look'd 
lo ]iaLe, 

Tliat each bad suffer’d so me exceed- 
ing wrong. 

For He was ever saying to himself, 

*' U 1 that wasted time to tend upon 
her, 

To compass lier with sweet obser* 
vances. 

To dress her beautifutiy and keep her 
true" — 

And there he broke the senience in 
bis heart 

Abruptly, as a man upon bis tongue 

stay break it, when his passion mas- 
ters him* 

And she was ever pruying the sweet 
heavens 

To save her dear lord whole from any 
wound* 

And ever in her mind she cast 
about 

For that unnoticed failing in herself, 

Which made iiiin look so cloudy and 
so cold ; 

Till tlie great plover’s human whUtle 
nmaze<l 

Her lieart, and glancing round the 
waste she fear’d 

In every wavering brake an ambus- 
end e. 

Then tliought again, ** If there be such 
in me, 

1 miglit amend it by the grace of 
Heaven, 

If he would only speak and tell me of 
it*" 

But when the fourtli part of the day 
was gone, 

Then Enid was aware of three tall 
knights 

On Horselmek, wholly arm'd, behind a 
rock 

In sliadow, wailing for them, caltirfi 
all i 

And heard one cryiug to his feJiow, 
Look, 
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Here como« a laggard hanging down 
his head, 

Who seems no bolder than a beaten 
hound; 

Come, we will tiny him and will Im^e 
Ills horse 

And armor, and his damsel shall be 


Then Enid ponder*d m her heart, 
and said ; 

'M will go baek a little to my loffl. 

And 1 will tell him all theif caitiff 
talk ; 

Eor, be he wroth even to slaying me, 

Far liefer hy Ids dear hnnd bad I die, 

Thau that my lord should suffer loss 
or shame." 

Tlien she went back some paces of 
rctiirn, 

Met his lull frown timidly drm, and 
said ; 

My lord, I saw three bandits by the 
rock 

Wailing to fall on you, and heard 
lliein boast 

That they would slay you, and possess 
your horse 

And armor, and your damsel should 
be theirs/' 

He made a wrathful answer; ** Bid 
1 wish 

Your warning or your silence? one 
command 

1 laid upon you, not to speak to me. 

And thus ye keep it! Well then, look 
— for now, 

Whether ye wish me victory or defeat. 

Long lor my life, or hunger for my 
death, 

Yourself shall see my vigor is not 
lost/' 


Then Enid waited pale and sorrow- 
ful, 

And down upon him bare the bandit 
three. 

And at the midmost charging, rrince 
Geraint 


Brave the long spear a cubit tliro' lils 
breast 

And out beyond; and then against hii 
brace 

Of comrades, each of wliom bad 
bruken on him 

A lance that spLluter’d like an icicle, 

Swung from his brand a windy buffet 
out 

Once, twice, to right, to left, and 
itutin'd the twain 

Or slew them, and dismounting like a 
man 

'Dial skins the wild beast after slaying 
him, * 

Stript fnmi the three dead woh'es of 
woman horn 

The three gay suits of armor which 
they wore. 

And let the bodiea tie, but bound tht 
suits 

Of armor on their horses, each on each. 

And tied the bridle-reins ol all the 
three 

Together, and said to her, "Drive 
them on 

Before you;" and she drove theni 
thro' the w-wsie. 

lie follow'd nearer: rutli began to 
work 

Against his anger in him, while he 
watch'd 

The being he loved best in all the 
w'orld, 

With difiiculty in mild obetlienee 

Driving them on ; he fain had i^pukeu 
to her, 

And loosed in wortls of sudden hre the 
wrath 

And smoulder'd wrong that burnt him 
all within ; 

But evermore It seem'd an easier thing 

At once without remorse to strike her 
dead, 

Than to cry "Halt," and to her own 
bright face 

Accuse her of the least immodesty : 

And thus tongue-tied, it made him 
wroth the more 

That she r^e/cf sjieak whom his own 
ear bad heard 
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Call faUc : and ^ufTfriiig lljui 

he made 

Minutei^ an age ; but in scarce bnger 
taiie 

Tlmn at Caerlcon the full-tided Uak, 

Before he lum to fall sc^award again, 

PauiieB, did Enid, kee|jiijg waiuh, be- 
liold 

In tlkc first shallow shade of a deep 
wood, 

Before a gloom of atubboni-sliafted 
oaks, 

Three otiier horsemen waiting, wholly 
arm'd, 

Whereof one seeiu’d far larger than 
her lord. 

And shook her pulses, crjlng, Look, 
a prize 1 

Three horses and three goodly suits 
of arms. 

And ail in charge of whom 1 a girl : 
sat on.'^ 

"Nay,*' said the second, "yonder 
comes a kuiglih” 

Tlic third, " A craven ; how he liangs 
his head.” 

The giant answer'd merrily, “ Tea, but 
one i 

Wait here, and wlien lie passes fall 
upon him.** 


And Enid ponder’d In her heart and 
said, 

"T will abide the coming of my lord, 

And I will tell him all their nllauy. 

>ly lord is weary with tiie fight before. 

And they xdil fall upon him unawares. 

I needs must disolwy him for his 
good ; 

How should I dare obey him to his 
harm t 

Heeds must 1 speak, and tbo* he kill 
me for it, 

I save a life dearer to me tbsn mine,” 

And she abode his eonilng,and said 
to him 

With timid firmness, "Hare I leave 
to speak 1 ** 

He said, " Ve lake It, speaking/* and 
a lie spoke. 
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"There lark three villains yonder 
in the wood. 

And each of them is wholly arm'd, 
and one 

Is larger-linib’d than you are, and they 
say 

That they will fall upon you while ye 

pSSfl" 

To which he flung a wratliful an- 
swer hack : 

" And if there were an hundred in the 
w'ood. 

And every man were larger- limb’d 
than I, 

And all at once shonhl sally out upon 
me, 

I swear it would not ruffle me so much 

As you that not obey me. Stand 
aside. 

And if [ fall, cleave to the better 
man,'* 

And Entd stood aside to wait the 
event, 

Not dare lo watch the combat, only 
breathe 

Short fils of prayer, at every stroke a 
breath. 

And he, she dreaded most, bare down 
ui^on him. 

Aim'd at the helm, his lance err'd i but 
Gcraiiu’s, 

A little in the late encounter strain'd. 

Struck thro* tlie bulky bandit’s corse- 
let ]ioni€», 

And then brake short, and down his 
enemy roll'd, 

And there lay still; as he that tells 
the tale 

Saw once a great piece of a promon- 
tory, 

Ttiat ha4] a sapling growing on it, slide 

From the long shore-clifTs windy walls 
to the beach, 

And tberi' be still, and yet the sapling 

grew ; 

So lay the man transfix!. Him eraven 
pair 

Uf comra4ics making slow Her at the 
Prince, 
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Wiien now they *aw their bulwark 
faLlen, ataod \ 

On whom the victor, to confound tbom 
tnorcp 

Spurr’d wiili lufl terrible war*cry ; for 
as one^ 

That Ibtem near a torrent mountain- 
brook » 

All thro' llie crash of the near cataract 
iiears 

The drumming thunder of the huger 
fall 

At distance, were the soldiers wont to 
hear 

His voice in battle, and be kind tod by 
It, 

And foemen scared, like tliat false 
pair who turn'd 

Fl^'ing, but, overtaken, died the death 

Tbemselves had wrought on many an 
innocent. 

Thereon fietaint, dismounting, 
pick'd the tance 

That pleased him best, and drew from 
those dead wolves 

Their three gay suits of armpr, each 
from each, 

And bound them on their horses, each 
on each. 

And tied the bridle-reins of all the 
tlirce 

Together, and said to her, “ Drive 
them on 

Before you,*’ and she drove them thro’ 
the wood. 

Me follow’d nearer still: the pain 
the had 

To keep them in the wild ways of the 
wood, 

Two sets of three laden with jingling 
arms, 

Together, served a little to disedge 

The sharpneiis of tliat pain about lier 
lieart : 

And they themselves, like creatures 
gunitly born 

But into liad hands fall'n, and now so 
long 

By bandits groom’d, prick’d their light 
cars, and felt 


Her low firm voice and tender govern- 
ment. 

So thro’ the green gloom of the wood 
they past, 

And issuing under open heavens be- 
held 

A little town with lowers, upon a rock. 

And close Umeath^a meadow gemlik© 
chased 

In the brown wild, and mowers mow- 
ing in it : 

And down a rocky pathway from the 
place 

There came a falrhair’d youth, that 
in his hand 

Bare victual for the mowers: and 
Geraint 

Had ruth again on Enid looking pale? 

TJieii, moving downward to tli© 
meadow ground. 

He, when the fair-hair'd youth came 
by liim, said, 

" Friend*, let her cat; the damsel is so 
faint,’* 

“ Yen, willingly," replied the youth j 
“and thou, 

My lord, cut also, tho' the fare is 
coarse, 

And only meet for mowers ; ” tlien set 
down 

His basket, and dismounting on the 
sward 

They let the horses grase, and ate 
themselves. 

And Enid took a little deUeately, 

Less having stomach for it than desire 

To close with her lord's pleasure; but 
Geraint 

Ate all the mowers’ victual unawares, 

And when he found all empty, was 
amazed ; 

And, " Boy," said he, “I have eaten 
all, but take 

A horse and arms for guerdon ; chtjos* 
the 

He, reddening in extremity of delight, 

“ Aly binLytJii overpay me fifty-fold/* 

“ Vc will be* all the weaUhlcr," cried 
the Erinee. 

“ 1 take it as free gift, then,’* said lh« 

hojv 
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^Xot guerdon ; for lujaelf can eauH/, 

While ^ourgrxod damsel reals, return, 
anxj fetch 

Fresh victual for theae mowers of our 
Earl ; 

For these arc liU, and atl the field Is 

his. 

And 1 myself am hU ; and I will tell 
him 

How gri'at a man thou art: he loves 
to know 

When men of mark are in Ids terri- 
tory : 

And he will have thee to bis palace 
here, 

And serve thee cosilicr than with 
mowers* fare." 

Then said Geraint, "I wish no better 
fare; 

1 never ate witli angrier appetite 

Than when 1 left your mowers dinner* 
less. 

And into no EarFs palace will I go. 

1 know, GcmI knows, too much of 
palaces \ 

And if he want me, let him come to i 
me. 

But hire us some fair chamber for the 
night, 

And italling for the horses, and re- 
turn 

With victual for these men, and let 
us know." 

*'Yea, my kind lord," said the glad 
youth, and went, 

Held his liead high, and thought him- 
self a knight, 

And up the rocky pathway disap- 
pear’d. 

Leading the horse, and they were left 
alone. 

But when the Prince had brought 
his errant eyes 

Home from the n>ck, sideways he let 
them glance 

At Enid, where she droopt ; his own 
false doom. 

That shadow of mistrust should never 
crusiS 


Bvlwiat them, came uiien him, and he 
sigh’d; 

Then with another humorous ruth re- 
mark’d 

The lusty mowers lalioring dinnerless, 

And watch’d the sun blaze on the 
turning scythe, 

And after nodded sleepily in the 
heat. 

But she, remembering her old ruin’d 
liull. 

And all the windy clamor of the daws 

About her hollow turret, pluck’d the 
grass 

There growing longest by the mead- 
ow’s edge, 

Am\ into many a listless annulet, 

Now over, now beneath her marriage 
ring. 

Wove ami unwove it, till the boy re- 
turn’d 

And told them of a chamber, and they 
went ; 

Where, after saying to her, '*If y© 
will. 

Call for the woman of the house," to 
which 

She answer’d, “Thanks, my lord;" 
the two Tf maiii’d 

Apart by all tbe ebambef’s width, and 
mule 

As creatures voiceless tbro’ the fault 
of birih. 

Or two wild men supporters of a 
shield, 

Painted, who stare at open space, nor 
glanee 

The one at other, parted by the shield. 

On a sudden, many a voice along 
tbe street* 

And heel against the pavement echo- 
ing., burst 

Their drowse ; and either started while 
the door. 

Push’d from without, drave backward 
to the wall. 

And midmost of a rout of roisterers. 

Femininely fair and dissolutely pale. 

Her suitor in old years before Geraint, 

Enter’d, the wild lord of the place, 
Llmours, 
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He up with plinttl coiirtlt> 

ncsflf 

Gifted Geraint full fare, but 
steaUliilyj 

In the miibwarmlh of welcome and 
graept haml, 

Found Enid with llie comer of Idi 
eve, 

And knew her sitting sad and solitary. 

Then cried Geraint for wine arnl 
gooilly clieer 

To feed the "sudden guest, and sump- 
tuously 

According to Ids fastdon, bade the 
host 

Call in what men soever were Ids 
friends. 

And feast with these in honor of their 
Earl; 

“And care not for tlic cost; the cost 
is mine." 

And wine and food were brought, 
and Karl Limours 

Drank till he jested with all ease, and 
told 

Free tales, and took the word and 
play'll upon it. 

And made it of two color* ; for his 
talk, 

When wine and free companions 
kindled him, 

Was wont to glance and sparkle like 
a gem 

Of fifty faceu ; thus he moved the 
Erince 

To laughter and his comrades to ap- 
plause. 

Then, wlien the Prince was merry, 
ask*d Limours, 

“ Tour leave, my lord, to cross the 
room, and sijcak 

To your good damsel there wlto sits 
apart, 

And seems so lonely 1 " “ Sly free 
leave,’* he said ; 

^ Get tier to speak : she doth not speak 
to me." 

Then rose Limonrs, and looking at his 
feet. 

Like him who tries tlie bridge he fears 
may fail. 


Croat and came near, lifted adoring 
eyes, 

How’d at her side and utter’d whispeiv 
ingly ! 

“ Enid, the pilot star of my lone life, 
E III cl, iiiy early anil iny only love, 
Enid, the loss of whom hath funi’d me 
wild — 

What chance Is this? how is it 1 see 
you here ? 

Ye are in my power at last, are in my 
power. 

Yet fear me not : I call mine own self 
wild. 

But keep a touch of sweet civility 
Here in the heart of waste and wilder- 
ness* 

1 thought, but that your father came 
I a- tween, 

In former days you sawme favorably^ 
And if it were so do not ki-ep it Itack : 
Make me a little happier; let me 
know it: 

Owe you me nothing for a life half- 
lost ? 

Yea, yea, the whole dear debt of allj 
you are. 

And, iCnid, you and he, I see with jojp 
Ve sit apart, you do not speak to hiniil 
You come with no attendance, page or 
maid, 

To serve you — dotli he love you as of 
nidt 

For, call it lovers' quarrels, yet 1 know 
Tho* men may bicker with the thing* 
they love, 

They would not make them laugbabk 
in all eyes, 

Not while they loved them; and your 
wretched dress, ' 

A wretched insult on you, dumbly 
spi^aks 

Your story, that this man loves you 
no more, ! 

Your beauty is no beauty to liim now: 
A common chance — riglit well I know 
it — pallM — 

For 1 know men : nor will ye win lum 
back. 

For the man's love once gone nerei 
returns. 
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Blit lierp is one wljo Iotc# you aiiof old ; 

With more exceeding paMioii than of 
old: 

Good I Bpeftk the won! : my foltower^i 
ring him rnuneJ ; 

He iiti unarm'd ; 1 liold a finger up ; 

TJiej unilenitnnd : tniy ; 1 do not menn 
blood : 

Nor need ye look bo scared at what 1 

MV : 

My malice it no deeper than a moac^ 

No stronger than a wall : there is the 
keep ; 

He shall not cross us more; speak but 
the word : 

Or speak it not ; but iben by Him that 
made me 

The one true lover whom you ever 
ownM, 

T will make use of all the power I have- 

U pardon me ! the madness of that 
hour, 

When first I parted from tliec, moves 
me yet/' 

At this the tender sound of Ids own 
%’oice 

And sweet stdf-pity, or tlie fancy of it 

Made his eye moist ; but Enid fear'd 
his eyes, 

Moist as tiiey were, wdne^heated from 
the feast; 

And answer'd with such craft as 
women nse, 

Guilty or guiltless^ to stave off a 
chance 

Tliat breaks upon them perilously, 
and said : 

“ Earl, if you love me as in former 
years, 

And do not practise on me, come wit It 
morn. 

And .snatch me from him as by 
vjolenee ; 

Leave me to-night: I am weary to the 
death--* 

Low at leavedaklug, with bis bran- 
dish'd plume 

Bnublng Ids instep, bow'd llie alb 
amorous Earh 


And the stout IMnce bade him a loud 
good-night- 

Hc moving home^vard babbled to Ids 
men, 

Mow Enid never loved a man but him. 
Nor cart'd a broken egg-shell lor her 
lord, * 

But Enid left atone with Prince 
Geraint, 

]!k:baltng his command of Gllenco 
given. 

And that she now perforce must vio* 
late it. 

Held commune with herself, and while 
she held 

Ho fell asleep, and Enid had no heart 
To wake film, but hung o'er liim, 
w holly pleased 

To find him yet unwounded after fight. 
And hear 1dm breathing low and 
Cfiually* 

Anoti sJic ri>se, and stopping lightly, 
heap'd 

Hie pieces of his armor in one place. 
All to l>e there against a sudden net^; 
Then dozed awhile herself, but over- 
toil'd 

By tliat day 's grief and travtd, ever- 
more 

Seem'd catching at a rootlesa thorn, 
and then 

Went slipping down horrible prec- 
ipiees, 

And strongly striking out her Limbs 
awoke ; 

Then thought she heard the wild Earl 
at the door, 

Willi all his rout of random followers, 
tSound on a dreadful trumpet, sum- 
moning her; 

Which W’as the red cock shouting to 
the light, 

As the gray dawn stole o'er the dewy 
world, 

And glimmer'd on his armor In tfie 
room. 

And once again she rose to look at it, 
lint touch’d it unawares: Jangling, 
the cast|ue 

Fell, anti lie started up and stared at 
her- 
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Then breaking liia coniinaml of silpnee 
given, 

She told him all that Earl Limoura 
haii Htkl, 

Exeept tlie pjui«age that he loved her 
not; 

Nor !eCt untold the craft Iieraelf had 
used ; 

But endeil with apology an sweet, 
Low-spoken, and o| so few words, and 
seem 'd 

So justified by tlinl necessity^ 

That iho* he thought ^waa it for him 
she wept 

In Devon ? " ho but gave a wrathful 
groan, 

Spying, '* Your Rweot fjices make gooil 
follows fools 

And traitors. Call the host and bid 
him bring 

Chargor and palfrey,’* So she glided 
out 

Among the heavy breatldngs of the 
house. 

And like a household Spirit at the 
walls 

Beat, till the woke the sleepers, and 
return'd ; 

Then tending her rough loril, tbo* all 
uTiask’d, 

In Mtlenre,did him service asasqntre. 
Till issuing arm'd he found the host 
and eried, 

*'Tby reckoning, friend ? " and ere be 
learnt it, “Take 

Five horses and their armors”; and 
the host 

Suddenly honest, answerM in amaze, 
“ily hmi, I scarce have spent tlie 
worth of one ! ” 

« Ye will l>e all the wealthier,*' said 
the Frince, 

And then to Enid, “Forward! and 
to-day 

I charge you, Enid, more especially, 
•Vhat thing soever ye may bear, or see. 
Or fancy (tho' I count it of small use 
To charge you) that ye speak not but 
obey/* 

And Enid answer’d, ** Yea, my lord, 
I know 


Your wish, and would obey ; but rid- 
ing lirsl, 

I hear the viuleut tlireats you do not 
hear, 

I see the dangf-r which you cannot seei 

‘I'lien not to give you warning, that 
seems hard ; 

Almost beyond me: yet I would 
obey/' 

“Yea so/* said he, “do it : be not 
too wise ; 

Seeing tliat ye are weilded to a man. 

Not all misnmted with a yawning 
clown, 

But one witJi arms to guard his bead 
and yours. 

With eyes to And you out however 
far, 

And cars to liear you even in hii 
dreams/* 

With that be turn'd and look'd as 
kwidy at lier 

As cai%*ful robins eye the delvcr'a 
toil ; 

And that wUbiii her, which a wanton 
fool, 

Or hasty judger would have cal Yd her 
guilt, 

Made her elieek bum and cither eye- 
lid falL 

And Geraint look'd and w^as not satis- 
fied. 

Then forwanl by a way which, 
lieiiten broad, 

Led from the territory of false 
Liiiniurs 

To the waste earldom of another carl, 

Duoriii, whom his shakitig vassals 
call'd the Bull, 

Went Enid witJi her sullen follower 
on. 

Once she Imik’d back, and when she 
saw him ride 

More near by many a rood than yes- 
ten no rn, 

It wellnigh made her eheerful ; till 
Geraint 

VYaviug an angry hand as who should 
suy 
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"Vewaldi itic/' Etadden*cl All her heart 

But lift a shining hand against the 

aj^nin. 

sun, 

But wJiik^ the fiun jet beat a dewy 

There is not left the twinkle of a fin 

blade» 

Ik'Hvixt (he cressy islets white in 

The iountl of many a heavily*(^Uop- 

fiower ; 

iiig liritif 

So, scami but at the motion of tho 

Smote ou her ear, and tuniing roimd 

man. 

ahe »aw 

Fled all the boon companions of the 

Dust, atid liie iwiiits of lances bicker 

Karl, 

in ib 

And left him lying in the public way ; 

Then not lo ilisobey her lord's behest. 

So vanish fricndsldps only made in 

And yet to give him vfamiiig, for lie i 

wine. 

ro(le 


As if he beanl not, moving back she 

llien like a stormy sunlight smiled 

held 

Geraint, 

Her finger up, and pointed to the dusb 

Who saw the chargers of the two that 

At which the warrior in his obstinacy, 

fell 

Ikcause she kept the letter of his 

Start from their fallen, lords, and 

word. 

wihlly fly. 

Was in n manner pleased, and tunnng. 

Mixt with the flyers, ** Horse and 

storKl. 

man," he saiil. 

And in the moment after, wild 

** All of one mind and all right-honest 

Limoiirs, 

friends ! 

Borne on a black horse, like a thun^ 

Not a hoof left r and I ineitiinks till 

der-cloud 

now 

Whose skirts are loosen'd by llic 

Was honest ^ paid with horses and 

breaking storm. 

with arms ; 

Half ridden off with by the thing he 

I cannot steal or plunder, no nor lieg: 

rofle. 

And so what say ye, shall we strip 

And alt in passion uttering a diy^ 

him there 

shriek. 

Your Invert has your palfrey heart 

Dash'd on Geraint, who closetl with 

enough 

Inm, and bore 

To bear his armor t shall we fast, or 

Down by the length of lance and arm 

dine 1 

l>eyond 

No ! — then do thou, being right hon- 

The crupper, and so left him stunn'd 

est, pray 

or dead, 

That we may meet the horsemen of 

And overthrew the next that follow'd 

Karl Ooorm, 

him, 

1 too wouUI still be honest." Thus 

And blindly ruahM on all tlie rout 

lie said : 

bcdiind* 

And sadly gazing on her bridle-reins, 

But at the dash and motion of the 

And answering not a word, she led the 

man 

way. 

Tliey vanish'd panic-stricken, like a 

But as n man to whom a dreadful 

shoal 

Of darling fish, that on a summer 

hiss 

morn 

Falls in a far land and he knows it 

Adowii tlie crystal dykes at Camelot 

not. 

Come slip ping o er their sliadows on 

But coming back he learns Jl, and Iho 

the sand. 

loss 

But if a man who stands upon the 

So pains him that he sickens nigh to 

britik 

death 1 
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So fareil it with GE^raint, boiod 
prick'd 

In combat with the follower of 
Liniour8, 

Bled underTieath hm ormor aocretlj, 

And 40 rode on^ nor told lii$ geutlo 
wife 

What ail'd liim^ lianljy knowin|;t it 
hiiiuclf, 

Till hii eye darken'd and hu helmet 
wagjr'd; ... 

And at a sudden swervmjt of the road, 

Tiio' happily duwu on a bank of 

The Frince, without a word, from his 
horse felL 


And Enid heard the ctashlng of his 

fall, 

Suddenly came, and at his side all 
pale 

Dismounting, loosed the fastenings of 
his arms, 

iHoT Jet her true hand falter^ nor blue 
eye 

Moisten, till she had lighted on Ida 
wound, 

And tearing off her veil of faded silk 

Had bared her fore! lead to the blister- 
ing sun, 

And swathed the Imrt that drain'd her 
di^ar lord's life. 

Then after all was done that hand 
could do, 

Bho rested, and her desolation came 

Upon her, and she w'ept beside the 
way* 

And many past, but none regarded 
her, 

'Eor in that realm of lawless turbu- 
lence, 

A woman weeping for her murder'd 
mate 

Was cared as much for as a summer 
showTcr : 

One took him for a victim of Earl 
Doorm, 

Nor dared to waste a pgriloui pity on 
liim : 

Another hun^ng past, a man-at-arms, 

Hode on a missiuu to the bandit Earl; 


Half whistling and half singing a 
coarse sung, 

He drove the dust against her veillest 
eyes : 

Another, flying from the wratli of 
J loorrn 

Before an ever*faneiefl arrow, made 

The long way smoke Umeaih film in 
his fear ; 

At which her palfrey whinnying lifted 
heei 

And scour'd into the coppices and was 
lost, 

While the great charger stood, grieved 
like a man. 

But at the point of noon the huge 
Earl Thiorm, 

Broad-faced with under-fringe of rus- 
set beard, 

Bound on a foray, rolling eyes of 

prt‘y, 

Came riding w'lth a hundred lances 
up; 

But ere iie came, like one that hails a 
ship, 

Cried out w'illi a big voice, ** What, is 
he dead t " 

** No, no, not dead 1 ” she answer'd in 
all haste. 

« Would some of your kind people 
take him up, 

And l»ear him hence out of liiis cruel 
sun? 

Most sure am I, quite sure, he is not 
dead.” 

Then said Earl Doorm : “ Well, if 
he lie not dead. 

Why wail ye for him thus ! ye seem a 
child* 

And be he dead, I count you for a 
fool ; 

Your walling will not quicken him : 
dead or not. 

Ye mar a comely face with idiot tears* 

Yet, since the face ij comely — some 
of you. 

Here, take him up, and War him to 
our hall * 

An if he Live, we will have him of our 
baud; 


' \ 
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Am] if he die, why eartfi has earth 

So for long hours sat Enid by her 

ennuph 

lord. 

To hide liim. See ye take the charger 

There in the naked hall, propping his 

too. 

head, 

A noble one/* 

And chafing his pale tiands, and ealb 

He ppnke, am! past nway, 
But loft two brawny apeartneti, who 

ing to liim. 

Till at tJie last he waken'd from his 
swoon. 

Ami foiiiui his own dear bride prop- 

advanced, 

ping his liead, 

Each growting like a dog, when his 

And chafing his faint bands, and 

good bone 

calling to him ; 

Soems to be pluck'd at by the village 

And felt the wanu tears fulling on his 

boys 

face; 

Who love to vex him eating, and he 

And said to his ov%-^n heart, ** She w^eept 

fears 

for me " : 

To low? Jiia bone, and lays his foot 

And yet lay si ill, and feign'd biiuself 

upon it, 

Gnawing and growling: so thenifBans 

as dead, 

Ttiat he might prove her to the utter* 

growl'd, 

most. 

Fearing to lose, and all for a dead 

And say to his own heart, “ She weeps 

man, 

Their chance of bewty from the mom* 
ing's raid. 

for me,“ 

Butin the falling afternoon retuni'd 

Yet raised and laid him on a litter* 

The huge Earl Doonn with plunder 

bier, 

Sneh ns I hey brought upon their forays 

to the hall. 

His lusty siiearmen follow'd him with 

out 

noise : 

For thole that might be wonndeil ; laid 

Each liuHIng down a heap of things 

inm oil It 

that rang 

All in the hollow of iiis shield, and 

Against the pavement, cast his lance 

took 

aside, 

And bore lum to the naked hall of 

And dutrd liis hedm : and then there 

Doorm, 

flutter VI in. 

(His gentle charger following him 

Half-bokl, half-friglited, w ith dilated 

nnledl 

eyes.- 

And cast him and the bier in which 

A tribe of women, dress'd in many 

he lay 

hlHS, 

Down on an oaken settle In the 

And mingled with the spearmen : and 

hall, 

Earl Doorm 

And then departed, hot in haste to 

Struck with a knife's haft hard 

join 

against the brnml. 

Their luckier mates, but growling as 

And call'd for flesh anti wine to feed 

lie fore, 

Ids spears. 

And cursing their lost time, and the 

And men brought in whole bogs and 

dead man, 

quarter I>ceve8, 

And their own Earl, and their own 

And all the hall wras dim with steam 

Sfiuts, and her. 

of flesh : 

Tliey might as w’ell have blest her; 

And none sfjake word, but all sat 

she was deaf 

down at once. 

To blessing or to cursing save from 

And ate with mniult In the naked 

one. 

hall, 
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Fi»ediisg like Imntei wlicn you Hear 
the ill fecij; 

Till Kniil t»lirjink fur hack into hmelf, 

To «lmn the wild ways of the liiwIesB 
tribe. 

But when Earl Duorni had eaten all 
he would, 

He roll'd Ills eycB about the hall, and 
found 

A damsel drooping in a comer of it> 

Then he remember'd her, and how she 
woptj 

And out of her there came a power 
upon him; 

And rising on the sudden he said, 
“ Eat ! 

I never yet beheld a thing so pale, 

God i curse, it makes me mud to see 
you weep. 

Eut 1 I^ok yourself. Good luck had 
your good man. 

For were 1 dead wlio is it would 
weep for me I 

Sweet lady, never since I first drew 
breath 

Have 1 beheld a lily like yourself. 

And so there lived some color in your 
cheek, 

There la not one among my gentle- 
women 

Were fit to wear your slippor for a 
glove. 

But listen to me, and by me be 
ruled, 

And I will do the thing 1 have not 
done, 

For ye shall share my earldom with 
me, girl, 

And we will live like two birds in one 
neat. 

And I will fetch you forage from all 
fields, 

For 1 compel all creatures to my will.'' 

He spoke: the brawny spearman 
let his cheek 

Bulge with the unawallow*d piece, and 
turning stared ; 

While some, whose souls the old ler- 
penc long had drawn 

Down, as the worm draws in the 
wither'd leaf 


And makes it earth, luss'd each at 
other’s ear 

What sliall not he recorded — womeo 
they, 

Women, or what had been tlioso 
graeious things, 

But now desired the humbling of their 
best, 

Yea, would have help'd him to it : and 
all at once 

Tliey hated her, who took no thought 
of them, 

But answer'd in low voice, her meek 
head yet 

Drooping, ** 1 pray you of your cour- 
tesy. 

Ho being as he is, to let mo be.*' 

She spake so low he hanlly heard 
her speak, 

But like a miglity patron, satisfied 

With wimt himself had done so gra- 
ciously. 

Assumed that she had thank'd him, 
adding, " Yea, 

Eat and be glad, for 1 account you 
mine." 

She answer'd meekly, How should 
r be glad 

Henceforth in all the world at any- 
thing, 

Until my lord arise and look upon 
mol" 

Here the huge Earl cried out upon 
her talk, 

As nil but empty heart and wearinest 

And sickly notlung; suddenly seized 
on her, 

And ban* her by main violence to the 
boani. 

And thrust the dish before her, cry* 
ing, “ EttU" 

“ No, no,** said Enid* vext, " 1 will 
not eat 

Till yonder man upon the bier arise, 

And eat with me/* ''Drink, then," 
he answer'd. " Here ! " 

(Aud HUM a honi with wiue aud held 
it to her,) 
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*^Loi I, when flush'd with 

fight, or hot, 

God's curse, with nnger^ — often 1 
myself, 

Before I well hoTe drunken, scarce 
cnn ent ; 

Drink therefore and the wine will 
change your wilL" 

" Not so," she cried, By Heaven, I 
will not drink 

Till my dear lord arise and hid me do 
lit 

And drink with me ; and if he rise no 
mort^ 

I will not look at wine until I die." 


11c spoke, and one among his gem 
tie women 

Display'd a splendid silk of foreign 
loom, 

Where like a slioaling sea the lovely 
bine 

l*lay'd into green, and thicker down 
the front 

With jewels than the sward with 
drops of dew, 

When all night long a cloud clings 
to Die hit!. 

And with tiie dawn ascending lets the 
day 

Strike where it clung; so thickly 
shone the gems. 


At this he turn'd all red and paced 
his hall. 

Now gnaw'd his under, now Ids upper 
lip. 

And coming up close to her, said at 
last; 

"Girl, for 1 see ye scorn my courte- 
sies. 

Take warning ; yonder man is surely 
dead | 

And I compel all creatures to my 
will. 

Not eat nor drink? And wherefore 
wail for one, 

Who put your beauty to this flout and 
scorn 

By dressing U In rags I Amazed am 


Beholding liow ye butt against my 
wish, 


That 1 forbear you thus: cross me 
no more. 

At least put off to please me this poor 
gown. 


This silken nig, this beggar-woman's 
wcihI : 


1 love tliRt beauty should go .beauti- 
ful lyr 

For see ye not my gentlewomen here, 

How gay, how suited to the house of 
one 

Who loves that beauty should go 
beautifully 1 

Bite thert^fore ; robe yourself iu this : * 
obey." 


But Enid answer'd, harder to be 
moved 

Than banlest tyrants in their day of 
power, 

With life-long injuries burning un- 
avenged, 

And now their hour has come; and 
Enid said : 


'"In this poor gown my dear lord 
found me first, 

And loved me serving in mv father's 
hall : 

fn this p<Mir gown I rode with him to 
court, 

And there the Queen array'd me like 
the sun : 

In this poor gown he bade me clothe 
myself, 

Wtien now we rode upon this fatal 
quest 

Of honor, where no honor can be 
gain'd ; 

And this poor gown I will not cast 
aside 

Until himself arise a living man. 

And bill me cast it. I have griefs 
enough : 

l*ray you be gentle, pray you let me 
be: 

1 never lov€^, can never love but him : 

Yea, Uoii, 1 pray you of your genlle* 
ness. 

He being as he is, to let me be/* 
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Then iirude the brute Karl up and 
down Ilia hall. 

And took Ida ruaaet ^ard between Ida 
teeth ; 

Last, coining up quite cloae, and in hia 
mood 

Crying, ** 1 count it of no nmre araU, 

l)We, to be gentle than ungentle with 
you; 

Take niy aalute/* unknighlly with flat 
hand, 

(lowever lightly, tiiiote her on the 
cheek. 

Then Enidpin her utter helplesaneaB, 

And aince ahe thought, Hu had not 
dared to do it, 

Except he aurely knew tny lonl was 
dead/' 

Sent forth a sudden sharp and bitter 
cry, 

As of a wild thing taken in the trap, 

Which see# the trapi>er coming thro" 
the wood. 

This hean! Geraint, and grasping at 
his sword, 

(ll lay beside him in the hollow 
shield). 

Made but a single bound, and with a 
sweep of it 

Shore tliro* tlie swarthy neck, and like 
u hall 

The russet-bearded head roll'd on the 
floor. 

So died Karl l>oorrn by him be counted 
dead. 

And all the men and women in the 
hall 

Bme when tliey aaw the dead man 
rise* and fled 

Yelitng IIS fnvni a spectre, and tbo two 

Were left alone together, and he said : 

** Enid, I have used you worse than 
that dead man ; 

Done you more wrong : we both have 
uiiilergono 

That trt>uble which lias left me thrice 
your own: 

Henceforward I will ratber die than 
doubt. 


And here 1 lay this penance on my- 
self, 

Not, til o' mine own ears heard you 
yestermorn — 

You thought me sleeping, but 1 heard 
you say, 

I tieard you say, that you were no true 
wife : 

I swear I wilt not ask your meaning 
in it i 

I do believe yourself against yourself, 

And will iienceforward rather die than 
doubt.*' 

And Enid could not say one tender 
word, 

She fell BO hlunt and stupid at the 
heart : 

Slie Only pray' d him, “ Fly, Itiey will 
return 

And slay you; fly, your clmrger is 
whhout, 

,My palfrey lost." " Then, Enid, shall 
} ou ride 

Behind me/* Yea,” said Enid, " let 
us go ” 

And moving out they found the stately 
horse. 

Who now no more a vassal to the 
thief. 

But free to stretch bis limbs in lawful 
flght, 

Neigh'd with alt gladness as they 
came, and sti>op'd 

With a low whinny toward tlie pair: 
and she 

Kiss'd the wdiite star upon his noble 
front. 

Glad also; then Geraint upon the 
horse 

Mounted, and reach'd a hand, and on 
bis foot 

She set her <iwn and climb'd ; he turn'd 
his face 

And kiss'd her climbing, and she cast 
her arms 

About him, and at once they rode 
away. 

And never yet, since high in Para- 
dise 

O'er the four rivers the first roses blew, 
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CanH? put^r pleai^urc unto rtiurtaL kind 

I'lian ll^ed thro’ ijer, whu in that jwr* 
ilaua hour 

Put hand to liand lumeath her im»* 
band's hearty 

And fok liim hona again ; she did not 
wtrep. 

But o'er Jkt meek ejes came a l»appy 
jukt 

Like tliat which kept the heart of 
Kden green 

Before ihe useful trouble of the raiti t 

Yet not so misty were her meek blue 
eyes 

As not to see lM?fore them on the path, 

Right in the gateway of tiic bandit 
hold, 

A knight of Arthur's court, who laid 
his lance 

In rest, and made as if to fall upon 
liim. 

Then, /paring for Ids hurt and loss of 
blood, 

She, with her mind at! full of what 
harl chanced, 

Shriek'd to the stranger “Slay not a 
dead man ! ” 

“ The rok'e of Knid/' said the knight ; 
but she, 

Beholding it was Edyrn son of Xudd, 

Was mored so much the more, and 
shriek'd again, 

“ O cousin, slay uot him who gate you 
life” 

And Edym moTing frankly forward 
spake : 

“My loni tieramt, I grvcl you with 
all lore; 

1 took you for a bandit kivight of 
Ihwrm ; 

And fear uot, Enid, 1 should fall upon 
him* 

Who love you, Prince, with soiuething 
of the love 

Wherewith we love the Ifeaven that 
chastens us. 

For once, when 1 was up so high in 
pride 

Timt 1 was half-way down the slope 
to Hell, 

By overthrowing me you lixrew me 
higher. 


Now, made a knight of Arthur's Table 
Hound, 

Aud since 1 knew this Earl, when I 
myself 

Was half a handit in my lawless hour, 

I come the ruoutb piece of our King to 
Doorni 

{The King is close behind me) bidding 
him 

Disband himself, and scatter all hii 
powers, 

Submit, and hear the judgment of the 
King.” 

“He heart the judgment of the King 
of kings,” 

Cried the wan Prince ; “ and lo, the 
powers of Doorm 

Are scatter'd,” and he ixointed to the 
field, 

Where, huddled hero and there on 
mound Rm\ knoll, 

AVere men and women staring and 
aghast, 

AA'hile some yet fled; and then he 
plain1i€*r told 

How the huge Earl lay slain within 
his hali. 

But when Ihe knight lesouglit him, 
“ Follow me, 

Prince, to the camp, and in the King's 

^ own ear 

Speak what has chanced; ye surely 
have endured 

Strange chances here alone;" that 
other Hush'd, 

And hung his head, and halted in 
reply. 

Fearing the mild faee of the blameless 
King, 

And after tn ad ness acted question 
ask'd : 

Till Kdym crying, “ If ye will not go 

To Arthur, then will Arthur come to 
you/' 

“ Enougli,” he said, “ 1 follow,” and 
they went. 

But Enid in their going had two fears, 

One from the bandit scatter'd in the 
field. 

And one from Edym. Every now 
and then. 
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Wlien Edy^ rein'd 1th at 

lier Bide, 

Site sltnink a llith. In a linMow land, 

From tt'hieli old Area have Lrokeu, 
men may fear 

Fresh Arc and ruin. J I e, perceiving, 
said : 

*'Fair and dear cousin, you that 
most had cause 

To fear me, fear no longer, I am 
changed. 

Youi^eif were first the blameless 
cause to make 

My nature's prideful sparkle in the 
blood 

Break into furious flame; being rc^ 
pulsed 

By Ynioi and yourstdf, 1 sdiemcd and 
wrouglit 

Until 1 overturn'd liim; then set up 

(With one mail) purpose ever at my 
heart I 

My haughty jousts, and took a para- 
mour ; 

Bid her mock-honor as the fairest 
fair, 

And, Uippiing over all antagonism, 

Bo wax'd in pride, that i believed 
myself 

Unconquerable, for 1 was wellnigh 
mad : 

And, but for my main purpose in 
these jousts, 

1 should liave slain your father, seized 

/ ourself. 

in hope that sometime you 
would come 

To those my lists with him witom best 
you loved; 

And there, pimr cousin, with your 
nm-k iilue eyes, 

The truest eyes that ever answer'd 
Heaven, 

Behold me overturn and trample on 
him. 

Tlien, had you cried, or knelt, or 
pray'd to me, 

I slioubl not less have kill’d him. 
And you came, — 

But once you came, — and with your 
own true eyes 


Beheld the man you loved (I siseak at 
one 

Speaks of a service done him) oveit 
throw 

My proud self, and my purpose three 
years old. 

And set ids foot upon me, and give 
mo life. 

There was 1 hroken down ; there was 
1 saved : 

'Hio' thence 1 rode all-shamed, liating 
tlie life 

Ho gave mo, meaning to be rid of it. 

And all the jHUiance the Quet'U laid 
upon me 

Was but to rest awhile within her 
court ; 

Where first as sullen as a beast new« 
caged, 

And w^atting to be treated tike a 
wolf, 

Because 1 knew my deeds were known, 
1 found, 

Instead of scamful pity or pure scorn, 

Such fine reserve and nulile reticence, 

Alauuem so kiud, yet stalely, such a 
grace 

Of tcnricix'st cotirtesy, tliut I Wgan 

To glance behind me at my former 
life. 

And finri that It had been the wolfs 
indeed ; 

And oft 1 talk'd with Buhrie, the high 
saint, 

Who, with mild heat of holy oratory, : 

Suirdued me somewliat to iJiat gentle- 
ness, 

Which, when it weds with manhood, 
makes a man. 

And you were often there about the 
Queen, 

But saw me not, or mark'd*not if you 
saw; 

Kor diti I care or dare to speak w ith 
you, 

But kept inyscdf aloof till I was I 
changed ; 

And fear not, cousin; lam changed 
indeed." 

He spoke, and Enid easily lielieved. 

Like simple noble uaturtrs, credulouj 
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Of they long foTt gfwii in frleml 
or foe. 

There ino^it in tlione ubo mmi have 
done tbeni ill. 

And tthc-ii they reatdi'd the camp the 
King liiiiiEM'lf 

Advanet^d to greet tlwin, and lie hold- 
ing her 

Tho’ pale, yet happy, a»k*d her not a 
uord, 

But went apart with Kdytn, whom lie 
held 

In converae for a little, and return'd, 

And, gTavely smiling, lifted her fnnii 
liorae, 

And kiiisM lier with alt pun-nej^^, 
brother-! ike, 

And showM an empty tent allotted 
her, 

And glaneing for a minute, till he aair 
her 

Taas Into if, turn’d to ttie l^rince, and 
said: 

“Prince, when of late ye pray VI me 
for my leave 

To move to your own land, and there 
defend 

Tour marches, I was prickVl with 
some reproof. 

As one that let foul wrong stagnate 
and be* 

By having look’d too much thro’ alien 
eyes, 

And wrought too Jong with delegated 
hands, 

Kot used mine own ; hut now behold 
me come 

I'o cleanse this common sewer of all 
my realm, 

With Edym and with others: liave 
ye look’d 

At Edym ? have ye seen how nobly 
changed ? 

Tins work of his is great and wonder- 
ful. 

His very face with change of heart is 
changed, 

The world will not believe a man 
repents : 

And this wise world of ours is mainly 
right 


Full seldom doth a man repent, nr use 

Both grace and will to pick the vicious 
quitch 

Of blot>d atjd custom wliolly out of 
III in. 

And make all clean, and plant himself 
afresiK 

Edym has done it, weeding all his 
heart 

As I Will weed this land Wfore I go. 

1, tlien-fore, made Jiiiii of our Table 

* Hciund, 

Not mslily, hut Jmve proved him 
everyway 

One of out- noblest, our most valorous. 

Sanest and nio*t obedient : and indeed 

Tins work of K<tyru wrought upon 
himself 

After a life of violence, set-ms to mo 

A thou sand -fold more great and worn 
derful 

Tlian if some knight of mine, risking 
his life, 

My subject with my subjects under 
1dm, 

Should make an onslaught single on 
a realm 

1 Of roblH^rs, iho* he slew them one by 
one. 

And were himself High wounded to 
the death/’ 

So ipake the King ; low bow’d tho 
Friiicc, and feit 

His work was neither great nor won- 
derful. 

And past to Enid's tent ; and thither 
came 

The King's own leech to look into Ids 
hurt ; 

And Enid tended on him there ; and 
there 

Her constant motion round him, and 
the breatli 

^ Of her sweet tendance hovering over 
him. 

Fill’d all the genial courses of his 
blood 

With deeper and with ever deeper 

love, 

As the south -west that blowing Bala 
lake 
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Fills all the sacred I>cc. So posC the 
days. 

But white Geraint lay liealmg of 
his hurt. 

The blame less King wont forth and 
cast Ilia eyes 

On eadi of all whom Utber left in 
charge 

Long since, to guard the justice of the 
King: 

lie look'd and found them wanting 
and as now 

Men weed the white horse on the 
Berksiiire liilts 

To keep liim bright and clean as here* 
to forts 

ITe rooted out the slothful officer 

Or guilty, whSeh for bribe bad wink’d 
at wrong. 

And in ilieir chairs sot up a stronger 
race 

With hearts and handstand sent a 
Ihousand men 

To till the wastes, and moving every* 
wboro 

Clear’d the dark places and let in the 
law. 

And lirtike the bandit holds and 
cleansed tho land. 

Then, when Geraint was whole 
again, they past 

%Vith Arthur to Caerleon upon Csk. 

There the great Qui^cm once iiiore em- 
braeed iier friend. 

And chitUed her iu apjiircl hkc the 
day. 

And tho’ Geraint could never take 
again 

Tliat comfort from their converse 
which he took 

Before the Queen's fair name was 
breathcil upon. 

He rested well content that all was 
well 

Thence after tarrying for a space they 
rode, 

And fifty knights rode with the in to 
the shores 

Df Severn, and they past to their owu 

land. 


And there he kept tiie justice of tho 
King 

So vigorously yet mildly, that ail 
hearts 

Applauded, aiul the spiteful whisper 
died : 

And heitig ever foremost m the cliase, 

A lid victor at tlie till and lournament. 

They cal I’d lilni tiie great iTince and 
man of nien. 

But Kmd, whom the ladies loved U 
call 

Knid the Fair, a grateful peopU 
named 

Hitid the (iood ; and in their halts 
arose 

Ttio cry of cliihlren, Enids and 
Geraints 

Of limes to be ; nof did he doubt her 
more, 

Rut rested in her fealty, till he 
crown’d 

A bapfiv life wdili a fair death, and 
fdl 

Against the heathen of the Norlhem 
Sea 

In battle, fighting for the blameless 

King. 


MERLIN AND VIVIEN. 

A STOiiM was coming, but tho w'imli 
were still, 

And in the wild woods of Hrnceliando, 
Before an oak, so hollow, huge and 
old 

It look’ll a tower of ruin'd mason work, 
At Merlin’s feet the wily Mvien lay. 


Whence came she 1 One that bars 
in bitter grutlge 

The scorn of Arthur and his Table, 
Mark 

The Oornisli King, had beard a wan* 
denng voice, 

A minstrel of Caerleon by strong stortn 
Blown into shelter at Tinlagil, say 
That out of naked knightlike purity 
I Sir Lani^elot worshipt no unmarrM. 
I gu-l 
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But the Sfruftt Queen hcreelf, fought 
in lift tmiiic, 

Sirure hy lier — rows like theirs, tli&t 
liigli in lieaveu 

IxjTe njosi, but neither mnrry, nor are 
given 

In marriage, angels of our Lord's re* 
port 

He eeased, ntul tiien — for Vivien 
sweetly said 

(She sat beside the banquet nearest 
Mark), 

*'And is the fair example follow'd, 
Sir, 

In Arthur's household ! " — answer'd 
innocently : 

"Ay, by some few — ^ay, truly — 
youths that hold 

It more beseems the perfect virgin 
knight 

To worship woman as true wife be- 
yond 

All hopes of gaining, than as maiden 
girL 

They place their pride in Lancelot and 
the Queen. 

So passionate for an utter purity 

Beyond the limit of their bond, are 
these, 

For Arthur Injund them not to single- 
ness. 

Brave hearts and clean 1 and yet — 
God guide them — young/* 


Tlien Mark was half in heart to 
hurl hii cup 

fitraighi at the speaker, but forbore: 
he rose 

To leave the hall, and, Vivien follow* 
ing him. 

Turn'd to her : " Here are enakei 
within the grass; 

And you mellnnks, O Vivien, save ye 
fear 1 

The monkish manhood, and the mask j 
of pure 

Worn by this eourtj can stir them till 
tiiey sting." i 


And Vivien an swer’d, smiling scorn- 
luUy, 

" Why fear ? because that foster'd at 
ihif court 

I savor of tiiy — virtues I fear them f 
no. 

As J.iOTe, if Love be jK'rfect, easts out 
fear. 

So Hate, if Hate be perfect, casts out 
fear. 

My father died in battle against the 
King, 

My motiier on his corpse in open field ; 

Slie bore me tiiere, for born from 
death was I 

Among the dead and sown upon the 
wind ^ 

And then on thee I and shown the 
truth Wtimes, 

That old true filth, and bottom of the 
well. 

Where Truth Is hidden. Gracious 
lessons thine 

And maxims of ihe mud I ‘ This 
Arthur pure 1 

Great Nature thro' the flesh herself 
hath made 

Gives him the lie! There is no being 
pure, 

My cherub ; saitli not Holy ^Vrit lb© 
same 1 ' — 

If I were Arthur, I would have thy 
blood. 

Tliy btessing, stainless King! I bring 
thee hack, 

When 1 have ferreted out their bar- 
rowings, 

Tl»e hearts of all this Order in mine 
hand — 

Ay — so tliat fate and craft and folly 
close. 

Perchance, one curl of Arthur’s 
golden heard. 

To me this narrow grizzled fork of 
thine 

fs cleaner fashion’d — Well, I loved 
thee first, 

That warps the wit.” 

T*oud laugh’d the graceleis Mark. 

But Vivien into Camelot stealing, 
lodged 
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l^w in tliCJ Qiiyt aud on a fM*«l day 

Wlitfa Ouiiiovero was crossing the 
great hall 

Caal heraelf down, knelt to the Queen, 
and wall'd. 

“ Why kneel ye there t What evil 
have ye wrought 1 

RiBel" and the dainsel bidden riae 
amse 

And stood with folded hands and 
downward eyes 

Of glancUig eonver, and all meekly 
said, 

“None wrought, but suffer'd inueh, 
an oiplian maidl 

My father died in battle for thy King, 

My mother ou hk cort^se — in open 
field, 

Tlie sad sea*ao unding wastes of Lyon- 
ease — 

Poor wretch — no friend ! — and now 
by Mark the King 

For that small cl;arm of feature mine, 
pursued — 

If any siieli bo mine — 1 fly to thee. 

Save, save me thou — Woman of 
women — thine 

The wreath of beauty, tliine the erown 
of jwwer, 

Be thine the halm of pity, U Heaven's 
own white 

Eartli'nngel, stainless bride of stain- 
leas King — 

Help, for he follows ! take me to thy- 
self I 

O yield me shelter for mine innocency 

Among thy maidens r' 

Here her slow sweet eyes 

Fear-tremulous, but humbly ho[>eful, 
rose 

Fixt on her hearer*a, while the Queen 
who SttKHl 

All glittering like May sunshine on 
May loaves 

In greeu und gold, and plumed with 
green roplieil, 

** Peace, child! of overpraise and over- 
blame 

We choose the last. Our noble 
Arthur, him 


Ye scarce can overpraise, will bear 
and know. 

Nay — we believe all evil of thy 
Mark — 

Well, we shall test thee farther; but 
this hour 

We ride a-hawking with Sir I^anceloL 

He hath given us a lair falcon which 
he train’d ; 

We go to iwove it. Bide ye here the 
while/' 

She past; and Vivien murmur'd 
after (^o! 

1 bide the while/' Tlien thro' the 
portal arch 

Peering askance, and muttering 
broken- wise. 

As one that ialwrs with an evil dream. 

Beheld the Queen and Lancelot get to 
horse. 

“Is that the Lancelot! goodly — 
ay, but gaunt: 

Courteous — amends for gauntness— • 
takes her hand — 

That glance of theirs, hut for the 
street, had bien 

A eUngtng kl«s — how hand lingers 
in bund I 

Ix?t go at Last I — they ride awjiy — 
lo hawk 

For waterfowl. Hoyaller game is 
mine. 

For such a supcrsensual sensual bond 

As that gray cricket cldrpt of at our 
henrtli — 

Touclt flax with flame — a glance will 
iM^rve — the liars ! 

Ah little rat that iMiresi in the dyke 

Thy hole by night to let the iM^undless 
deep 

l>own upon far-off cities while they 
dance — 

Or dream — of thee they dream’d not 
— nor of me 

These — ay, but eacb of eilhen ride, 
and dream 

The mortal drcftm that never yet wai 
mine — 

Ride, ride and dream until ye wake — 
to me I 
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Thc^i, jiAtraw court and lubber King, 
farewell 1 

For Lanecloi will be gracious to the 
rat. 

And our wise Queen, if knowing that 
I know, 

JVill liaie, loathe, fear — but honor 
me the inore*" 

Yet while they rode together down 
the plain. 

Their talk wat all of training, terms 
of art. 

Diet and swUng. jesses, leash and lure. 
tiJhe is too noble he mid ** to check 
at pies, 

Nor will alie -ralte : there is no base* 
ness in lier," 

Here when the Queen demanded as by 
diance 

*‘Kmw ye tlie atmnger woman t" 
** Let her be,” 

Said LaneeLot and unUooded easting 
off 

The gootlly falcon free; she tower’d; 
her bells. 

Tone under tone, sh rill’d; and they 
lifted up 

Their eager faces, wondering at the 
strength. 

Boldness and royal knightliood of the 
bird 

Who pounced her quarry and slew it. 
Many a time 

As once — of old — among the Sowers 
— ^they rode. 

Bui Vivien half-forgotten of the 
Queen 

Among her damsels broi dering sat, 
heard, watch’d 

And whisper'd: thro* the peaceful 
court she cnqit 

And whisper'd: then as Arthur in the 
highest 

Learen’d the world, so Vivien In the 
lowest, 

Arriving at a time of golden rest, 

And sowing one ill hint from ear to 
ear, 

While ail the heathen lay at Arthur's 
feet. 


And no quest came, but all was joust 
and play. 

Leaven’d his halL They beard and 
let her be. 

Thereafter as an enemy that hat left 

Death in the living waters, and with- 
drawn, 

The wily Vivien stole from Arthur's 
court. 

She hated all the knights, and heard 
in thought 

Their lavish coni m cut when hor name 
was uamed. 

For once, when Arthur walking all 
alone, 

Vext at a rumor issued from lierself 

Uf sonic corruption crept among liia 
knightt, 

•Had met her, ViTien, being greeted 
fair, 

Would fain have wrought upon his 
cloudy mood 

With rt‘veWnt cyea mock*loya!, 
sliakcn voice. 

And rt utter'd adoration, and at last 

With dark sweet hints of some wlio 
prizeil him more 

Than who should prize him most ; at 
W'hieh the King 

Had gazed upon her blankly and gone 

by : 

But one had watch’d, and had not held 
his peace; 

ft made the laughter of an afternoon 

That Vivien should attempt the 
hlamrdess King. 

And after ihiit, she wl herself to gain 

Mini, the most famous man of all 
those times, 

Merlin, who knew the range of all 
their arts, 

Had built the King his havens, ships, 
and halts, 

Was also Hard, and knew the starry 
heavens; 

The people call’d him Wizard ; whom 
at lirst 

She play'd about with slight and 
sprightly talk, 
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Aud viTjd Brnilef , niul faintly-vetiomM 
poims 

Of ilajiili'r, ifkncln^ here and grazing 
there; 

Anti yielding to hi a kindlier moods, 
the Seer 

Would wateli her at her petulance, 
and play, 

Ev*n when they seem’d unloveable, 
and laugh 

Aft those that watch a kitten j ihua he 
grew 

Tolerant of what he half disdain’d^ 
and ftlio, 

Peroeiving that she was but iialf dts- 
dnhiM, 

Began to break her sports with graver 
Htft, 

Turn red or pale, would often when 
they met 

Sigh fully, or all-silent gaze upiin him 

Witli sueh a fixt devotion, that the old 
man, 

Tito' doubtful, felt the Hattery, and at 
tiiiiefl 

Would Hatter iiis own wish in age for 
love, 

And half believe her true \ for Uius at 
times 

He waver’d ; but that other clung to 
him, 

Fixt in her will, and so the seasons 
went. 

Then fell on Merlin a great melan- 
choly ; 

He walk’d with dreams and darkness, 
and he found 

A doom that ever poised itself to fall* 

An ever-moaning battle in the mist* 

World- war of dying Hesh against the 
life* 

I>cath in all life and lying in all love, 

Tlie meanest having power u|a>n the 
highest* 

And the high purpose broken by the 
worm. 

So leaving Arthur’s court he gain’d 
the beach ; 

There found a little boat, and slept 
into it i 


And Vivien follow’d, but he mark'd 
her not. 

She look the helm aud he tho sail ; 
the boat 

Brave with a sudden wind across the 
deeps. 

And touching Breton sands, they dis- 
embark'd. 

And then she follow’d Merlin all the 
way, 

Ev’n to the wild w^todi of BroceUande, 

For Merlin once had told her of a 
charm, 

Tim which if any wrought on anyone 

With woven paces aud *vith waving 
arms* 

The man st> wrought on ever seem'd 
to lie 

Closed in the four walls of a hollow' 
tower. 

From which was no escape for ever- 
nvore \ 

And none could Hnd that man for 
evermore, 

>or could he bco but him who wrought 
the charm 

C^oming and going* and he lay as dead 

And lost to life and use and name 
and fame. 

And Vivien ever sought lo work the 
charm 

Uimn the great Enchanter of the 
Time, 

As fancying that her glory would be 
great 

According to his greatness whom she 
quench'd. 

There lay she all her length and 
kiss'd hi ft feet, 

As if in deepest reverence and in love. 

A twist of ^Id was round her hair; a 
riilie 

Of saunte without price, that more 
exprest 

Than hid lier* clung about her lissome 
timhs, 

In color like the satin-sliining palm 

On sallows in the windy gleams of 
March : 

And wliiie she kiss'd them, crying. 
Trample me. 
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Ik?ar feet, that 1 have followed fhm* 
the K'orhl, 

And I %viU pay yon worship; treml 
me down 

And 1 will kias yoti for it;*' ho wtis 
mute i 

So darkn forethought rail’d al>out liis 
brain. 

As on a dull day in an Ofeati eave 

rUe blind wave feeling round his long 
sea-hall 

In silence : wherefore, when she lifted 
up 

A face of sad appeal, and spake and 
said, 

Merlin, do ye iove me I'* and 
agiitn, 

** O Merlin, do ye love me ^ " and onee 
more, 

''Great Master, do ye love me ? *' he 
was mute. 

And lissiune Vivien, holding by his 

lieelp 

Writhed toward Jiirn, slided up his 
knee and sat, 

Behind his ankle twined tier hollow 
feet 

Together, carved an ant> about Ids 
neek, 

Clung liken snake; and letting her 
left liand 

Droop from his mighty shoulder, ns a 
leaf, 

Made with her right a comb of pearl 
to part 

The lisui of such a hcarti as youth gone 
out 

Bad left in ashes: then he spoke and 
said, 

Kot looking at her, '' Who are wise in 
love 

Ijovc ni*jst, aay least,” and Vivien 
answer'd quick, 

“ I aaw the little elf-god eyeless oncu 

In Arthur’s arras hall at Camelot: 

Hut neither eyes nor tongue “f> 
stupid child i 

Yet you are wise who say it; let me 
think 

Silence is wisdom : 1 am silent then, 

And ask no kiss then adding ail at 
once. 
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" And lo, I clothe myself with wis- 
dom,” drew 

Tlie vast and shaggy mantle of hie 
iM^ard 

Across her neck and liosora to her 
knee, 

And call'd herself a gilded summer dy 

Caught in a great old tyrant spider’s 
web, 

Who meant to eat her up in that wild 
wood 

Wiiliout one word. So Vi\ien call'd 
herself, 

But rather seemM a lovely baleful star 

Veil'd in gray vapor; dll ho sadly 
smiled : 

"To wlmt request for what strange 
bfjon,” lie said, 

*'Are these your pretty tricks and 
fooleries, 

0 Vivien, the prc^ainblof yet my 

thanks, 

For Ihcae have hroken up my melan- 
choly,” 

And Vivien answer'd smiling sou- 
cily, 

“ What, O my Master, have ye found 
your voice ^ 

1 bid the stranger welcome. Thanks 

at last! 

But yesteriluy you never open'd lip, 

Kxeept indeeii to drink ; no cup had 
we : 

In mine own lady palms I cull'd the 
spring 

That gatlier’d trickling dropwise from 
the cleft. 

And made a pretty cup of both my 
hands 

And offer'd you it kneeling : tlien you 
drank 

And knew no more, nor gave me one 
poor word ; 

O no more thanks than might a goal 
liave given 

With no more sign of reverence than 
a beard. 

And when we halted at that other 
well, 

And I was faint to swooning, and you 
lay 
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Foot-gJU with all the bloMom-duDC of 
those 

Deep mertdows wo had traversed^ did 
you know 

That ViTien bathed your feet before 
her own 1 

And yet no thanks ; and all thro' this 
wild wood 

And all this inornmg when 1 fondled 
you : 

Boon, ay, there was a boon, one not 
so strange — 

How had 1 wrong'd you I surely ye 
are wise, 

But iueh a silence U more wise than 
kind." 

And Merlin lock'd his hand in hers 
and said : 

** O did yo never lie upon tlio shore, 

And watch the curl'd wliitc of the 
coming wave 

Glass'd in the slippery sand before it 
breaks ? 

Kv’n sucli a wave, but not to pleasur- 
able, 

Dark in the glass of some presageful 
mood, 

Had 1 for three days seen, ready to 
falL 

And then I rose and fled from Arthur's 
eourt 

To break the mood. You follow'd me 
unatk'd ; 

And when I look'd, and saw you fob 
lowing still. 

My mind involved yourself the nearest 
thing 

In that mind-mist: for shall I tell you 
truth '? 

You seem'd that wave about to break 
upon me 

And sweep me from my bold upon the 
world, • 

My use and name ami fame. Your 
pardon, child* 

Your pretty sports have brighten'd all 
again. 

And ask your boon, for boon I owe 
you thrice, 

Once for wrong done you by confusioOi 
neat 


For thanks it seems till now neglected, 
last 

For these your dainty gambols: 
wherefore ask; 

And take this boon so strange and not 
so strange*'’ 

And Vivien answer'd amilingmoum- 
fully: 

** O not so strange as my long asking 
it, 

Not yet BO strange as you yourself are 
strange, 

Nor half so strange as that dark mood 
of yours. 

I ever fear'd yo were not wholly 
mine ; 

And see, yourself have own'd ye did 
me wrong. 

The people call you prophet: let it 
be : 

But not of those that can expound 
themselves* 

Take Vivien for expounder ; she will 
call 

That three-days-long presngeful gloom 
of yours 

Ko presage, but the same mistrustful 
mood 

That makes you seem less noble than 
yourself, 

Whenever 1 have ask'd this very 
boon, 

Now ask'd again; for see you not, 
dear love, 

That sucli a mood as that, which 
lately gloom'd 

Your fancy wlien j c saw me follow- 
ing you. 

Must make me fear still more you are 
not mine, 

)fust make me yearn still more to 
prove you iiiine. 

And make me wish still more to team 
this cliarin 

Of woven paces and of waving hands. 

As proof of trust* O itcrlin, teach it 
me. 

Tlie charm so taught will charm us 
hoth to rest. 

For, grant me some sUgUt power upon 
your fate. 
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I, feeling tliAt you felt me worthy 
iruit. 

Should rest and let you rest, knowing 
you Jnine, 

And therefore l>e us great as ye are 
named, 

Kot muffled round with selfish retU 
eeiicc. 

How hard you look and iiow deny- 
ingly ! 

O, if you think tliis wickednesa in me, 

That 1 should throve it on you ulul- 
wat\»a, 

That makojt me passing wrathful ; then 
our bond 

Had best be loosed for ever: but 
think or not. 

By Heaven that heart 1 tell you the 
dean truth, 

As eleatt ns Idood of babes, ns white 
' as milk; 

0 Merlin, may this cnrtli, if ever 1, 

If these imwilty wandering wits of 
mine, 

Er’n in the jumhlcNl rubbish of a 
dream, 

Have tript on such conjectural treach- 
ery — 

Mny this hard earth cleave the 
Kadir hell 

Pown, ddwn, and close again, and nip 
me flat, 

If I be such a trai tress. Yield my 
lK>on, 

Till which I scarce can yield you all 
1 am ; 

And gmnt iny rewtemted wish, 

The great proof of your love: because 
I think. 

However wise, ye hardly know me 
yet/' 

And ftferlin loosed his hand from 
hers and saiil, 

I never was less wise, however wise. 

Too eurioua Vivien, tho' you talk of 
trust, 

Tlmn when I told you first of such a 
diarm- 

Yea, if ye talk of trust 1 fell you this, 

Too much i trusted when 1 told you 

that. 


And stirr’d this vice in you wliich 
ruin'd man 

Tliro' woman the first hour; for 
howsoeVr 

In children a great curiousnesi be 
well, 

Who have to learn lliemselvca and all 
the world. 

In you, that are no child, for still I 
tirnl 

Your face Is practised when I spell 
the lines, 

I call it, — well, 1 will not call It vice; 

But alneo you name yourself the 
summer fly, 

I well could wish a cobweb for the 
gnat, 

That settles, beaten back, and beaten 
back 

Settles, till one could yield for weari- 
ness ; 

But since I will not yield to give you 
]»ower 

Upon my Life and use and name and 
fa me. 

Why will ye never ask some other 
boon ? 

Yea, by (Jod’s rood, I trusted you too 
iimch/' 


And Vivien, like the tendereit- 
beartei! maid 

That ever hided tryst at village stile. 
Made ant wer, cither eyelid wet with 
^ tears : 


'*Nay, Master, be not wrathful with 
your maid ; 

Caress ber : let her feel herself for- 


given 

Who feels no heart to ask another 


boon. 

I thltik ye hardly know the tender 
rhyme 

Of * trust me not at all or all in all/ 

1 heard the great Sir Lancelot atng it 



Listen 


' In Ixive, if T^ve be Love, if Love 
be ours. 
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* 

Faith and nnfaith can neVr lie equal 

And each incited each to noble deeds ^ 

powent i 

And while w-e waited, one, the y*iung 

Unfaitli in aught ii want of faith in 

est of us. 

nlL 

Wo could not keep liint silent, out he 

* It h tiic little rift withiii the lutc^ 

liaMliVI, 

And into sueh a song, such fire for 

That by and by will make tlte muele 

fame, 

nmte, 

Such trurnpepblowinga in it, coming 

And ever vrideniiig slowly siknce all. 

down 

*T]te little rift within the Jorer's 

To such a stem and iron-clashing 
close. 

lute 

That when he stopt wc long'd to hurl 

Or little pUteil speck in garner'd fruit, 

Ifjgetlier, 

That rotting inward slowly mouidem 

And should hare done itj but the 

alL 

bi-auieous lK.-^aHt 

* It is not worth tlic keeping : let it 

Seated by the miii!© upstarted at our 
feet, 

gor 

And like a silver shadow slipl away 

But shall itf answer, darling, answer, 

Thro' tlie dim land ; and all day lung 

no. 

we rode 

And trust me not at all or all in all/ 

Thro* the dim land again si a rushing 

0 Master, do ye lov© my tender 

wind. 

That glorious roundel echoing in our 

rhyme ! ” 

ears, 

And Merlin look'd and half b©lieT©<l 

And chased the flashes of his golden 
iiorns 

her true, 

Until tiiey vanislt'd by the fairy well i 

So tender was her Toice, so fair her 

That laiiglii at iron — as our warriom 

face, 

^ dill — 

So sweetly gleaitrd licr eyes behind 

Where chthlren east their pins and 

her fears 

nails, and cry. 

like sunlight on the plain behind a 

* I.»augli, little well 1 * but touch it with 

shower : 

a swoni. 

And yet he answer'd Italf indignantly : 

Itbu^'s fiercely round the point ; and 

m 

there 

" Far other was the song that once 

Wc lost him : sueli a noble song was 

1 heard 

that ! 

By this huge oak, sung nearly where 

But, Vivien, when you sang me that 

we sU : 

sweet rliyme* 

For here we met, some ten or twelro 

[ felt as tUo* you knew this cursed 

of us, 

clmrm, 

To chase a creature that was current 

Were proving it on me, and that I 

then 

lay 

In these wild woods, the hart wltli 

And felt them slowly ebbing, name 

golden honts. 

and fame/' 

It was the time when first the ques- 
tion rose 

And Vivien answer'd smiling 

About the founding of aTable Round, 

moiimfiiUy : 

That was to be, for lore of God and 

**(> mine have ebb'd away for ever- 

men 

more. 

And noble deeds, the flower of all the 

And all thro' following you to tbia 

world. I 

1 wild wood. 
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Betmose I mw you s&d, to comfart 
you. 

Iio now, what hearts have men I they 
never mount 

Ae hi}th US wonuin in her iteMess 

ItKMltL 

And toueliing fame^ howe'er ye scorn 
my sonp* 

Take one verse more — the lady 
speaks it — this : 

"*My name» onee mine, now tlilne, 
k ckiseUer mine, ^ 

for fame, euuld fame be mme, that 
fame were thine, 

And shame, could shame be thine, 
that shame wem mine. 

So trust me not at all or all In all/ 

Says she not well 1 and there Is 
more — ^ this rhyme 

Is like the fair iK^arbnecklaco of the 
Qiu^n, 

That burst in dancing, and the pearls 
wen* spilt ; 

Borne lost, some stolon, some as relics 
kept. 

But nevermore the same two sister 
pearls 

Ran down the silken thread to kiss 
each other 

On her wliite neck — so ia it with this 
rhyme : 

It Jives disiH^rsedly in many hamls. 

And every niinstrcl slugs it differ- 
entiy ; 

Vet is there one true line, the pearl of 
pearls : 

* Man dreams of Fame while woman 
wakes to love.' 

Veal Love, tho' I,ove were of the 
givissest, car VI'S 

A portion from the solid present, eats 

And uses, careless of tlie rest* but 
Fame, 

Tlie Fame that follows death is noth- 
ing to us : 

And what is Fame in life but half- 
disfame, 

And eounterchanged with darkness T 
ye yourself 


Know well that Envy calls you Ilevirs 
son, 

And since yc seem Uie Master of all 
Art, 

Tliey fain would make you Master of 
all vice.*' 

And Merlin lock'd bis hand in hers 
and said, 

" r once w‘as looking for a magic weed, 

And found a fair young sc|uiri* who 
sat alone, 

Had carved himself a knightly shield 
of wood, 

And then was painting on it fancied 
arms, 

Axure, an Kagle rising or, the Bun 

In dexter chief ; the scroll follow 
fame.' 

And spell king not, but leaning over 
him, 

1 took his brush and blotted out tUo 
bird. 

And maile a Gartlener putting in 
gralT, 

With this for motto, * Rather use than 
fame/ 

You Bhould have seen him blush ; but 
afterwanls 

He made a stiihvjirt knight. (I Vivien, 

For you, melhinks you think 3^ou love 
me well ; 

For me, 1 love you foniewhat; rest: 
and l^tve 

Sliould have some rest and pleasure 
in himself. 

Not ever he too curious for a boon, 

'J oo prurient for a proof against the 
grain 

Of him ye say ye love : but Fame with 
men, 

Being but ampler means to serve 
mankind. 

Should have small rest or pleasure in 
herself. 

But work as vassal to the larger love, 

That dwarfs the petty love of one to 
one. 

Use gave me Fame at first, and Fame 
again 

Increasing gave me use, Lo, there 
my boon 1 


i 
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What oilier? for men sought to pro¥e 
me viie. 

Because 1 fnin hail giren them greater 

VtlU I 

^nd then did Envy call me Devil's 
son ^ 

The sick weak beast seeking to help 
herself 

By fltriking at her better missM, and 
brought 

Her own claw back, and wounded her 
own heart. 

Sweet were the days when I was all 
unknown, 

Bat when my name was lifted up, the 
storm 

Brake on the mountain and I eared 
not for it. 

Eight well know I that Fame is half* 
disfaine, 

Yet needs must work my work. That 
other fame, 

To one at least, who hath notchildTen, 
rague, 

The cackle of the unborn atioui the 
grave, 

T cared not for it : a single misty star, 
Which is the si,^nd in a line of stars 
That seem a sword beneaiii a belt of 
three, 

I never gaz^^d upon it hut I dri*amt 
Of some vast ciiarm concluded in f Jmt 
star 

To make fame nothing. Wherefore, 
if 1 fear, 

Giving you power upon me tliro* this 
cliarrn. 

That you might play me false ly, hav- 
ing pf>wcr, 

Flowevcr wellyc think ye love me now 
(As sons of kings loving in pupilage 
Have tum-d to tyrants when they 
came to power) 

I rather dread Che loss of use than 
fame; 

H you — and not so much from 
wickedness, 

As some wild turn of anger, or a mood 
Of overstrain’d afleetmn, it may be, 

To keep me all to your own self, — or 
else 

A sudden spurt of woman's Jeaiousy,— 


Should try tins cliarm on whom ye aay 
ye love.'* 

And Vivien answer’d smiting as in 
wrath r 

" Have i not sworn ? I am not trusted. 
Hood I 

Welt, hide it, hide it; 1 shall find it 
out ; 

And iMdrig found lake heeil of Vivien. 

A woman and not trusted, dimbllets 1 

Might feel some sudden turn of anger 
Imm 

Of jfflsv- misfaitli; and your fine 
epithet 

Is acenrate too, for this full love of 
mine 

Without the full heart back may 
merit well 

Your term of overstrain'd. So used 
as 1, 

My daily wonder it, I love at all. 

And as to woman's jealousy, O why 
not t 

0 to wiiat end, except a jealous one, 

And one to make me jeuious if 1 love, 

Wat this fair eharm invented byyout^ 

Sidft 

1 well believe that all nlmut this world 

Ye cage a buxom captive here nod 

there. 

Closed in tlie four walls of a hollow 
tower 

From whicli is no escape for cvee> 
more/* 

Then the great Master merrily an- 
swerM her: 

** Full iiiitny a love in loving youth 
WHS mine; 

I needed then no eharm to keep them 
mine 

But youtli and love ; and that full 
heart of yours 

Whereof ye pmttle, may now assure 
you mine ; 

So live uncliarm'd. For those who 
wrought it first. 

The wrist is parted from the hand 
that waved, 

'fhe feet un mortised from their ankle* 
bones 
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Who paced It, hack : hut will jre 
lioar 

The legend at in guenlon for your 
rliyine ! 

« There lived a king in the moat 
EaBlern Knat, 

Less old than I, yet older, for my 
blood 

Hath eanu Bl In it of far sprinfta lo be. 

A tawny pirate anchor'd in his port, 

Whose hark had pluivder'd twenty 
nameless isles ; 

And pas^iing one, at the high peep of 
dawn, 

He saw two cities in a thousand boats 

All fighting for a woman on the sea- 

And pushing his black craft among 
tJtem all, 

He lightly scatter'd theirs and brought 
lier oft. 

With loss of half his people arrow- 
slain ; 

A maid so smooth, so white, so won- 
derful, 

They said a light came from her when 
she mo veil : 

And since the pirate would not yield 
her up, 

TliC King impaled him for his piracy ; 

Then maile her Queen : but tlmte i^le- 
nurtured eyt-s 

Waged jucii unwilling tho* successful 
w*ar 

On all the youth, they sicken'd ; coun- 
cils thinn'd, 

And armies waned, for magnet-like 
she drew 

The rustiest iron of old fighters' 
hearts ; 

And beasts themselves would worship; 
camels knelt 

Unbidden, and the brutes of mountain 
back 

Tiiat carry kings in castles, bow’d 
black knees 

Of homage, ringing with their serpent 
hands, 

To make her smile, her golden ankle- 
bells. 

; What wonder, being jealous, that he 
sent 


His boms of proclamation out thro* 
all 

'fhe humlriKl under-kingdomi that he 
sway'd 

To find a wizanl who might tench the 
King 

Some charm, which lacing wrought 
upon the Queen ^ 

Might keep her all his own : to such a 
one 

He prornist^^l more than ever king has 
given, 

A league of mountain full of golden 
mines, 

A province with a hundred miles of 
coast, 

A palace and a princess, all for 
him : 

But on all those who tried and fail'd, 
the King 

pronounced a dismal scnienee, mean- 
ing by it 

To keep the list low and pretenders 
hack, 

Or like a king, not to he trifled with — 

Their heads sliould moulder on the 
city gates. 

And many tried and fail'd, because 
the charm 

Of nature in her overbore their own : 

And many a wiscard brow bleach'd on 
the walls : 

And many weeka a troop of carrion 

CTOWS 

Hung like a cloud above the gateway 
towers," 

And Vivien breaking in upon him, 
said : 

I sit and gatlier honey , yet, me^ 
thinks, 

TUv tongtie has tript a little: ask thy- 
self. 

Tlie lady never made umrillintf war 

VVitii those flue eyes: she liad her 
pleasure in It, 

And made her good man jealous with 
good cause. 

And lived there neither dame nor 
damsel then 

Wroth at a lover's lots ^ were all as 

tame. 


-i' 
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I mcan^ m noble, &» ibeir Queen waa 

Drew the vast eyelid of an inky cloud. 

fair ? 

And lash'd it at the base with slantuig ' 

Not one to flirt a Tonom at licr cjesi, 

storm ; 

Or pinch a murderous dust into licr 

Or in tile noon of mist and driving 

drink, 

rain, 

Or make her paler with a poisouM 

When the lake whiten'd and the pine* 

rose 1 

woi>d roar’d. 

Well, tho&o were not our days : but 

Aud Uie cairn’ll mountain w^as a 

did they And 

shatlow, sun It'd 

A wizard ? Tell me, was lie like to 

The world to peace again; here was 

thee 1 ** 

the man. 

She ceased, and made her litlie arm 

And so by force they dragg’d hini to 
the King, 1 

round Ids neck 

Mid then he taught the King to 

Tighten, and then drew back, and Jet 

eharui the Queen , 

her eyes 

In 6uch‘Wise, that no man could tee 

Speak for lier^ glowing on him, like a 

her more, 

bride’s 

Nor saw she save the King, who 

On her new lord, her own, the flmt of 

wrought the eharm, 

men. 

Coming and going, and she lay as 

He answer’d laughing, "Nay, not 

dead, L 

And lost ail use of life : but when the 

like to roe. 

King 

At last they found — bis foragers for 

Made prolTcr of the league of golden 

ehanns — 

mines. 

A little g]assy*headed hairless man, 

The province witli a hundred miles of 

Who Jived alone in a great wild on 

coast, 

grass; 

’Fhe palace and the princess, that old ’ 

Read but one hook, and ever reading 

nnin 

gn!W 

Went back to lits old wild, and lived 

So grated d<iwn and ftied away witii 

on grass, 

thought. 

And vanish'd, and bis book earns 

So lean liis eyes were monstrous; 

down to me," 

wliiLe the skin 

Clung but to crate and basket, ribs 

And Vivien answer’d smiling sau* 

and spine. 

cily : 

And since he kept ids mind on one 

"Ye have the book: the charm is 

sole aim, 

written in it : 

Nor ever touch’d fierce wine, nor tasted 

Good ; take my counsel ; let me know 

flesh. 

it at once : 

Nor own’d a sensual wish, to him the 

For keep it like a pmezle chest in 

wall ' 

citest, 

Tliat sunders ghosts and shadow-east- 

With each chest lock’d and padlock’d 

ing men 

thirty-fold. 

Became a crystal, and he saw them 

And whelm all this beneath as vast a 

thro' it. 

mound 

And beard their voices talk behind 

As after furious battle turfs the 

the wall. 

slain 

And learut their elemental secrets, 

On some wild down above the windy 'i 

powers 

deep. 

And forces ; often o'er the sun’s bright 

1 yet should strike upon a suddea 

eye 

means 


! 
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To illg, pick, open, 5titl nud rciul tlio 
cliarni : 

Then, if I Irictl it, who should blatne 
me tlicn ? " , 

And smiling ns n mnster smiles nt 
one 

That is not of hie school, nor any 
school 

But that where blind nud naked 
Igtioratiec 

Delivers brawling judgments, una- 
shamed, 

On all things uU dny long, ho answer'd 
her; 

”Thou rend the book, my pretty 
Vivieti ! 

D ay, ir is but twenty jMges long, 

But every page having an ample 
marge, 

And every marge enclosing in the 
mills t 

A square of text that looks a little 
blot. 

The text no larger than the llmlis of 
fleas ; 

And every square of text an awful 
charm, 

Writ in a language that has long gone 

So long, til at mountains have arisen 
Rince 

With cities on their flanks tliou read 
the honk I 

And every margin scribbled, crost, 
and erainmVI 

With comment, densest condensation, 
hatfl 

To mind and eye ; but the long Bleep- 
less nights 

Of my long life have made it easy to 
me. 

And none can read the text, not even 

I; 

And none can read the comment but 
myself j 

And in the comment did 1 And the 
charm, 

O, the results are simple; a mere 
child 

Might use U to the harm of any one. 


And never could undo it: ask no 
more: 

For tbo' you should not prove it upon 
me, 

Hut keep that oath ye sware, ye 
migUl, perclianee. 

Assay it on some one of the Table 
Hound, 

And all Ifecausc ye dream theylmbble 
of you/* 

And Vi vie II, fituvning in true anger, 
said : 

" What dare the fulhfcd liars say of 
me 1 

Thcg ride abroad redressing buman 
wrongs I 

They sit with knife in meat and wine 
in hornl 

Thf jf bound to holy vows of chastity ! 

Were 1 not woman, 1 could tell a taie. 

But you are man, you well can under* 
stand 

The shame that cannot be explain'd 
for shame. 

Not one of all the drove should touch 
me: swjncl” 

Tlien answer'd Merliii careless of 
licr w ords : 

You breaihc but accusation vaul aud 
vague, 

f^pleeii-boru, I think, and prooflesa. 
If ye know, 

8et up the charge ye know, to stand 
or fall r' 

And Vivien answer’d frowning 
wmthfully : 

** 0 ay, wbat say ye to Sir Valence, 
him 

Whose kinsman left him watcher o'er 
bis wife 

And two fairbaliei, and went to dis- 
tant lands ; 

Was one year gone, and on returning 
found 

Not two but tlm'O? there lay tlie 
reckling, one 

But one hour old! Wbat said the 
happy sire ! 
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A ■eTcn -moil til h' babe bait been a 
truer gift* 

Tho^c IwelTc sweet tnoons confused 
his fatberliuod/' 

Then answer’d Merlin, "Nay, I 
know the tale. 

Sir Valence wedded with an out I and 
dame : 

Some cause had kept Him sunder’d 
from his wife* 

One child they Had ; it lived with her: 
she died: 

nis kinsman travelling on his own 
affair 

Was ehnrRed by Valence to bring 
home the child. 

He brought, not found it therefore : 
take the truth/’ 


"0 ay,*^ said Vivien, "orertrue a 
tale* 

What say ye then to sweet Sir Sag* 
ramore, 

That ardent man ? * to pluek the 
flower in season/ 

So taya the song, * I trow it is no 
treason.* 

0 ^faster, shall we call him overtjuick 

To crop his own sweet rose before the 

hour!" 

And Merlin answer’d, "Ovcrquick 
art thou 

To catch a loathly plume fall’n from 
the wing 

Of that foul bird of rapine whose 
whole prey 

Is man’s good name : he never wrong’d 
his briile* 

1 know the talc* An angry gwst of 

wind 

FufTd out his torch among the myriad* 
room’d 

And many-corridor’d complexities 

Of Artliur'f palace : then he found a 
door. 

And darkling fell the sculptured 
ornament 

That wreatben round it made it seem 
hia own ; 


And wearied out made for the couch 
and slept, 

A stain U'ss man beside a sta inlets 
maid i 

And either slejjt, nor knew of other 
there; 

Till llic high dawn piercing the royal 
rose 

In Artliur’a casement glimmer’d 
chastely down, 

Ulusbing upon them blushing, and at 
once 

He rose without a woni and parted 
from her: 

But when the thing was blazed about 
the court. 

The brute world howling forced them 
into bonds, 

And as it elianced they are happy, 
being pure.” 

"O ay,” said A^ivien, "that wera 
likely too* 

What say ye then to fair Sir Percivale 

And of the horrid foulness iliat he 
wrought, 

Tlie saintly youth, the spotless lamb 
of Clirist, 

Or some blaek wether of St. Satan’s 
fold. 

What, in the precincts of the chapel- 
yard, 

Among the knightly brasses of the 
graves. 

And bv the cold file Jacets of the 
dead!" 


And Merlin answer’d careless of her 
charge, 

" A Boljcr man is Pereivale and pure; 

But oneein life was fluster’d with new 
wine. 

Then pacc-d for coolness in the chapel- 
yard ; 

Wlierc one of Satan’s shepherdesses 
caught 

And meant to stamp him with her 
master’s mark ; 

And tliat ho sinn’d is not believable; 

For, look upon his face 1 — but if ba 
iinn’^ 
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TFte sin tliat pmciicc hums into the 
blnocl. 

And not the one dark hour which 
brings rt^morse, 

Will hrntiil US, after, of witose fold wc 
be: 

Or else were he, the holjr king, whose 
hvmns 

Are chanted in the mitiiler, worse 
than all. 

But is jour spleen froth’d out, or hare 
jc more ? " 

And Vivien answer’d frowning yet 
in wrath : 

** O aj ; what say ye to Sir nee lot, 

fnend 

Traitor or true ? that commerce with 
the Queen, 

I ask you, is it clamor’d by the child. 

Or whbtH>rM in the comer ? do ye 
know it? ** 


To which he answer'd sadly, ** Yea, 
1 know it 

Sir Lancelot went amhaasador, at 
first, 

To fetch her, and the watch'd him 
from her walls. 

A rumor runs, she took iiim for the 
King, 

So fijft her fancy on him : let them be. 

But have ye no one word of loyal 
praise 

For Arthur, blameless King and staim 
less man 7 " 

She answer’d with alow and chuck* 
ling laugh : 

“Man! is he man at all, who knows 
and winks ? 

Secs what his fair bride is and does, 
and winks ? 

By which the good King means to 
blintl himself, 

And blinds himself and all the Table 
Hound 

To all the foulness tliat they work. 
Myself 

Could call him {were it not for 
womanhood) 


'Hie pretty, popular name such man- 
hood earns, 

Could call him the main cause of all 
their crime; 

Tea, were he nrit crown'd King, 
cowarti, and fool.” 

Tlien \ferlin to his own heart, 
loathing, said : 

“ O true and tender ! O my liege and 
King! 

C) selfless man and stainless gentle* 
man, 

Who wouhlst against thine own eye- 
witness fain 

Have all men true and leal, all women 
piire; 

Jlow', in the mouths of base inter* 
preiers, 

From over-fineness not intelligible 

To things with every sense ns falsa 
and fitui 

As the poncb*d flUh that floods the 
middle street. 

Is thy while hlamelessness accounted 
blame 1” 

But Vivien, deeming Merlin over- 
borne 

By instance, recommenced, and let 
her tongue 

Hage like a fire among the noblest 
names, 

Polluting, and imputing her whole 
self, 

rh^laming and ilcfaetng, till she left 

Not even I^ticelot brave, nor Galahad 
clean. 

Her worfls had issue other than she 
will’d. 

He dragg'd his eyebrow bushes down, 
and made 

A snowy fienthouse for his hollow 
eyes, 

And mutter’d in hiinsetf, " Tell htr the 
charm \ 

So, if site had it, would she rail on me 

To snare the next, and if she have it 
not 

So will she rail. What did the wan- 
ton say ? 
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' Not mount a$ high ; * we Bcarce can 
sink ns low ; 

For mL'n at most ditTer ns Heaven and 
earth, 

But women, worst and best, as Hcnren 
and I Ml. 

I know the Table Round, my friends 
of old ; 

All brave, and manj generous, and 
some chaste* 

She cloaks the scar of some repulse 
with lies ; 

I wen believe she tempted them and 
failM, 

Being so bitter : for fine plots may 
fail, 

Tho* harlots paint their talk ns well 
as fnee 

With colors of the heart that are not 
theirs. 

I will not let her know : nine tithes of 
times 

Face-flatterer and backbiter nre the 
same. 

And they, sweet soul, that most im- 
pute a crime 

Are pro nest to it, and impute them* 
sel ves* 

Wanting the mental range; or low j 
desire , 

Not to feel lowest makes them level 
* 11 ; 

Yea, they would pare the mountain 
to the plain, 

To leave an ciiual baseness ; and in 
this 

Are harlots like the crowd, that if 
they find 

Some stain or blemish in a name of 
note, 

Not grieving that their greatest are so 

small. 

Inflate themselves with some insane 
delight. 

And judge all nature from her feet of 
clay. 

Without the will to lift their eyes, and 
see 

Her gmllike head crown'd with spil^ ' 
itual fire, 

AJid touching other worlds* 1 am 
weary of her.” 


He spoke in words part heard, in 
whistiorH part, 

llalf-sufToonted in the hoary fell 

And iiiiiny-winterM fleece of throat 
ami cUm, 

But Vivien, gathering somewliat of 
his nioM, 

And hearing " harlot ” mutter'd twice 
or thrice, 

I^apt from her session on his lap, ami 
stood 

Stiff ns a viper frozen; loathsomi 
sight, 

How from the rosy lips of life and 
iove, 

Flnsli'il the ba re-grinning skeleton of 
death 1 

White wiis her cheek ; shai^ hreatlii 
of anger pull’d 

Her fairy nostril out ; her hand half- 
clenchM 

Went faltering sideways downwanl to 
lier belt, 

And feeling; had she found a dagger 
there 

(For in a wink tlio false love turns 
to Jiate) 

She wDulil have stabb'd him ; but she 
found it not ; 

Ills eye was calm, and suddenly she 
if»ok 

To hitter weeping like a l>eaten child, 

A lung, long wiK^ping, not consolable- 

TJien tier faUc viiicc juado way, broken 
w ith sobs i 

** O crueller than was ever told in 
tale, 

Or sung in song! 0 vainly lavish'd 
love I 

t> cruel, there was nothing wild or 
strange, 

Or secmiing shameful — ‘for what 
slinmc in love. 

So love be true, and not as yours is — 
nothing 

Poor Vivien liad not done to win his 
trust 

Wiio call'd her what he call'd her-^ 
all her crime, 

AU — all — the wish to prove him 
wholly hers,” 
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She mngett a little, an<l then clapt 
her ] lands 

Together with a wailmg shriek^ and 
said : 

''Stabb’iJ thmugh the Heart** alTec- 
tions to tlie heart! 

Seetlied like the kid in its own mother** 
milk ! 

KilIM with a wortl worse than a life 
of blows! 

I thought that he was gentle, being 
great; 

0 God, that I had loved a smaller mant 

1 should have found in liim a greater 

heart, 

O, I, that flatfering my true passion, 
saw 

The knights, the court, the King, dark I 
in jrour light, i 

Who ioveii to make men darker than j 
they are, I 

Because of that lilgh pleasure which i 
I had 

To seat you sole upon my pedestal 
Of worship am answer'd, and 
heneefonli 

The course of life that seem’d so 
flowery to me 

With you for guide and master, only 

Becomes the sea-ctllT patliway broken 
short, 

And ending In a niln — nothing left. 
But into some low cave to crawl, and 
there, 

If the wolf spare me, weep my life 
away, 

Kill'd with inultenible unkindliness*” 

She paused, she turn’d away, she 
hung her head, 

The inake of gold slid from her hair, 
the braid 

Slipt and uncoil'd itself, she went 
afresh, 

And the dark wood grew darker 
toward the siorni 

In silence, while his an^r slowly died 
iWiihiiT him, till he let bis wisdom go 
For case of heart, and half believed 
her true : 

Call'd her to shelter in the hollow oak, 


** Como from the storm," and having 
no reply* 

Gazed at the heaving shoulder, and 
the face 

Hand-hidden, as for utmost grief or 
shame; 

Then thrice essa^^'d, by tonderest- 
touching terms, 

To sleek her ruffled peace of mind, in 
vain. 

At last she let herself be conquer'd by 
him, 

And as the cageling newly flown re- 
turns* 

The seemingdnjured, simple-hearted 
thing 

Came to her old porch back, and set- 
tled there. 

There while she sat, half-falling from 
hrs knees, 

Half-nestled at Ins heart, and since he 
saw 

The slow tear creep from her closed 
eye-1 if I yet, 

About her, more in kindness than in 
love. 

The gentle wizard cast a shielding 
arm. 

But she dlsllnk’d herself at once and 
rose. 

Her arms upon her breast across, and 
stood, 

A virtuous gentlewoman deeply 
wrong’d. 

Upright and flush’d before himr then 
she said i 

'‘There mnat l>e now no passages of 
love 

Betwixt us twain henceforward ever- 
more ; 

f^lnce, if I bo what I am grossly call'd, 

What should ho granted which your 
own gross heart 

Would reckon worth the taking 1 I 
wi 11 go. 

In truth, but one tiling now — better 
have died 

Thrice than have ask'd it once — could 
make me stay — 

Tliat proof of trust — so often ask'd 
iu vain ! 
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How afUrr (hat vile term of 

youF», 

I flucl witli 1 I might believe jou 

then, 

Wlioknuwjj? once more* Lol what 
wa« once to me 

Mere matter of the fancy, now hath 
gTxmn 

The vast ueceaaity of heart and life* 

Farewell; think gently of me, fori 
fear 

My fate or folly, passing gayer youtli 

For one so old, jnust be to love thee 
still. 

But ere 1 leave tliee let mo swear once 
more 

That If 1 schemed against thy peace 
in this, 

May yon just heaven, that darkens 
o'er me, send 

One flash, that, missing all things else, 
may make 

My scheming brain a cinder, if I 
lie/' 

Scarce had she ceased, when out of 
heaven a bfdt 

(For now the sionn was clcj«e above 
them) struck, 

Furrowing a giant oak, and javclining 

With darted spikes and splinters of 
the wotid ' 

The dark eartli round- He raised his 
eyes and saw 

The tree that shone white-listed thro' 
the gloom. 

But Vivien, fearing heaven had heard 
her oath. 

And dazzled by the livid-flickering 
fork, 

And deafen'd with tlie stammering 
cracks and claps 

Tliat follow'd, flying hack and crying 
out, 

” O Merlin, tho' you do not love me, 
save. 

Yet save me 1 ” clung to him and 
hugg’d him close ; ^ 

And call'il him dear protector in her 
fright, 

Nor yet forgot her practice in her 
fright. 


But wrought upon his mood and 
tiugg'd him close. 

The pale blood of the wizard at lier 
touch 

Took gayer colors, like an opal 
wiirm’d. 

Bike tdamed herself for telling liearsay 
tales: 

ShesiitKik from fear, and for her fault 
she wept 

Of petuianey ; she call'd him lord and 
liege, 

Her 8€*cr, her hanl, her silver star of 
eve, 

Her God, her Merlin, the one passion^ 
ate love 

Of her wliide life ; and ever overhead 

Bellow'd I he tempest, and the rouen 
branch 

Bnapt in the rushing of the river-nln 

Above them ; and in change of glare 
ami gloom 

Her eyes and neck glittering went and 
came ; 

Till now the storm, its burst of passion 

Spi'llt, 

M cm IT lug and calling out of other 
hinds. 

Had left ihc ravaged woodlaml yet 
once in ore 

To peace ; and what should not have 
lMt*<‘n had luH^n, 

For Merlin, overtalk'd and overworn. 

Had yielded, told her all the chnrra, 
and slept. 

Tl»en, in one moment, she put forth 
the charm 

Ot woven paces and of waving hands. 

And in the hollow cmk he lay as dcad^ 

And lost to life and use and name and 
fame- 

Then crying ** I have made his glory 
miiie,” 

And sli ricking out “U fooll ” the ha^ 
lot leapt 

Adown the forest, and the thickel 
clos4‘d 

Bchiml her, and the foreit echo'd 
“fool" 
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ELAisii the fair, EJatne tlte loveable, 

Elatrte, the IJlj iiiaid of Aitubt, 

UigJi in her eltainber up a tower to 
tJie east 

Oitariletl tile aacred liileld of Lance- 
lot ; 

Whieh lint ahe placed where mom- 
ing'a earlieat ray 

Uiglit airike it, and awake her with 
the itleum; 

Then feanng rxut or soilure fafihioit'd 
for it 

A ease of Bilk, and braidetl thereu|n>n 

AIL the devices hhiaonM on tJte Khk-ld 

In tlieir own liiiel, iind added, of Lier 
wit, 

A bonier fantasy of Uraneli and (low er, 

Amt yellow-throated iientlitig in the 
tieBt. 

Kor rested thus content, hut day by 
day, 

Iicaving her household and gooil 
father, eliaih’d 

That eastern tower, and entering 
hnrr'd her door, 

St rip t oil the caite, and read the naked 

shield, 

Now guess'd a hidden meaning in liis 
arms, 

Now made a pretty history to herself 

Of every dint a sword liad beaten in 
iL 

And every scratch a lance had made 
upon it, 

Coiijoeiuring when and where: this 
cut is fresli; 

Tliat ten years hack ; this dealt him 
at Caerlyle ; 

That at Caerleon ; this at Camel ot : 

And all GcmI's inerey, what a stroke 
was there! 

And here a thrust that might have 
killU hut God 

Broke the strong lance, and roU*d bis 
enemy down. 

And saveil him : so she lived in fan- 
tasy. 

How came the lily maid by that 
good slneld 


I Of Lancelot, she that knew not ev'n 
his nanie ? 

He left it with her, when he rode to 
lilt 

For the great diamond In llie diamond 
jousts. 

Which Arthur had ordain'd, and by 
that name 

Had named tliem, since a diamond 
was the prize. 

For Arthur, long before they 
crowifil him King, 

Koving the traekless realms of Lyon- 
nesse, 

Had found a glen, gniy boulder and 
blaek tarn. 

A horror lived about the tarn, and 
clave 

Like its own mists to all the mountain 
side: 

For here two brothers, one a king, 
hail met 

Anti fought together ; but their names 
were lost ; 

And each had slain his brother at a 
blow ; 

And down lliey fell and made the glen 
abhorr'd; 

And there they lay I 111 all their bones 
were bleach'd. 

And liclien'd into color with the crags : 

And he, that once was king, hud on a 
erown 

Of diamonds, one in front, and four 
aside. 

And Artiiureame, and laboring up the 
pass, 

All in a misty moonsbioe, unawares 

Had trodden that erowiiM skeleton, 
and the skull 

Brake from the nape, and from the 
skull the cremn 

lioll'd into light, and turning on its 
rims 

Fled like a glittering rivulet to the 
tarn : 

And down the shingly scaur he 
plunged, and cauglit, 

And set it on his Jiead,and in Jiis beert 

Heard murmurs, “ Lo, tltou likewise 
slmlt be King/' 
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Tlioreriftor, when a Kingi lie Iiflil the 

penis 

Pluck'd from the crown, and ihow'd 
them to Ida kniphts, 

Saying ** The*e jewels, whereupon I 
changed 

Dirinely, are the kingdom's, not the 
King's — 

For puhlie use; henceforward let 
there be, 

Once every year, a jouat for one of 
these 1 

For 80 by nine years' proof we needs 
must learn 

Which is OUT mightiest, and ourselves 
shall grow 

In use of anus and manliood, till we 
drive 

Tlie heathen, who, some say, slmlt rule 
the land 

Hereafter, wliieli God hinder/' Thus 
he spoke ; 

And eight years fMist, eight jousts had 
been, and still 

Had Lancelot won the diamond of the 
year. 

With purpose to present them to the 
Queen, 

When all wi?re won ; hut meaning all 
at once 

To snare her royal fancy with a Imon 

Worth half her realm, had never 
spoken word* 

Now for the central diamond and 
the last 

And largest, Arthur, holding then his 
court 

Hard on the river nigh the place which 
now 

Is this world's hugest, let proclaim a 
' joust 

At Camelot, and when the time drew 

nigh 

Spake (for she had been sick) to 
Guinevere, 

" Are you so sick, my Queen, you can- 
not move 

To these fair jousts ? *' Yea, lord,” 
she said, **ye know it/* 

"Then will ye miss,” he answer'd, 
" tlie great deeds 


Of I^neelot, and his prowess in the 
lists, 

A sight ye love to look on," And the 
Queen 

Lifted lier eyes, and they dwelt lan- 
guidly 

On Lancelot, where he stood beside 
the King. 

He thinking that he read her meaning 
there, 

** Stay with me, 1 am sick ; my love is 
more 

Than many diamonds/' yielded; and 
a heart 

T.rOve-hiyal to the least wish of the 
Quccm 

( However much ho yearn'd to make 
complete 

Tlic talc of diamonds for his destined 
I mon I 

Urged him to si>eak against tlie truth, 
and say, 

*^Sir King, mine ancient wound is 
hardly whole, 

And lets me from the saddle ; ” and 
the King 

Glanced first at him, then her, and 
went his way* 

No sooner gone than suddenly she 
began; 

** To Idamc, my lonl Sir I^ancelot, 
much to blame 1 

Why go ye not to these fair jousts t 
the knighls 

Are half of them our enemies, and the 
crowd 

Will murmur, 'Ix> the shamelesi 
ones, who take 

Their pastime now the trustful King 
is gone 1 * " 

Then I,ancelot vext at having lied in 
vain : 

“ Are ye so wise ^ ye were not once 
BO wise, 

My Queen, that summer, when ye 
loved me first. 

^rhen of the crowd ye took no more 
account 

Than of the myriad cricket of the 
lucad, 
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WUi-n itii own voice clingfi to emch 
LItttle of gnissj 

And every voice is nothing. As to 
knights, 

ITicm surely cun I silence with aU 
ease. 

tat now my loyal worship is nllowM 
»f ^all iiifii : many a bartl, without 
offence, 

las link'd our natnos together m Ids 
lay, 

(.pnncelot, the flower of hravety', 
Guinevere, 

The pearl of beauty ; and our knights 
at feast 

.lave pledged us in this union, while 
the King 

Would listen smiting. How ihen T is 
there more 1 

Has Arthur spoken aught I or would 
yourself, 

Kow weary of tny service and devoir, 
llenci’forth 1»e truer to your faultless 
lord t " 

She broke Into a little scornful 
laugh : 

" Arthur, my lord, Arthur, the fault- 
less King, 

That passionate perfection, my gtmd 
lorti — 

But who can gaae upon the Sun in 
heaven ! 

He never spake word of reproach to 
me. 

He never had a glimpse of mine un* 
truth, 

Hecart'S not forme : only here to^lay 
There gk^mM a vague suspicion in his 
eyes: 

Some meddling rogue has tamper'd 
with him — else 

Rapt in this fancy of his Table Round, 
And swearing men to vows irn possible. 
To make them like hiniBidft but, 
friend, to me 

He U All fault who hath no fault at 
all; 

For who love* me must have a touch 
of earth ; 

Tlie low sun makes the color :1am 
yours. 


Not Arthur's, as yo know, save by 
the lioitd. 

And therefore licar my words ; go to 
tile jousts : 

The tinydmmpeiing girat can break 
our dreatii 

When sweetest * and the vermin 
voices here 

May buza so loud — we them, 

but they sting.'' 

Tlien answer'd Lancelot, the chief 
of kniglils : 

" And with what face, after my pre- 
text made, 

Slmll I appear, O Queen, at Camelot, 
• I 4 

Before a King who honors his own 
work. 

As if it were Ids God's ? ” 

Yen," said the Queen, 

** A moral child without the craft to 
rule. 

Else Imd he not lost me : but listen to 
me. 

If I must And you wit: we bear it 
said 

Tlyit men go down before your spear 
at a touirh, 

But knowing you are Lancelot ; your 
great name. 

This conquers: liide it therefore; go 
unknown : 

Win! by this kiss you will: and our 
true King 

Will then allow your pretext, O ray 
kniglit. 

As all for glory; for to speak him 
true, 

Ye know right well, liow meek soe'er 
he seem, 

No keener hunler after glory breathes, 

lie loves it in his knights more than 
himself : 

They prove to Idni hts work ; win and 
return/* 

Then got Sir l^incclot suddenly to 
horse, 

Wroth at himself. Not willing to be 
known. 
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He left Ihe barren-beaten lliorough- 

" Known am I, and of Arthur's iiall. 

xare, 

and known, 

Chose the green fiat It that showed the 

Wliat i by mere mischance have 

rarer foot. 

brought, my Bliichl. 

Anil there amttng the solitary downs, 

But siiiec 1 go to joust as one un- 

Full often lost in fancy, lost his 

known 

way ; 

At Cniiielot for the diamond* ask me 

Till ns he traced a faintly-Bhadow\l 

not, 

trade. 

Hereafter je shall know me — ’and 

That all in loops and links among the 

the shield — 

dales 

I pmy you leml me one, if sueli you 

Han to the Caatloof Astolnt, he saw 

fijive. 

Fired from the west, far on n hill, the 

Blank, or at least with some device 

towers. 

not mine/* 

Thither he made, ami blew the gate- 

Then said the fx^rd of Astolat, 

wav honi. 

Then came^n old, dumb, myxiad- 

** Here is Torre's : 

wrinkiiMl nmti. 

Hurt in iiis first tilt was my son, Sir 

Who let him into lodging and dis* 

'I'tirre. 

arm*d. 

And so, CiihI wot, his shield is blank 

And Lancelot marveird at the word- 

enough. 

less man ; 

His ye can have/* Then added ])lab 

And issning found the loril of Astolat 

Sir Torre, 

With two strong sons, Sir Torre and 

" Yea, since 1 cannot use it, ye may 

Sir Lavaine, 

have it.” 

Moving to meet him in the castle 

Here laugh'd the father saying* '‘Fie, 

court; 

Sir Churl, 

And close Ixrhind tlieni slept the lily 

Is that an answer fora nohle knight 1 

maid 

Allow him 1 but I-avaine, my younger 

Elaine, his daughter: mother of the 

here, 

house 

lie is BO full of lustihoodfhe will ride, 

There was not: some light jest 

Joust for It, and win, and bring lb iu 

among titem mso 

an Iiour, 

With laughter dying down as the 

And ael It in this damsers golden , 

great knight 

hair. 

Approach'd them : then the Lord of 

To make her Ihriee as wilful aa be- 

Astolat : 

fore." 

" Whence eomest thou, my guest, and 

*^Nay, father, nay good father. 

by what name 

Livest between the lips 1 for hy thy 

shame me not 

state 

Before this noble knight," said 3*oung 

And presence I might guess thee 

Lavaiiie, 

chief of those, 

" For nothing, Purely 1 but play'd 

After the King, who eat in Arthur's 

on Torre: 

Italls. 

He seem'd so sullen, vext he could 

Him have 1 seen : llie rest, his Table 

not go; 

Round, 

A Jest, no morel for, knight, the 

Itnown as they are, to me they are 

maiden dreamt 

unknown/^ 

Tliat some one put this diamond in 

1 tier hand* 

Then answer'd Lancelot, the chief 

j And that it was too slippery to be 

of knighta : 

1 held. 
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And slipt nntl tvU into «onn.* (Mmi or | 
«m*aTn, i 

Tlic cnat!c*w(.*H, Wilke; nnd then I 
#aitl 

Thnt if I went and if I fought and 

WfHl it 

(But ail vtns jeitnnd joke among our- 
Helvesl 

Then miifi aim keep it ajifelier. All 
wna jest. 

But, father, giTc me leave, an If he 
will, 

To ride to Cameled with iLiis noble 
knight; 

Win shall I not, but do my W»t to 
win ; 

Young a» I am, yet would I do my 
best” 

**80 ye will grace me,” answer'd 
iLiiicelot, 

Smiling a moment,^* with your fellow- 
ship 

O'er these waste drjwns whereon 1 
lost myself, 

Then were I glad of yon ns guide and 
friend ; 

And you slinll win this diamond, — 
as I hear 

It is a fair larg^ diamond, — if ye 
may. 

And yield it to thU maiden, if yo 
will” 

“ A fair large diamond,” adtled plain 
Sir 'I'ttire, 

“Such be for queens, and not for sim- 
ple maids.” 

Then alie, who held her eyes upon the 
ground, 

Elaine, and heiirtl her name «o tost 
about, 

Flush'd slightly at the slight dispar* 
agenient 

iJefore the stranger knight, who, look- 
ing at her, 

Full courtly, yet not falsely, thus 
return'd ; 

“ If what It fair be but for what is 
fair, 

And only queens are to be counted so, 

Bash were my juiigmenl then, who 
decLu this maid 


Might wear os fair a jewtd os is on 
earth, 

Not violating the bond of like to like.” 

lie spoke and ceased : the lily maid 
Elaine, 

Won by the mellow voice before she 
look'd, 

Lifted her eyes, and rea*l bis linear 
iiientfl. 

The great and guilty love he bare the 
Qmen, 

In battle with ihe love he bare Jus 
lord, 

Had marr'd his face, and mark'd it 
ere liis time. 

Another sinning on such heights with 
one. 

The flower of alt the west and all the 
world, 

Had iKtm the sleeker for il: but in 
him 

His mood was often like a flend, and 
rose 

And drtjTc liim into wastes and soli- 
tudes 

For agony, wTin was yet a living soul 

Marr'd ns lie was, he seem'd the good- 
liest tiian 

That ever among Indies ate in hall* 

And noblest, when she lifted up he? 
eyes. 

However marr'd, of more than twice 
her years, 

8 c^am*d with nn ancient swordcut on 
the cliec‘k, 

And brniseil and bronzed, she lifted up 
her eyes 

And Itjved liim, with tliat love which 
w^as her doom. 

Then the great knight, the darling 
of the court, 

T..oTe<l of the loveliest, into that rude 
hall 

Slept with all grace, and not with half 
disdain 

Hid under grace, as in a smaller time, 

But kindly man moving among Ids 
kind ^ 

Whom tlK*y with meats and vintage 
of their best 
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And IaIIt And miniitrel melcHly enter* 

tahrd. 

And niuc*! the/ mk*d of court and 
Table Hound, 

And ever well and readll/ answer'd 
he : 

But Lancelot, when they glanced at 
(lUmevere, 

Suddenly upeaking of the wordless 
man, 

Heard from the Baron that, ten year* 
before. 

The hentlicn caught and reft him of 
Ilia tongue, 

"He learnt and wam*d me of their 
fleree design 

Against my hcuise, and him they 
caught and maim'd ; 

But 1, my sons, and little daugliter 
fled 

From bonds or death, and dwelt among 
the woods 

By the great rirer in a boatman's 
buL I 

Bull days wen; thoflOt till our good 
Arthur broke 

The Pagan yet once more on Badon 
hilh" 

^'0 there, great lord* doubtless/' 
Lavaine said, rapt 

By all the sweet and sudden passion 
of youtli 

Toward greatness in Its elder, "you 
have fought. 

0 tell us — for wo live apart — you 
know 

Of Arthur's glorinus wars," And 
I^ancolot spoke 

And answer'd him at full, as Jiaving 
been 

With Arthur in tho fight which all 

^ day long 

Rang by the white mouth of the vio- 
lent Glem I 

And in the four loud batilca by the 
ail ore 

Of Duglas ; that on Bassa ; then the 
war 

That thunder'd in and out the gloomy 
skirts 

Of Cetidori the forest ; and again 


1 By castle Gumion, where the glorioni 
I King 

I Had on liis cuirass worn our Lady's 
IK-ad* 

Carved of one emerald center'd in a 
sun 

Of silver rays* that lighten'd as he 
breathed; 

And at Caerleon had he hedped tiii 
lord, 

When tiic strong nelghuigs of the wild 
white Horse 

Bet every glided parapet shuddennf ; 

And up in AgnefhCaihrcgonion too. 

And down the waste sand*«hores of 
Truth Treroit, 

Where many a lieathen fell; "and on 
the mount 

Of Badon 1 myself ladjcld the King 

Charge at the head of all his Table 
Kound, 

And all Ilia legions crying Christ and 
him, 

And break them ; and I saw him, after, 
St 11 ml 

High on a heap of slain, from spur to 
plumo 

Red as the rising sun witli heathen 
blood, 

And seeing me, with a great voice lie 
cried* 

'They are broken, they are broken T 
for I he King, 

However mild lie seems at home, nor 
cares 

For triumph in our mimic wars* the 
jousts — 

For if liis own knight cast lilm down, 
he laughs 

Saying, liii knights are better men 
than ho — 

Yet in this lieathen war the Are of 
God 

Fills him : 1 never saw his like i there 
lives 

No greater leader/* 

While he utter'd this* 

Low to her own heart said the lily 
maid, 

"Save your great self* fair lord;" 
and when be fell 
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From talk of war to tralu of pleas- 
antry — 

Beinif mirtJiful he, hut in a stately 
kind — 

She still took note that wlieii the 
living smile 

Died from Ins lips, across him came 
a cloud 

Of tnelaiiciioly severe, from which 
again, 

Whenever In her hovering to and 
fro 

The lily maid had striven to make him 
cheer, 

There brake a sudden -beaming ten* 
derness 

Of nianuers and of nature: and she 
thought 

That ail was nature, all, perchance, 
for her. 

And all night long his face before her 
Uved, 

As when a painter, poring on a face, 

Divintdy thro' all hindrance finds tlio 
man 

Behind it, and so paints him iltat his 
face, 

The shape and color of a mind and 
life. 

Lives for his children, ever at its best 

And fullest; so tJie face before her 
lived, 

Dark-splendid, speaking in the silence, 
full 

Of noble things, and held her from 
her sleep* 

nil ratlte she rose, half-cheated in the 
thought 

She needs must bid farewell to sweet 
Lavalne* 

First as in fear, step after step, she 
stole 

Down the long lower^staira, hesitat- 
ing s 

Anon, she heard Sir Lancelot cry in 
the court, 

**11118 shiehl, my friend, where is it 1 ” 
and Lav ai lie 

Past inward, as she came from out 
the tower* ■ 

There to Ids proud horse Lancelot ' 
turned, and smoothed I 


The glossy shoulder, huiuuilng to 
himself* 

Half -envious of the flattering hand, 
she drew 

Nearer and stood* ile look'd, and 
more aiiiaied 

Than if seven men had sot upon him, 
saw 

The maiden standing in tlie dewy 
light* 

He had not dream'd she was so beau* 
UfuL 

Then came on him a sort of sacred 
fear. 

For silent, tlio* he greeted her, she 
stood 

Hapt on his face ns if it were a GmPs* 

Suddenly (iasird on her a wild desire. 

That he should wear her favor at tUo 
tilt. 

She braved a riotous heart In asking 
for it. 

** Fair lord, wdjosc name I know not -- 
noble it is, 

1 wcdl believe, the noblest — wiU yon 
wear 

My favor a t ibis tourney *‘ Nay/' 
said he, 

**Fnir lady, since I never yet have 
worn 

Flavor of any lady in the lists* 

Such is my wont, as those, who know 
me, know*" 

" Yea, so," she answer'd ; ** then in 
wearing mine 

Needs must be leaser likelihood, noble 
loni, 

Tliat those who know should know 
yon**' And he tuni'd 

Her counsel up and down within his 
mind, 

And f o u nd it t rue, and answ^ r'd 
**Triie, my child* 

Well, I will wear it : fetch it out to 
me: 

What is it 1 " and she told him "A red 
sleeve 

Brolder'd with pearls," and brouglit 
it : then he hound 

Her token on his helmet, with a smite 

Saying, ** 1 never yei have done so 
much 
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Tf'trany mmilon Uvinfr/'nrui tlie HochI 

Sprang to her face atMl liird hvr with 
delight ; 

But loft her all the paler, when 
Lavainc 

HeCunung bro tight the yot*unUiaaEoti'd 
shiohl, 

HU brt>ther'« ; whieh he fpive to 
I^ncelot, 

Who parted with hi® own to fair 
Klaine : 

'* Do tne this grace, my child, to have 
my «hield 

111 keeping till 1 eoiiie/' ** A grace to 

She wvawttrM, ** twice to-tlay* I am 
your itjuire I 

Whereat Laraine laid, laughing, 
“ Lily maid, 

For fear our iieopJe call you lily maid 

In earnest, let lue bring your color 
back ; 

Cnee, twice, and thrice : now get you 
hence to heil * ” 

So kiss'd licr, and Sir Lancelot bU 
own hand. 

And thus they mowl away; alie 
ttay'd a minute, 

Then made a sudden step to the gate, 
an<t there — 

Her bright hair blown about tlie 
serin UB face 

Yet rosy*kindled w'Uh her brother^ 
kiss *— 

Paused by the gateway, standing near 
the shield 

In silence, while she watch'd their 
arms far-nff 

Sparkle, until they dipt below the 
downs 

Then to her tower she elimb'dj and 
took the shield. 

There kept it, and so lived in fantasy. 


Meanwhile tlie new companions 
past away 

Far o’er the long backs of the bu^hless 
downs, 

To where Sir I-ancelot knew there 
lived a knight 

Not far from Came lot, now for forty 
years 


A liermit, who bad pray'd, lalmr'd and 
prayM, 

Ami ever laboring liad scoop'd him- 
stdf 

In the white rock a ehaiwl and a Imll 

On massive coiuums, Uke a shorecLUf 
cave. 

And cells and cbamliers; all were fair 
and dry ; 

Tlie gri‘en light from the meadows 
umlerncath 

Struck up iiiid lived along the milky 
roofs ; 

And in the meadows tn^mulous aspem 
tn*€»s 

And poplars made a noise of falling 
showers. 

And thither wending there that night 
they boile. 

But when the next day broke from 
undcrgmuiid, 

And shot red tire and shadows thro' 
the eave. 

They rosi-, lu anl mass, broke fast, and 
rode away ; 

Tbeti Ijtncelot saying, "Hear, but 
bold my name 

Hidden, you ride with Lancelot of the 
I^e." 

Abash'd f^vainc, whose Instant rev- 
erence, 

Dearer to true young hearts than their 
own praise. 

But left him leave to slammer, " Is it 
indml ? " 

And after muiteHng "The great 
Lancelot." 

At last he got his breath and answer'd, 
" One, 

One have I seen — that other, our 
liege lord, 

The drt‘afl IVndragon, Britain's King 
of kings, 

Of wlioin the pcHjple talk myiterionsiy, 

He will be there — then were I stricken 
blind 

That minute, I might say Uiat I bad 
seen." 

Se spake T4ivAine, and when they 
reacli'd the lists 
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By Cami^bt in Ujc int^dow, let liis 
eyes 

Ron thru' the peopled gAllerj wlilch 
liftif round 

Lay like a mitibow iulVti upon tlie 
grass, 

Until they found the clear^faced King, 
who sut 

Robed iti red saniite, easily to be 
knnivn. 

Si nee Ut his erown the golden dragon 
clung, 

And down hii roI>e the dragon writhed 
in gold, 

And from the carTen-work behind 
hi in crept 

Two dragoim gilded, »l oping down to 
make 

Arms for his chair, wliile all the rest 
of them 

Thro* knots and loops and folds mnu' 
mernlile 

Fled ever ili^' the woodwork, till they 
found 

Tlie new design wliercin they lost 
thenisetres, 

Yet with all ease, so tender was the 
work : 

And, in the costly canopy o’er him 
set, 

Bla2ed the last diamond of the nanie^ 
less king. 

Then Lancelot answer^ young 
T^vaine and said, 

"Me you call great: mine is the 
firmer seat. 

The truer lance : but tfiere is many a 
youth 

Now crescent, who will eorne to alt 1 
am 

And ovei^omc it; and in me there 
dwells 

No greatness, save it be some far*off 
toueh 

Of greatness to know welt I am not i 
gnaii 

There is the man.^* And livable 
ga(K‘d upon him 

As on a thing miraculous, and anon 

The trumpets blew; and then did | 
either side, i 


They that essaird, and they that held 
the lists, 

Set lance in rest, strike spur, suddenly 
move, 

Meet in the midst, and there so 
furiously 

Shock* tiiat a man far»off might well 
perceive. 

If any man that day were left afield. 

The iiard earth shake, and a low Umu- 
der of antis. 

And Lancelot Imde a little, till he saw 

Which were the weaker; then bo 
hurl'd into it 

Against the stronger: little need to 
speak 

Of Lancelot in bis glorj* I King, duke, 
earl, 

Count, baron ^ whom he smote, he 
overtbrew* 

But in the field were Lancelot's 
kith and kin, 

Hangef] with the Table Bound that 
held the lists. 

Strong men, and wrathful that a 
stranger knight 

Should do and almost overdo the 
deeds 

Of Lancelot; and one said to the 
other, " 1 . 0 ! 

What IS he ^ 1 do not mean the force 
alone — 

The graee and versatility of the man I 

Is it not I^ncelot » ” When has 
Lancelot worn 

Favor of any lotly in the lists T 

Kot such his wont, as we, that know 
him, know." 

How then ^ who then T " a fury 
sciiH^d them all, 

A fiery family passion for the name 

Of Lancelot, and a glory one with 
theirs. 

Tliey couch'd their spears and prick’d 
their steeds, and thus, 

Tljeir plumc^s driv’n backward by the 
wind they made 

In moving, all together down upon 
Inm 

I Bare, as a wild wave in the wide 
I Konhsea, 
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GreeD^jIimmering Iowan! the suminilj 
iM^antp with all 

ItA Atormy ereAta that Amoke agalnat 
the AkieA, 

Down on a bark, and ovcrbeara the 
bark, 

And him iltat helm a it, ao they over- 
bore 

Sir DancHflot and his charger, and a 
At>ear 

l>own-gi anting lamed the charger, and 
A spear 

Trick'd sharply his own cuirass, and 
the head 

Pierced thni* his side, and there inapt, 
and remain'd. 

Tlien Sir Lavaine did well and wor- 
shipfnUy ; 

Be bore a knight of old repute to the 
earth. 

And brought his horse to Lancelot 
where he Jay* 

He up the side, sweating with agony, 
got, 

But thought to do while he might yet 
endure, 

And bcdiig lustily holpen by the rest, 

His party, — tho' it seem'd half- 
miracle 

To those he fought with, — drave his 
kith and kin, 

And all the Table Bound that held 
the lists, 

Back to the barrier ; then the trum- 
pet. s blew* 

Proclaiinlog his the prize, who wore 
the sleeve 

Of Bcarlet, and the pearls ; and all the 
knigbtM, 

Hia party, cried Advance and take 
thy prize 

The diamond*** but be answer'd, 
" Diamond me 

No diamonds I for God's love, a Utile 
air! 

Prize me no prizes, for my prize is 
death 1 

y Hence will I, and I charge you, follow 
I me not." 

R He spoke, and vanish'd suddenly 
I from the held 


With young lavaine into the poplof 
grove. 

There from his charger down he slid, 
and sat, 

Gasping to ^^lr Lavalnc, '^Draw the 
lancc-head ; " 

'Mh my sweet lord Sir Lancelot," said 
Lavaine, 

" I dread me, if I draw it, you will 
die." 

But he* ** 1 die already with it i draw — 

Draw," — and Lavaine drew, and Sir 
IwmceloC gave 

A marvellous great shriek and ghastly 
groan, 

And half his blood burst forth, and 
down he sank 

For the pure pain, and wholly swoon'd 
away. 

Then came the hermit out and hare 
him in. 

There stanch'd his wound ; and there, 
in daily doubt 

Whether 10 live or die, for many a 
week 

Hid from the wide world's rumor by 
the grove 

Df poplars with llieir noise of falling 
si Hewers, 

And ever-tremulous aspen-trees, he 
lay. 


Hut on that day when Lancelot ded 
the lists. 

Ills party, knights of utmost North 
a ml West, 

Thirds of waste marches, kings of deS' 
olate isles, 

Came round tlieir great Pendragon, 
saying to him, 

" Lo, Sire, our knight, thro' whom we 
ivon the day, 

Hath gone sore wounded, and hath 
left his prize 

Untaken, crying that his prize is 
death." 

" Heaven hinder said the King, " that 
such an one, 

So great a knight as we have seen 
to-day — ■ 

He seem'd to me another Lancelot — 
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Vc&, twenty times I tliought him 
Lnncelol — 

Re musi not pnss uncared for 
WherefoFe* rise, 

0 Gawtiln, arid ride forth amt find Itie 

knigliL 

Wotindid and wearied needs must he 
be near, 

1 charge you that you gel at once to 

horse* 

And, knigliti and kings, there breathes 
not one of you 

Will deem this prize of ours is raslily 
given : 

Ills prowess was too wondrous* Wo 
wilt do him 

No customary honor; since the knight 
Came not to us, of us to claini iJio 
prize, 

Ourselves will send it after* Ilise and 
take 

This diamond, and deliver it, and 
Wum, 

And bring us where he is, and how he 
fares. 

And cease not from your quest until 
ye find**' 

So saying, from the carven flower 
above, 

To whifh it made a restless licart, he 

tiK)k, 

And gave, the diamond; then from 
where he sat 

At Arthur's right, with imilitig face 
arose, 

With smiling face and frowning heart, 
a PHnee 

In the mid might and fiourish of his 
May, 

Gawain, sumamed The Courteous, 
fair and strong, 

And after f^ncelot, Tristram, and 
Geraint 

And Gareth, a g^md knight, hut 
therewithal 

Sir Modred's brother, and the child 

of Ijilt, 

Nor often loyal to his word, and 
now 

Wroth that the King's command to 
sally forth 


In quest of whom lie knew not, made 
liim leave 

The banquet, and concourse of knights 
and kings* 


So all in wrath he got to horse and 
went ; 

While Arthur to the lianquct, dark in 
inooi], 

Fast, thinking “Is it T^ancelot who 
hath e<ime 

Despite the wound he spake of, all for 
gain 

Of glory, and hath added wound to 
wound, 

And ridd'n away to die ? *' So fear'd 
the King, 

And, after two days' tamanco there, 
return'd* 

Tlien when he saxv the Queen, em- 
bracing ask'd, 

“ l40ve, are you yet so sick 1 " “ Nay, 
lord," she said. 

And where Is I^ncelot I " Then the 
Queen amazed, 

“ Was he not with you 1 won he not 
your prize ? ” 

" Nay, but one like Idm*” Why ihat 
like was be*" 

And when the King demanded how 
she knew. 

Said, l.^)rd, no sooner liad ye parted 
from us, 

Than l*ancelot told me of a common 
talk 

That men went down before bis spear 
at a touch. 

But knowing he was Lancelot; his 
great name 

Conquer'd; and therefore would ho 
hide his name 

From aii men, ev'u the King, and to 
this end 

Had made the pretext of a hindering 
wound, 

Tliat he might joust unknown of all, 
amt learn 

If his old prowess were in aught 
decay'd ; 

And addeil, Hlur true Arthur, when 
he learns. 
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Will well allow iiij pretext, an lor gain 

Of purer glory,* " 

Then replietl the King; 

** Far lovelier in our J4incelot liud it 
been, 

In lieu of Idly dallying with the truth. 

To have trusted me aa he hath truis^ted 
thee^ 

Surely his King and moat familiar 
friend 

M ight well have kept hia secret. True, 
indeed, 

Albeit 1 know my knights fantastical. 

So fine a fear in our large Lancelot 

Must needs have moved iny laughter : 
now rmnalns 

But little cause for laughter; his own 
kin^ 

III news, my Queen, for all who love 
him, this! — ^ 

His kith and kin, not knowingf set 
upon him ; 

So that he went sore wounded from 
the field; 

Yet good news too : for goodly hopes 
are mine 

That Laneelot is no more a lonely 
heart. 

He wore, against his wont, upon Ids 
helm 

A sleeve of scarlet, broider’d with 
great pearls, 

Some gentle maiden*s gift/' 

" Yea, lord,'* she said, 

"Thy hopes are mine/' and saying 
- that, she ehokeii. 

And sharply turn'd atiout to hide her 
face, 

Past to her chamlierj and there Hung 
herself 

Down on tlie great King's coucli, and 
writhed up>n it, 

And clem iril her fingers till they bit 
the palm. 

And shriek'd out "Traitor" to the 
unhearing wall, 

Then flnsh'd into wild tears, and rose 
again. 

And moved almut her palace, proud 
and pale. 


Gawain the while thro' all the region 
round 

Tlode witli his diamond, wearied of 
tlie quest, 

Toueb'd at ail jKiinU, except the pop* 
lar grove. 

And came at last, tho' late, to Astolat: 

Whom gliitertiig in enainetrd arrui 
the maid 

Glaneed at, and cried, " What news 
from Camelot, lord ? 

What of the knight with the red 
sleeve t " " He won." 

" I knew' it/' she snuL " But parted 
from the jousts 

Hurt ill tlie side," wlieroat she caught 
her breath ; 

Thro' her own side she felt the sharp 
lamx go ; 

Thereon she smote her hand; wellnigli 
she sw oon’tl : 

And, while he gn^ed wonderingly at 
her, came 

The Ixjrd of Astolat out, to whom 
the Prince 

Reported who he was, and on wliat 
quest 

Sent, that he bore the prize and could 
lint find 

The victor, hut had Hdd'n a random 
round 

To seek him, and had wearied of the 
seartdi. 

To whoig the Lorfl of Astolat, " Bidt 
with us, 

And ride no more at random, noble 
J'rince 1 

Here was I he knight, and here he left 
a shield; 

This will he send or come for ; fur- 
thermore 

Our son is with him; wc shall hear 
anon, 

Needs must we hear/' To this the 
courtf'o us Prince 

Accorded witli his wonted conriesy, 

Courtesy with a touch of traitor 
in it. 

And stay'd ; and cast Ins eyes on fair 
Ktaine ; 

Where could be found face dnintierf 
then her shape 
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From forehead down to foot, perfect 
— again 

From foot to forehead exquiBitelj 
turn'd t 

« Well — if ] bide, lo! thia wild dower 
for me J ” 

And oft tliey met among the garden 

yewB^ 

And there he set himself to play upon 
her 

With sallying wit, free flashes from a 
height 

Above her, graces of the court, and 
songs, 

Sighs, and slow smiles, and golden 
eloquence 

Anri amorous adulatioti, till the 
maid 

Bebtdrd against it, saying to him, 
" Prince, 

0 loyal nephew of our noble King* 

W’^by ask you not to see tlie shield he 
left. 

Whence you might leant his name ! 
Why slight your King, 

And lose the quest he eeiU you on, 
and prove 

Ko surer than our falcon yesteniay. 

Who lost the hem we slipt her at, 
and went 

To all the winds “ Kay, by mine 
head,” said he, 

*1 lose it, as we lose the lark in 
heaven, 

0 damsel, in tlte light of your blue 
eyes ; 

But an ye will it Jet me see tlic 
shield” 

And when the shield was brought, and 
(iawain saw 

Sir LnnetdoPs aaure lions, crown'd 
with gohl* 

Hamp in the field, lie smote his thigh, 
and nifH'k'd : 

” Right was the King ! our Lancetut 1 
that tme man ! " 

”And right was 1,” she answer'd 
merrily, “ I, 

Who dreaiii'd iny knight the greatest 
knight of all,” 

”Ajid if / drit>am*d,” said Gawain, 

” that you love 
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Tbit greatest knight, your pardon 1 lo, 
ye know it ! 

Speak therefore: shill I waste myself 
in vain t ” 

Full simple was her answer, ”Wliat 
know ! ? 

My brtuhren hare been all my fellow- 
ship ; 

And I, when often they have talk'd 
of love, 

Wish'd it had been my mother, for 
they talk'd, 

Meseem'd, of what tliey knew not; so 
myself — 

I know not if J know wlmt true love is. 

But if I knnw^ then, if I love not him, 

1 know there is none other I can 
love ” 

” Yea, by God's death,” said he, ”ye 
love him well, 

But would not* knew ye what all 
others know. 

And whom he loves,” ” So he it,” 
cried Elaine, 

And lifted her fair face and moved 
away : 

But he pursued her, calling, ” Stay a 
little r 

One golden minute's grace I he wore 
your sleeve ; 

Would he break faith with one I may 
not name 1 

Must our true man change like a leaf 
at last ? 

Kay — like enow ; why then, far be it" 
from me 

To cross our mighty Lancelot in his 
loves? 

And, damsel, for I deem you know 
full well 

Where your great kniglit is hidden, 
let me leave 

My quest with you ; the diamond also ; 
here ? 

For if you love, it will be sweet to 
give it; 

And if he love* it will he sweet to have 
it 

From your own hand ; and whether 
he love or not* 

A* dlainoml is a diamond. Fare you 
well 
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Athauftand times! — a thousand times 
furti^weLl ! 

Yet, if he love, ami his love hold, we 
two 

iliiy meet at court hereafter; there, 
1 tlunk, 

So ye will learn the courtesiet of the 
court. 

We two shall know each otlier/' 

Then he gave, 

And slightly kiss'd tlie hand to w hich 
he gave, 

Tlie diamond, and all wearied of the 
quest 

Leapt on his horse, and carolling as he 
went, 

A true-love ballad, lightly rode away. 

Thence to the court he past; there 
told the King 

What the King knew, '^Sir Lancelot 
is rile knight/' 

And added, " Sire, tny liege, so much 
1 learnt ; 

But fail'd to find him, tho' 1 rode all 
round 

The region : but 1 lighted on the maid 

Whose sleeve he wore ; she loves him ; 
and to her, 

I>ceming our courtesy is the truest 
law^ 

1 gave the diamond : she will render It ; 

For by mine head she knows his hid* 
ing-place/' 

The seldom-frowning King frown'd, 
and replied, 

*'Too courteous truly ! yc shall go no 
more 

On quest of mine, seeing that ye for- 
get 

Obedience is the courtesy due to 
kings/' 

lie spake and parted. Wroth, but 
all in awe. 

For twenty strokes of the blood, with- 
out a word, 

Linger'd that other, staring after him ; 

Then shook his hair, strode off, and 
buzz’d abroad 

About the maid of Astolat, and her 
love. 


All ears were prick'd at once, all 
tongues were loosed : 

” The maid of Astolat loves 8ir Lance^ 
lot. 

Sir Lancelot loves the maid of Aito* 
lat/' 

Some read the King's face, some the 
(Queen's, and ail 

Had marvel what the maid might be, 
but most 

I’redoo m'd her a s un w orthy , O ne o 1 d 
dame 

Came suddenly on the Queen with the 
sharp news. 

8he, that had heard the noise of it 
Wfore, 

But sorrowing l^ancelot should have 
stoop'd so low, 

Murr’d her friends aim with pale 
traTiquilliiy. 

Sc ran the ule like fire about the 
court. 

Fire in dry stubble a ntne-dayi' won- 
der fiariMl : 

Till ev'ii the knights at banquet twice 
or thrice 

Forgot to drink to Lancelot and the 
Queen, 

And pledj^ug Lancelot and the lily 
maid 

Smiled at each other, while the Queen, 
who sat 

With lips severely placid, felt the 
knot 

Climb in her throat, and with her feet 
unseen 

Crush’d the wild passion out agaliut 
the floor 

Beneath the Imnquet, where the meata 
la^came 

As wormwood, and she hated all who 
pleilged. 

But far away the maid in Astolat, 

Her guiltless rival, she that ever 
kept 

The one-day-seen Sir Lancelot in her 
heart. 

Crept to her father, while he mused 
alone, 

Sat on his knee, stroked his gray 
face Olid said. 
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*' you call me wilful, and the 

fault 

Is yours who let me IraTc my will, and 
now. 

Sweet father, will you lei me lose my 
wits I ** 

«Kay,” said he, « surely/' “ Where- 
fore, let me lienee/' 

She answer'd, ** and find out our dear 
Lavaine/' 

** Ye will not lose your wits for dear 
l>avaine ; 

Bide/' answer'd he : ** we needs must 
hear anon 

Of him, and of that other.” **Ay,” 
she said, 

And of that other, for I needs must 
hence 

And find that other, wheresoe'er he 
l>e, 

And with mine own hand give bis dia- 
mond to him, 

Lest 1 be found as faithless in the 
quest 

As yon proud I^iiee who left the 
q uest to nie^ 

Sweet father, I behold him in my 
dreams 

Gaunt as it were the skeleton of him* 
self, 

Death -pale, for lack of gentle 
maiden's aid, 

'Hie gentler-lKim the maiden, the 
more Imund, 

My father, to be sweet and tervice- 
ahle 

To noble knighta in sickness, aa ye 
know 

When these hare worn their tokens : 
let me hence 

I pray yon/' Then her father nod- 
ding said, 

” Ay, ay, the diamond i wit ye well, 
my child. 

Right fain were I to learn this knight 
were whole. 

Being our greatest; yea, and you 
must give it — 

And sure 1 think this fruit is hung 
too high. 

For any mouth to gape for save a 
queen's — 


Kay, I mean nothing ; so then, get you || 
gone, y 

Being to very wilful you must go/' I 

Lightly, her gull allow'd, she slipl 
away, 

And while she made her ready for 
her ride, 

Her father's latest word humm'd in 
her ear, 

“ Being so very wilful you must go,” 

And eiianged itself and echo'd in her | 
heart, 

** Being so vet 7 wilful you must die/' 

But she was happy enough and shook 
it o!T, 

As we shake off the bee that buzzes 
at us \ 

And in her heart she answer'd it and 
said, 

“ What matter, so 1 help him back to 
lifet '' 

Then far away with good Sir Torre 
for guide 

Rode o'er the long hacks of the bush- 
Eess downs 

To Cmnielot, and before tlie city-gates 

Came on her brotlier with a iiappy 

face I 

Making a roan horse caper and curvet I 

For pleasure all about a field of 
flowers ; 

Wliom when she saw, ** Lavaine/' she 
cried, ” jHavRine, 

How fares my lord Sir Lancelot?” 

He amazed, 

** Torre and Elaine ! why here ! Sir 
l^ncelfit 1 

How know ye my lord's name is Lan- 
celot f ” 

But when the maid had told him alt 
her tale. 

Then turn'd Sir Torre, and being in his 
moods 

Left them, and under the strango- 
stalued gate. 

Where Arthurs wars were render'd 
mystically, 

Past up the still rich city to his 
kin. 

His own far blood, which dwelt at 
Cainclot ; 


302 LANCELOT AND ELAINE. 


Aud her, L^vaine across tlic poplar 
grove 

Led to the cares : there first the saw 
the casque 

Uf Lancelot on the wall t her scarlet 
sleeve, 

Tho’ carved and cut, and half the 
pearls away, 

Stream'd from it still; and in her 
heart she lau^^UVI, 

Because he had not . loosed it from his 
liclm, 

But meant once more pcrehance to 
tourney in it. 

And when they gain'd the cell wherein 
he slept. 

His batlle*writhen arms and mighty 
hand 4 

Lay naked on the wolfskin, and a 
dream 

Of dragging down Ids enetny made 
them move* 

Then she that saw him lying untleek, 
unshtirn, 

Gaunt as it were the skeleton of liim^ 
self, 

Utter'd a little tender dolorous cry, 

Tiie sound not wonted in a place so 
still 

Woke the sick knight, and while he 
roU’d his eyes 

Vet blank from sleep, she started to 
him, saying. 

Tour priae tlie diamond sent you by 
the King ; " 

His eyes glisten'd: she fancied "Is it 
for me 1 *' 

And when the maid had told him alt 
the tale 

Of King and Prince, the diamond sent, 
the quest 

Assign'd to her not worthy of it, she 
knelt 

Full lowJy by the comers of his bed. 

And laid the diamond in his open 
hand. 

Her face was near, and as we kits the 
child 

That does the task assign'd, he kiss'd 
her face. 

At once she sUpt like water to the 
door. 


" Alas,” he said, "your lide hath 
wearied you. 

Rest must you have." " No rest for 
me,‘' she said ; 

“ Kay, for near you, fair lord, 1 am at 
rest." 

What might she mean by that ? his 
large black eyes, 

Yet larger thro' his leanness, dwelt 
ui>oti her, 

Till all her heart's sad secret biased 
itself 

In the heart's colors on her simple 
face ; 

And Lancelot look'd and was perplex! 
in mind, 

And being weak in body said no more; 

Hut did not love the color ; woman's 
love, 

Save one, he not regarded, and so 
turn'd 

Sighing, and feign'd a steep until be 
slept. 

Then rose Elaine and glided thro' 
the fields, 

^ And past beneath the weirdly -sculp- 
tured gates 

Far up the iltm rich city to her kin ; I 

There bode the night : but woke with 
dawn, and past 

Down thro* the dim rich city to the 
the fielils, 

Thence to the cave; so day by day 
she pa^t 

In either twilight ghost-like to and fro 

Gliding, and every day she tended 
him, 

And likewise many a night: and 
Lancelot 

Would, tho' he call'd his wound a 
little hurt 

Whereof he should be quickly whole, 
at times 

Brain-feverous in his heat and agony, 
seem j 

Uncourteous, even be : but the meek 
maid 

Sweetly forbore him ever, being to j 
him 

J^ieeker thau any child to a rough 
nurse, 
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MlUlertUan any rnnther to a ^iek cbiM. 

And nev€»r wanmn yt>i, si nee man's 
first fall, 

Did kindlier unto man, but her deep i 
iOTO 

Upbore her; till the hermit, skill'd in 
all 

The sjinplei and the science of that 
time, 

Told him that her fine care had saved 
hti life. 

And the sick map forgot her simple 
blusli, 

Would call her friend and sbler, 
sweet Elaine, 

Would listen for her coming and 
regret 

Her parting step, and held her Ion* 
derly, 

And loved her witli ail love except 
the love 

Of man and woman when they love ^ 
their best, i 

CloiesI and sweetest, and liad filed the 
death 

In any knightly fashion for her sake. 

And peradventtire had he seen her 
first 

She might have made this and that 
other world 

Another world for the sick man ; but 
now 

The shackles of an old love straitenM 
him, 

His honor rooted in dishonor stood, 

And faith unfaithful kept him falsely 
true. 

Yet the irreat knight in Ins mid-sick* 
ness made 

Full many a holy vow and pure re- 
solve. 

These, as but bom of sickness, could 
not live: 

For when the blood ran lustier In him 
again. 

Full often the bright image of one 

face. 

Making a treacherous quiet in his 
heart, 

Dispersed hh resoiulioii like a 
cloud. 


Then if the maiden, while that ghostly 
grace 

Beam'd on his fancy, spoke, he 
answer’d not. 

Or short and coldly, and she knew 
right well 

What the rough sickness meant, but 
what this meant 

She knew not, and the sorrow dimm’d 
her sight. 

And drave her ere her lime across the 
fields 

Far hiio I he rich city, where alone 

She murmur'd, ** Vain, in vain : it 
cannot be. 

He will not love me: how then t must 
1 die I '■ 

Then as a little helpless innocent bird, 

That has but one plain passage of few 
notes, 

Will sing tlie simple passage o'er and 
fier 

For all an April morning, till the ear 

Weanes to hear it, so tJie simple maid 

Went hair the night repealing, "Must 
Idiet" 

And now to tight she turn'd, and now 
to left. 

And found no ease in turning or in 
rest ; 

And " Slim or death/' she mutter'd, 
" death or him,** 

Again and like a burthen, "Him or 
death." 

But when Sir T^ncelot’s deadly hurt 
was whole, 

To AstoLat returning rode the three. 

There mom by mom, arraying her 
sweet self 

In that wherein she deem'd she look’d 
her best. 

She came before Sir Lancelot, for she 
thought 

" If I be loved, these are my festal 
robes. 

If not, the victim's flowers before lie 
fall." 

And Lancelot ever prest upon the 
maid 

That she should ask some goodly gift 
of him 
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For her own M-lf or her* ; •' «n<l do not 

simn 

To speak the wish most near to your 
true Jiearl ; 

Such Benrioe haie ye done that I 
make 

My will of yours, and Prince and Lord 
am I 

In mine own land, and what 1 will I 
can.” 

Then like a ghost she lifted up her 
face, 

But like a ghost without the power to 
s]>eak. 

And Lancelot saw that she withheld 
her wish. 

And lM>de among them yet a little 
space 

Till he should team it; and one morn 
it chancc^d 

He found lier in among the garden 
yews, 

And said, ** IXday no longer, speak 
your wish, 

Seeing 1 go ti>day": then out *he 
brake; 

" Going ! and we shall never see you 
more. 

And I must die for want of one lw>ld 
wonl," 

« Speak: that I live to hear/* he said, 
**t« vours.” 

Then suddenly and passionately she 
spoke ; 

« I have gone mad. 1 love you : let 
me die/* 

‘^Ah, sister/* answer’d Lancelot, 
” what is this ? ** 

And innocently extending her white 
arms, 

♦‘ Your love,** she said, “yonr love — 
to l>e your wife/* 

And Lancelot answer'd," Had 1 chosen 
to wed, 

I had been wodded earlier, sweet 
Elaine r 

But now there never will bo wife of 
mine,** 

" No, no,** she cried, " I care not to be 
wife. 

But to be with yoti itiU, to ace your 
face. 


To serve you, anti to follow you thro* 
the Wi»rld/' 

And I^ncelot answerM, "Kay, the 
world, the worhl, 

All ear and eye, with such a stupid 
heart 

To interpret ear gud eye, and such a 
tongue 

To blare its own intor|in:dalion — nay. 

Full ill then should I quit your 
brother 8 love. 

And your good faiher’a kindness/* 
And she said, 

" Not to be with y;'U, not to ace your 
face — 

Alas for me then, my gowl days are 

dtJiie/* 

" Kay, noble mold/' he answer'd, " ten 
times nay I 

This is not love : but love’s first flash 
in youlh. 

Most common ; yea, I know it of mine 
own S4‘lf : 

And y*m yourself will amile at your 
own self 

Hereafter, when you yield your flower 
of life 

To one more fitly yours, not thrice 
your age r 

And then will [, for true you are and 
sweet 

Beyond mine tild belief in woman 
hood, ' 

More specially ehould your good 
knight l»e itoor, 

Endow you with broad land and ter- 
ritory 

Even to the half my realm beyond 
the seas. 

So tliat would make you happy 
furthermore, 

Ev*n to the death, as tlio* ye were my 
blood, 

In all your quarrels will I be your 
knight. 

Tins will I do, dear damsel, for youi 
sake. 

And more than this I cannot/* 


, I 


While he spoks 
She neither blush'd nor shook, bnl 
deaibly'palo 


i 
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' Stood in^pioK tieamt, then 
I * r?|>luMl : 

**0f ftll thin will I nolhiiig;-* and so 

ftdJ, 

And thus tJiejr bore her iwoooing to 
her tower, 

^ Tlien spake, to wliom thro* those 
' blai'k walls of jew 

\ I Their talk had pierced, her father : 

I " Ay, H Sasli, 

I I fear me, that will strike my blossom 
i dead* 

} Too courteous are ye, fair I^ord Lauce- 

i 

{ I prmy "you, iwc some rough dis- 
1 courtesy 

To hluui or break her passion/' 

I l^aneelot said, 

**Tliat were against me: what 1 can 
I will ; ” 

And there that day remain'd, and 
Iowan! even 

i Sent for his sliicld : full meekly rose 
the maid, 

8lript off the case, and gave the naked 
sliield ; 

Then, when she heard his horse upon 
the stones, 

Unclasping flung the casement baek, 
and looked 

Down on his helm, from which her 
sleeve lind gone* 

And Lancelot knew the little clinking 
sound I 

And she by tact of love w‘as well aware 
Tlint Lancelot knew that she was look- 
ing at him* 

And yet he glanced not up, nor waved 
his hand, 

Nor bade fart^well, but sadly rode a way. 
This was ttje one discourtesy tliat he 
used* 

f 

So in her tower alone the maiden 
sat : 

fits very shield was gone; only the 
case, 

Her own poor work, her empty labor, 
left 


But still she beard him,altll his picture 
form'd 

And grew between her and the pic^ 
lured w*all. 

Then came her father, saying in low 
tones, 

'^llavo comfort,” whom she greeted 
quietly. 

Then came her brelhreu saying, 
“ Peace to thee, 

Sweet sister,” whom she answer'd with 
Jill calm* 

But when they left her to herself 
again, 

Death, like a friend's voice from a dis- 
tant fleUl 

Approaebing tliro* the darkness, 
call'd; the owls 

Wailing had piwer upon her, and she 
mtxt 

Her fanciei with the sallow-rifted 
glooms 

Of evening, and ihe moanings of the 
wind. 

And in those days she made a Utile 
song, 

And calTd her song ”Tlie Song of 
Ix>Ve ami Death,” 

And sang it : sweetly could she make 
and sing, 

“ Swec’t is true love tho' given in 
vain, in vain ; 

And sweet is death who puts an end 
to pain : 

I know not which is sweeter, no, not L 

*‘I/Ove, art thou sweet t then bitter 
death must be : 

Love, thou art bitter; sweet is death 
to me* 

0 Love, if death be sweeter, let me 

die, 

” Sweet love, that seems not made 
to fade away. 

Sweet death, that seems to make us 
loveless clay, 

1 know not wliieh is sweeter, no, not 1, 
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** I fain tifoulcl follow lovej if tliat An<I yet I cried because yo would not 
could Iks fvaw 

I iiocdB uiu»t follow dentil, who ealiB Ik-jond it, and far up the BhtuiDg 
for me ; dtitnl 

Call and [ follow, 1 (c>ll(fw 1 let me Until we found the palace of the 
die," Klni(. 

And yet yc would not: but thU niitht ' 

High with the last line scaled her 1 dreinuM 

voice, and this, That I was nit alone upon the flood. 

All in a fiery dnwumg wild with wind And then 1 said, ^ Now shall I have 
That shook the lower, the brol tiers niy will : ' 

lieanl, and thought And there I woke, but still the wish 

With shuddering, Hark the Phan- n^niain'd. 

tom (jf the liouse So let rue hence that 1 may pass at 

That ever shrieks before a death,” last 

and eaird Ifeyoml the poplar and far up the 

The father, and all three in hurry and ftnod, 

* fear Until I find the palace of the King. 

Kan to her, and jo ! the bloml-re^l light There will 1 enter in among them all, 

of dawn And no man there will dare to mock 

Flared on her face, she sbritting, ** Lei at me ; 

me die 1 ” But there the fine Oawain will wonder 

at me. 

As when we dwell upon a word we And there the great Sir Lancelot muse 
know, 1 at me ; 

Kepeating, till the wortl we know so Gawain, who bade a thouaand fare- 
well wells to me, 

Becomes a wonder, and we know not I^ncelot, wbo coldly went, nor bade 
wliy, , me one : 

So dwelt the father on her face, and And there the King will know me and 
tliought my love, 

“ Is this Klaine 1 ” till back tbe maiden And iliere the Queen herself wiJl pity 
fell, me, 

Then gave a languid hand to each, And all the gentle court will welcome 
and lay, me, 

Speaking a Btill good-tnotTow with her And after my long voyage I shall 
eyes* rest I " 

At last she said, “ Sweet brothers, yes- 

I wmllTcuriw* littk- maul aKain, " ° 

As happy ns when wc dwelt amfuig ^ i * f 

the wijiuls Light-headed, for what force is yours 

\nd wlicn VC used to take me with ^ 

the flood - ^ «'*»creforo 

Jp the great river in the boatman's *v Tir ^ ’ i. 

* On this proud fellow again, who 

Jnly ye would not pass beyond tbe st orns us all T 

. enpe 

That lias the poplar on it: there ye Then the rough Torre began to 

flxt heave and move, 

I'our limit, oft returuing with ibe And bluster into stormy sobs and 
tide, say. 

; 

/ 

i 
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** 1 nevtr loved him : an I meet with 

Yet, seeing you desire your child to 

him, 

live, 

T care not howaocvcr he lie, 

Tliankw, but yon work against y,our 

Tlien will 1 strike at liini and strike 

own lie sire ; 

him down. 

For if 1 could believe the things you 

Give me good fortune, I will strike 

say 

him dead, 

I should but die the sooner; wherefore 

For this diseoinfort he hath done the 

cease. 

house " 

Sweet father, and hid call the ghostly 
man 

To whom the gentle sister made 

Hither, and let me shrive me clean, 

repiy» 

and die/' 

'* Fret not yourself, dear brollier, nor 

So when the ghostly man had come 

lie wroth. 

Seeing it is no more Sir I^neelot's 

and gone* 

She with a face, bright as for sin for* 

fault 

Not to love me, than it is mine to 

given, 

Besought Lavaine to write as she 

love 

Him of all men who seems to me the 

devij^l 

highest/' 

A letter, word for word; and when he 
ask'd 

Highest t *' the father answer'd, 

** Is it for Lancelot, is it for my dear 

edming highest ? " 

lord ? 

(He meant to break tlic passion in 

Then will I boar it gladly ; ” she re* 

her) '*nay, 

Daughter, I knijw not what you call 

plied, 

** For I^nctdol and the Queen and all 

the highest ; 

the world, 

But this 1 know, for all the people 

But I myself must bear it/' Tlien he 

know it. 

wrote 

He loves the Queen, and in an open 

The letter she devised ; which being 

shame: 

writ 

And she returns his love In open 

And folded, “ 0 sweet father, tender 

shame ; 

and true, 

Deny me not” she said — "ye never 
yet 

If this be high, what is it to be low 1 " 

Then spake the lily maicl of Asto- 

Denied my fancies — this, however 

lat; 

strange, 

** Sweet father, all too faint and sick 

My latest: lay the letter in my 

am 1 

hand 

For anger: these are slanders; never 

A little ere 1 die, and close the hand 

yet 

Ui>on it; 1 shall guard it even in 

Was noble man but inarle ignoble talk. 

dentlK 

tie makes no friend who never made 

And when tlie heat is gone from out 

a foe. 

my heart, 

But now it li my glory to have loved 

Then take the little bed on which 1 

One peerless, without stain : so let me 

died 

pass, 

For l.4incidot'a love, and deck it like 

My father, howsoe'er 1 seem to you. 

the Qneen'ft 

Not all unhappy, having loved God's 

For richness, and me also like the 

IkCSt 

Queen 

And greatest, tUo' my love had no 

In all [ have of rich, and lay me on 

return ; 

it* 
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And let there be prepared a chariot- 
bier 

To Jake me to the river, and a barfte 

Be ready on the river, dollied in binds, 

1 go in itate lb conn, to ini.Tt tJie 
Queen. 

There lurdy I shall speak for mme 
own self, 

And none of you can sps^ak for nio 
80 well. 

And ilierefore let our dumb old man 
alone 

Go with me, he can steer and row, 
and lie 

Will guide me to that palace, to the 
doors," 


She ceased: her father prombed; 
whereupon 

She grt*w Ro cheerful that tliey deemM 
her tleath 

Was rather in the fantasy than the 
blood. 

But ten slow tnomings past, and on 
(be eleventh 

Her father laid the letter in her hand, 

And closed the hand upon it, and situ 
died. 

So tliat fijiy there was dole in Asttilat, 

But when the next sun brake from 
underground, 

Then, those two bretbron slowly with 
ben t brows 

Accompanying, the satl dianot-bier 

Past like a shadow thro' the Add, 
that shone 

Fulbaummer, to that stream whereon 
the barge, 

I'aird all its length in blackest samite, 
lay. 

There sat the lifelong creature of the 
bouse, 

Loyal, the dumb old servitor, on deck, 

Winking his eyes, and twisted all hts 
face. 

So those two brethren from the chariot 
took 

And on the black decks laid her in 
her bed, 

Set in her hand a lily, o'er her hung 


The silken case with braided blaaon- 
iiigs, 

And kiss'd her quiet brows, and saying 
to iier 

" Sister, farewell for ever," and again 
** Farewell, swe^et sister." parted all in 
tears. 

Then rose the dumb old servitor, and 
the dead, 

Oar'd by the dumb, went upward with 
the J!fio<l — 

In her riglit hand the lily, in her left 
The letter — all her bright hairstrennh 
ing down — 

Ami all the coverlid was cloth of gold 
iJrawn to her waUl, and she herself 
in white 

All but lier face, and that clear-fea^ 
lured face 

Was lovely, for she did not seem as 
dead, 

But fast asleep, and lay as tho' she 
smiled. 

That day Sir T^ncclot at the palace 
cravfMl 

Audience of Giiifieverc, to give at last 
'i’he price of half a rt^alm, his costly 
ffifb 

HanI won and hardly won with bruise 
and blow, 

With deaths of others, and almost hit 
own. 

The ni ne*y ears-fought-for diamonds: 
lor he saw 

One of hi*r house, and sent him to the 
Queen 

Bearing his wisli, whereto the Queen 
agreed 

With sueli and so unmoved a majesty 
t)hc might have seem'd her statue, but 
that he. 

Low-drooping till he wellnigh kiss'd 
her feet / 

For loyal awe, saw with a sidelong 

The shallow of some piece of pointed 
lace, 

In the Queen's shadow, vibrate on the 
walls, 

And parted, laughing in his courtly 
heart. 


LANCELOT AND ELAINE. 


309 


All it> »ii orit‘1 «n tlic BUHiinor •tilt-*, 

’Vim^flail, of Arthur’* {uilaoc toward 

the strvariit 

They met, ami I^nceiot kneeling 
utter'd, !* Quee^n, 

XiAdy, my liege, in whum 1 have my 
}^yt 

Take, what I had not won except lor 
you, 

These jewels, and make me happy, 
making them 

An antdei for the roundest am on 
earth, 

Or necklaae for a neck to which the 
awan’a 

Is tawnier than her cygnet's: tliese 
are words : 

Your beauty is your beauty, and 1 
eiti 

In »pe«king, yet O grant niy worship 

of it 

Words, as we grant grief tears. Such 
sin in words 

Perchanee, we both can pardon : but, 
niy Queen, 

I hear of rumors flying thro your 
court. 

Our bond, as not the bond of man and 
wife, 

Should have in it an absotuter trust 

To make up that defect : let rumors 
be: 

When did not rumors fly T these, as I 

Til at you trust me m your own noble- 
ness, 

t may not well believe that you be- 
liever 

While thus be spoke, half turn'd 
away, the Queen 

Brake from the vast oriel-embowering 
vine 

Leaf after leaf, and lore, and cast 
them off. 

Till all the place whereon she stood 
was grt^en ; 

Then, when he ceased, in one cold 
passive hand 

Beceived at once and laid aside the 
gems 

There on a table near her, and replied t 


** It may be, I am quicker of belief 

Than you believe me, Lancelot of the 
Lake. 

tJur bond is not the bond of man and 
wife. 

This good is in it, whatsoe’er of ill, 

ll can be broken easier. I for you 

This many a year have done despite 
and wrong 

To one whom ever in my heart of 
hearts 

I did acknowledge nobler. What are 
these 1 

Diamonds for me! they had been 
thrice their worth 

Being your gift, had you not lost your 
own. 

To loyal hearts the value of all 
gifts 

Must vary as the giver’s. Not for 
me t 

For her! for your new fancy. Only 
this 

Grant me, I pray you : have your joys 
apart. 

1 doubt not that however clianged, 
you keep 

So much of what is graceful: and 
myself 

Would shun to break those bounds of 
courtesy 

In which as Arlhur’s Queen I move 
and rule : 

So cannot si>eak my mind. An end 
to thisl 

A strange one! yet 1 take it with 
Amen. 

So pray you, add my diamonds to her 
pi'arls : 

Deck her with tliese; tell her, she 
shines me down: 

An armlet for an ann to which the 
Queen’s 

la haggard, or a necklace for a neck 

O as much fairer— as a faith once fair 

Was richer than tlu^se diamonds — 
hers not mine — 

Nay, by ilie mother of our Lord him- 

Or hers or mine, mine now to work 
my will — 

She shall not have them." 
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Stiymg which ahe seiztMl, 

And, thrn* IhecNtsemciit atatiding: wide 
fer heat, 

Flung them, and down they daali'd, 
and smote tlie 

Then frnrn tliemnitten surface flaali'd, 
as it were. 

Diamonds to meet them, and they past 
away. 

rheo while Sir Lancelot leant, in half 
disdain 

At love, life, all things, on the window 
ledge, 

Close underneath his eyes, and tight 
across 

Where these had falton, slowly past 
the barge 

Whcretin the lily maid of Astolat 

, Lay smiling, like a star in blackest 
night. 

But the wild Queen, who saw not, 
burst away 

To weep and wail in secret ; and the 
barge, 

On to the palaetMloorway sliding, 
paused. 

There two stood arm'd, and kept the 
door ; to wdiom, 

All up the marble stair, tier over 
tier. 

Were atlded mouths that gaped, and 
eyes that ask'd 

**What U it?” hut that oarsman's 
haggiml face. 

As hanl and still as is the face that 
men 

Shape to their fancy's eye from broken 
rocks 

On some cliff-side, appall'd them, and 
they said, 

He it enchantefl, cannot speak ^ 
ami she. 

Look how she sleeps — the Fairy 
Queen, «o fair? 

Yea, but how palei what are iheyf 
flesh and hlood ? 

Or come to take the King to Fairy* 
land ? 

For some do hold our Arthur cannot 
die. 

But that he passes into Fairyland." 


While thus they babbled of the 
King, the King 

pame girt with knights; then turn'd 
the tongueless man 

From the halMace to tlie full eye, 
and ruse 

And pointed to the dainsel, and the 
doors. 

So Arthur bade the mc(>k Sir IVreivalo 

And pure Sir GaLahail to uplift the 
maid ; 

And reverently they hone her into 
Imlh 

Then came the fine Gawain and woi> 
der'd at her. 

And Lancelot later came and mused 
at her. 

And last (lie Queen herself, and pitied 
her : 

But Arthur spied the letter in her 
hand, 

Stoopt, took, brake seal, and road it; 
this was all : 


« Xfost noble lord, Sir Lancelot of 
the Lake, 

1, sometime eall’d the maid of Astolst, 

Come, for you left me taking no fare- 
well. 

Hither, to take my last farewell of 
you. 

1 loved you, and my lofe had no 
return. 

And therefore my true love has Ijcen 
my death. 

Am] therefore to ourT.4tdy Guinevere, 

And to all other ladles, I make moan* 

Fray for my snnl, and yield me luirial. 

Fray for my soul thou too, Sir Laor 
celot, 

As thou art a knight peerless.” 


Thus he read ; 

And ever in the reading, lords and 
dames 

Wept, looking often from his face wlio 
read 

To hers which lay so silent, and at 
times, 

So touch'd were they, half-thinking 
tbit her tipi, 


LANCFJOT AI^D 


311 


Who liar! de?l»€d the letter, moved 
agAin. 

Tlien fwly ipoke Sir Lancelot to 
them all ^ 

« My loni liege Arthur, and all ye that 
liear, 

Know that for this iuo»t gentle 
mail ten's deatli 

Bight heavy am 1 ; for good she was 
and true. 

But loved tile witli a love heyond all 
love 

In women, whotnioever t have known. 

Yet to Ite loved inakus not to love 
again ; 

Not at my years, however it hold in 
youth. 

I iwear by irulli and knightliood that 
1 gave 

No causi% not willingly, for such a 
love i 

To this I eall my friends in testimony, 

Her brethnm, 'and her father, who 
himself 

Besought me to he plain and blunt, 
and use. 

To break her passion, some discourtesy 

Against my nature: what I could, 1 

did. 

1 left her and T bade her no farewell ; 

Tho', had I dreamt the damsed would 
have died, 

I might have put my wits to some 
miigh use. 

And help'd her from herself/' 

Tlien said the Queen 

(Sea was her wrath, yet working after 
storm ) 

“ Ye might at least have done her so 
much grace. 

Fair lord, as wonhl have help'd her 
from her death." 

He raised his head, their eyes met and 
hers fell, 

He adding, 

** Queen, she would not he content 

Save that 1 wedded her, which could 
not W\ 

Then might she follow me thro' the 
world, she ask’d j 


It could not be, I told her that her 
love 

Waa but the flash of youth, would 
darken down 

To rise hereafter in a stiller flame , 

Toward one more worthy of her — 
then would I, 

More specially were he, she wedded, 
|joor, 

Estate them with largo land and ter* 
ritory 

In noine own realm beyond the narrow 
seas, • 

To keep tliem in all Joyance: more 
tlmn this 

I could not; this slie would not, and 
she died.** 

He pausing, Arthur answer'd, "O 
my knight. 

It will bo to thy worship, as my 
knight, 

And mine, as head of all our Table 
Kouncl, 

To see that she be buried worship- 
fully/' 

So toward that shrine which then in 
all the rc'alm 

Was ricliesl, Arthur loading, slowly 
went 

The marshaird Order of their Table 
Hound, 

And Lanctdut sad beyond Ids wont, 
to soo, 

Tlie maiden buried, not as one un- 
known. 

Nor meanly, but with gorgeous obse- 
quies, 

And mass, and rolling music, like a 
queen. 

And when ihe knigUls had laid her 
comely lu^ad 

f^w in the dust of half-forgotten 
kings. 

Then Arthur spake among them, 
" I^t her tcmib 

Be costly, ami her image thereupon, 

And let the shield of Lancelot at her 
feet 

Be carven, and her lily in her hand. 
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A toil Jet the story of her doioroiu 
Toyiii^c 

For all true liearts be blazon'd on her 
tomb 

In letters p^old and azure 1 which was 
wrouitht 

Thereafter- but when now the lords 
and dames 

And peojde, from the high door 
streaming, brtilce 

DUonlerly, as homeward each^ the 
Queen, 

Wiio mark'd Sir Lancelot where he 
moved apart, 

Drew near, and sigh'd in passing, 
Lancelot, 

Forgive me; mine was jealousy in 
love.*’ 

He answer'd with his eyes upon the 
ground, 

"That is love's curse; pass on, my 
Queen, forgiven.'* 

But Arttiur, who beheld his cloudy 
brows, 

Approach'd him, and with full aflec- 
Uon said, 


If one may judge the living by the 
(iead. 

Delicately pure and marvellously fair, 

\\’Jio mlgiit Jiave brought tliee, now a 
lonely man 

Wifeless and heirless, noble issue, sons 

Born to ilie glory of iliy name and 
fame, 

My knigiit, the great Sir Lancelot of 
the Lake/' 

Then answer'd Lancelot ** Fair she 
was, my King, 

Pure, as you ever wish your knighti 
to be. 

To doubt iier fairness were to want an 
eye, 

To doubt her pureness were to want a 
heart — 

Yea, to be lovetljif what is worthy love 

Could bind him, hut free love will not 
be bound." 

"Free love, so Imund, were freest’* 
saiil the King, 

"Lot love he free; free love is for 
the bi^st : 

And, after heaven, on our dull side of 
death. 

What should be best, if not so pure a 
love 

Clothed in so pure a loveliness ! yet 
tliee 

She fail'd to bind, iho* being, as I 
think, 

Unbound a« yet, and gentle, as I 
know/' 


And Lancelot answer'd nothing, but 
he went. 

And at the inruimingof a little brook 

8at by I he river in a cove, and 
, watch'd 

The liigh reed wave, and lifted up hii 
eyes 

And saw the barge that brought her 
moving down. 

Far-off, a blot upon the stream, and 
said 

Low in himself, " Ah simple heart and 
sweet. 


"Lancelot, my Lancelot, thou in 
whom 1 have 

Most joy and most affiance, for 1 
know 

What thou hast been in battle by ray 
side, 

And many a time have watch'd thee 
at the tilt 

Strike down the lusty and long prac- 
tised knight, 

And let the younger and un skill'd 
go by 

To win his honor and to make his 
name. 

And loved thy courtesies and thee, a 
man 

Made to he loved; but now I would 
to God, 

Seeing the liomeJess trouble in thine 
. eyes. 

Thou coiildst have loved this maiden, 
shaped, it seems. 

By God for ihee alone, and from her 
face. 
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Ye loTeit niCj iurclj with a 

love 

Far tenderer than my Queeti*i. Pray 
for thy soul 1 

Ay, that will L Farewell too — now 
at la«t — 

Farewell, fair lily, Mealoumy in 
love ! ' 

Kot rather dead love’s harsh heir, 
jealous pride ! 

Queen, if 1 grant the jealousy as of 
love, 

Way not your treseent fear for name 
anil faille 

8poak, as it waxes, of a love that 
wanes ? 

Why did the King dwell on my nanie 
to me ? 

Mine own name shames me, seeming 
a rt'proaeh, 

J^relot, whom the Lady of the Lake 

Caught from his mother's arms — 
the wondrous one 

Who passes thro* the vision of the 
night — 

She chanted snatehes of tnystenous 
hymns 

Heard on the winding waters, eve and 
mom 

She kissM me saying, * Thou art fair, 
my child, 

As a king's son,* and often in her arms 

She bare me, pacing on the dusky 
mere. 

Would she had drown'd me In it, 
where'er it lie 1 

For what ami? what profits me my 
name 

Of greatest knight % 1 fought for it, 

and have it: 

Beasur4^ to have it, none ; to lose it, 
pain ; 

Now grown a part of mo : hut what 
use in it? 

To make men worse hy making my 
sin know n ? 

Or sin seem less, the sinner seeming 
great 1 

Alas for Arthur's greatest knight, a 
man 

Not after Arthur's heart I I needs 
must break 


These b<mds that so defame me : not 
without 

She wills it : would f, if she will'd it ? 
nay, 

Who knows ! but if 1 would not, then 
limy (jod, 

1 pray him, send a sudden Angel down 

To seize me by the hair and bear me 
far, 

And fling me deep in that forgotten 
mere, 

Among the tumbled fragments of the 
hills." 

So groan’d Sir Lancelot in remorse* 
ful pain, 

Kot knowing he sliould die a holy 
man. 


THE HOLY GRAIT., 

From noiseful arms, and acts of 
prowess done 

In lournament or tilt, Sir IVreivale, 

Whom Arthur and his knighthood 
call'd The I*ure, 

Had pass'd into the silent life of 
prayer, 

Praise, fast, ami alms; and leaving 
for the cowl 

The helmet in an abbey far away 

From Came lot, there, and not Jong 
after, died. 

And one, a foHowmmnk among 
the rest, 

Ambrosius, foved him much beyond 
Ihe rest. 

And honor'd him, and wrought into 
his heart 

A way by love tint waken'd love 
within. 

To answer that which came: and as 
they sat 

Ileneath a world-old yew-tree, darken- 
ing half 

The cloisters, on a gust ful April mom 

That puff'd the swaying branches into 
smoke 

Above them, ere the summer when 
he died* 
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The monk Ambrosiue quej^tion’d 
TercivAle : 

"O brother, I liare icen this jew- 
tree »mnke, 

^prinK nfter «pniig, for half & hun- 
dred years : 

For never liave 1 known the world 
without, 

Nor ever sIntjM beyond the pale : but 
thee, 

When first thou earnest — such a 
courtesy 

Spake thro' the ILtnbs and in the 
voic5e — 

\ knew 

For one of ttiose who cat fn Artitur's 
hatl ; 

For good ye are and bad^ and like to 
coins. 

Some true, some light, but every one 
of you 

Stamp’d with the image of the King ; 
and now 

Tell me, what drove thee from the 
Table Hound, 

My brother t was it earthly passion 
crost 1 " 

" Nay/’ said the kniglit ; ** for no 
such passion mine 

But the sweet vision of the Holy 
Grail 

Drove me from all vainglories, rival- 
ries. 

And earthly heats that spring and 
sparkle out 

Among us in the jousts, while women 
watch 

Who wins, who falls ; and waste the 
spiritual strength 

Within us, better offer’d up to 
Heaven.” 

To whom the monk: “The Holy 
Grail! — ^1 trust 

We are green in Heaven’s eyes; but 
here too niueh 

We moulder — as to things without 1 
mean — 

Yet one of your own knights, a guest 
of oiirs. 


Told ns of this in our refectoiy. 

But spake with such a sadness and so I 
low 

We heard not half of what he said, I 
What is it? 

The phantom of a cup that cornel 
ami goes ! ” 

“ Nay, monk ! what phantom t " \ 

answer’d iVrcivale. | 

" The cup, the cup itself, from which j 
our Lord 

Drank at the last sad supper with hli ' 
own. I 

I'his, from the blessed land of Aro- 

mnt — i 

After the day of darkness, when th« i 

dead 

Went waiidi^ring o’er Moriab — the 

good saint ^ 

Atimutluean Joseph, journeying 
brought 

To Glastonbuiy, where the winter 

tliorn j 

Blossoms at Christmas, mindful of 
our Dird. 

And there awhile it bode; and If a 

man i 

Could touch or see it, he was heal'd 1 

at once, j 

By faith, of all Ids Ills, But then tha 

limes I 

Grew to such evil that the holy cup 
Was caught away to Heaven, and 
disappear’d.” 

To whom the monk: “From our 
old books 1 know 

That Joseph came of old to Glastoi^ 
bury, 

And there the heathen FrSnee, Arvi- 

rngus, i 

Gave him an isle of marsh whereon to j 
huiki ; j 

And there he built with wattles from 

the marsh ' 

A little lonely church in days of yore, i 
For so they say, these books of oun^ 
but "siH»m 

Mute of this miracle, far ns 1 have read. 

But who first saw the holy thing to- 
day T ” 
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"A woniAii/' answer'd Pereirale, 
"a nun, 

Adi] one no furUier oil in Ulood from 
ri»e 

Than sister ; and if over holy maid 

With knees of a^loratlon wore the 
stone, 

A holy maid ; tho* never maiden 
glow'd, 

But timt was in lior earlier maiden- 
IiocmI, 

Witli sueh a fervent flatiic of human 

Wbieli Iwing rudely blutited, glanced 
and shot 

Only to holy things; to prayer and 
praise 

She gave henelf, to fast and alms. 
And yet, 

Kun as she was, the scandal of the 
Court, 

Sin against Arthur and the Table 
Round, 

And tbe strange sound of an aduher- ; 
ous race, 

Across the iron grating of her cell 

Beal, and she pray'd and fasted all 
tlic more. 

And he to whom she told her sins, 
or what 

Her alt but utter whiteness held for 
sin. 

A man wellnigh a bumlred winters old, 

Spake often with herof the Holy Grail, 

A legend handcnl down thro* flve or six, 

And each of these a hundrtMl winters 
old. 

From our Lord's time. And when 
King Arthur made 

His Talile Round, and all men's hearts 
became 

Clean for a senson, surtdy he liad 
thought 

That now the Holy Grail would come 
again ; 

But sin hmke out. Ah, Christ, that it 
would come. 

And heal the world of alt their wicked- 
ness ! 

*0 Father t ' ask'd the maiden, ' might 
it come 


To me by prayer and fasting 1 ’ * Kay,* 
said he, 

* 1 know not, for thy heart is pure aa 
snow^' 

And so she pray'd and fasted, till the 
still 

Shone, and the wind blew, thro' her, 
and I thought 

She might have risen and floated when 
1 saw hen 

" For (m a day she sent to speak 
with me. 

And when she came to spt^ak, behold 
her eyes 

Beyond niy knowing of them, In^auti- 
fnl. 

Beyond all knowing of them, won* 
derfiil, 

Benniiful in the light of holiness. 

And *0 my brother rercivale,' she 
said, 

' Sweet bnither, 1 have seen the Holy 
Grail : 

For, waked at dead of night, I heard 
a sound 

As of a silver horn from o’er the lulls 

Blown, and I thought, "It is not 
Arthur's use * 

Ttrhunt by moonlight; " and the slen- 
der sound 

As from a disiance beyond distance 
grew 

Coming upon me^O never harp nor 
horn, 

Nor aught we l)Iow with breath, or 
touch with hand, 

Was like that music as it came; and 
then 

Stream'd thro' my cell a cold and 
silver beam, 

And down the tong beam stole tbe 
Holy Grail, 

Rose-red with beatings in it, as if 
alive, 

Till all the white walls of my cell were 
dyc<] 

With rosy colors leaping on the wall ; 

And then the music faded, and the 
Grail 

Fast, and the lieam decay’d, and from 
the walla 
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The rtiftv quirerinjfs tlipd into the 
night. 

So now the Holy Thing Is here again 

Among tii, brother, faut thou too and 
pray. 

And tell thy brother knights to fast 
and priiy. 

That to pe reliance the riston may be 
seen 

By thee and those, and all the world 
be heard/ 

’ Then leaving tlie pale nun, 1 spake 
of this 

To all men ; and myself faste^l and 
prayM 

Always, and many among us many a 
week 

Fasted and pray*d even to the utter* 
most, 

Expectant of the wonder that would 
be. 

” And one there was among us, ever 
moved 

Among us in white armor, Galahad. 

'God make thee good as thou art 
beauiiful/ 

Said Artiiur, when he dtihb’d hjm 
knight ; and none. 

In so young youth, was ever made a 
knight 

Till Galahad ; and this Galahad, when 
he hearfi 

My sister's vision, flUM me with ama^e; 

llis eyes ht^eame so like her own, they 
seem'd 

Hers, anti himself her brother more 
than L 

"Sister or brother none had he; but 
some 

Call'd him a son of Lancelot, and some 
said 

Begotten by enchantment — chatterers 
they, 

Life birds of passage piping up and 
down, 

That gape for flies — we know not 
whence they come ; 

For when was Lancelot wanderingly 
lewdi 


“ But she, the wan sweet niaiden, 
shore away 

Clean from her forehead all that 
wealth of hair 

Wlilcli made a silken mat- work for 
her feet ; 

And out of this she plaiteil broad and 
long 

A strong sword*beIt, and wove with 
silver thread 

And crimHon in the belt a strange 
device, ^ 

A crimson gruil within a silver beam ; 

And saw the briglit boy*knight, and 
bonncl it on him, 

Saying, * My knight, my love, my 
knight of lieaven, 

O thou, my love, whose love is one 
with mine, 

L maiden, nniml thee, maiden, bind 
niy licit. 

[ Go forth, for thou shalt sco what 1 
have seen, 

And break Ihro’ all, till one will crown 
I hoc king 

Far in the spiritual city i * and as she 
spake 

She sent her deatUicss passion in her 
eyes 

Tliro' him, and made him hen, and 
laid her mind 

On him, and he believed in bcrbtdief. 

** "rhen came a year of miracle : O 
brother, 

In our great hall there stood a vacant 
chair, 

Fashion'd by Merlin ere Iio past away, 

And careen with strange figures; and 
in and out 

The figures, like a serpent, ran a scroll 

Uf letters in a tongue no man could 
read. 

And Merlin l ail'd it ‘The Siege peril- 
ous/ 

Feriloiis for good and ill; ' for there/ 
he said, 

‘ Xo man could sit but he should lose 
himstdf : ' 

And once by misadvertence Merlin sat 

In his own chair, and so was lost ; but 

l»e. 
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GaUhftcl, wh^n lie heard of MerUn^n 
doom, 

Cried, *Jf I lose mjielf, 1 ante my- 

ftojfr 

** Then on a sommer night it came 
to paw, 

While the gre^at Imnqnet lay along the 

hath 

That Galahad trould all down in Mer- 
lin's chair. 

" And nil at once, as there wc sat, 
we heard 

A cracking and a nring of the roofs, 

And rending, and a hlait, and orer- 
head 

T]mnder,aiid in the thunder was a cry. 

And in the Mast there emote along the 
hall 

A beam nf light seven times more 
clear than day r 

And clown the long beam stole the 
Holy Gmil 

AU overcover'd with a luminous cloud, 

And none lujglii sec wlio bare it, and 
It past. 

But every knight beheld his fettow's 
face 

As in a glory, and all the knights arose, 

And staring each at other like dumb 
men 

Stood, till I found a voice and svrare 
a vow. 

**l sware a vow before them all, 
that I, 

Be^'ausc I bad not seen the Grail, would 
ride 

A twelvemonth and a day in quest of 
it. 

Until I found and saw it, as the nun 

My sister saw it ; and Galahad sware 
the vow, 

And good Sir Bors, our l^ncchjt's 
cousin, sware, 

And Lancelot aware, and many among 
the knigiits, 

Aud G a wain sware, and louder than 
the rest." 

Tlien spake the monk Ambrosius, 
asl^g him, 


" What said the King? Did Arthur 
take the vow I " 


2Cay, for my lord/* saJd Percivale, 
** the King, 

Was not in hall: for early that same 

dayt 

Scaped liiro* a cavern from a bandit 
hold, 

An outraged maiden sprang into the 

hall 

Crying on help : for all her shining 
hair 

Was smear'd with earth, and either 
milky arm 

Hed-rent with houki of bramble, and 
all she wore 

Torn as a sail that leaves the rope is 
torn 

In tempest: so the King arose and 
went 

To smoke the scandalous hive of those 
wild bees 

Tliat made such honey in his realm, 
IIowl>eit 

Some little of this marvel he too saw, 

Heturuiug o'er the plain that then 
Ijegan 

To darken under Cam clot ; whence the 
King 

Look'd up, efllling^ aloud, * I*o, there ! 
the roofs 

Of our great hall are roirU in thunder- 
smoke 1 

Fray Heaven, they be not imilten by 
the bolt/ 

For dear to Arthur was that hall of 
ours. 

As having there so oft with ail bis 
knights 

Feasted, and as tlie stateliest under 
heaven. 


**0 brother, had you known our 
mighty hnll. 

Which Merlin built for Arthur long 
ago ! 

For all the sacred mount of Camelot, 

And all the dim rich city) roof by 
roof. 

Tower after tower, spire beyond spire, 
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By grove* and gunleiidown* and mib- 
ing brook* 

Cllniiba lo the mighty hall that Merlin 
built. 

And four great zones of sculpture, set 
betwixt 

With many a mystic symbol, gird the 
hall: 

And in the lowest beaata are skying 
men, 

And in the second men are slaying 
bensis* 

And on the third are warrior#, perfect 
men. 

And on the fourth arc men with grow- 
ing wingi, 

And over all one statue m the mould 

Uf Arthur, made by Merlin, wiil» a 
crown* 

And peaked wings pointed to the 
Northern Star. 

And eastward fronts the statue, and 
tile crown 

And both the wings are made of gold, 
and flame 

At sunrise till the people in far 
fields, 

Wasted so often by the heathen 
hordes. 

Behold it* crying, * We have still a 
King.' 

“And, brother, had you known our 
hail within, 

Broader and higher than any in all 
the lands! 

Where twelve ^at windows blazon 
Arthur’s wars, 

And all the light that falls upon the 
board 

Streams thro' the twelve great battles 
of our King, 

Nay, one there is, and at the eastern 
end, 

Wealthy with wandering line# of 
mount anti mere, 

Where Arthur finds the brand Kxcali- 
bur. 

And also one to the west, and counter 
to it. 

And blank : and who shall blazon itl 
when and how I — 


O there, perchance, when all our wart 
are done, 

Tlie brand Kxcalibur will be cast 


“ So to this hall full quickly rode I ' 
the King, J 

In liorror test the work by Merlin | 
wrought, j 

Dreamlike* should on the sudden van- 
ish* wrapt 

In unRHuorseful fold# of rolling fire. 

And in he rode, and up 1 glanced, and j * 
saw 

The golden dragon sparkling over all; 

And many of those who bunti the 

hold, their arms ! 

Hack’d, and their foreheads grimed 

with smoke, and sear'd* ! j 

Follow’d, and in among bright facoi, 
ours, 

Full of the vision, prest ; and then the | 
King I 

Spake to me, being nearest, ^Fercb | 
vale,' ; < 

(Because the hall wa# all in tumult — I 
some 

Vowing, and some protesting), ' what 

isthUr 

“ 0 brother, when 1 told him wliat 
had chancH^d, 

My sister'i vision, and the rest, his 
face 

Darken'd, as I have seen it more than 

once, ! 

When some brave deed seem’d to be 
done in vain, 

Darken ; and ‘ Woe is me, my knight#,* 
he cried, 

* Had I been here, ye had not sworn 
the vow.* 

Bold was mine answer, * Had thyself 

lieen’ here* i 

My King* thou wouhtst have sworn.' 

* Yea* yea,' said he, 

' Art thou so bold and hast not seen 
the Grail I ' 

"'Nay, lord* I heard the sound, I 
saw the light, 
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But finc^ I did not ice the Holy 
Thin^, 

1 Birare a vow to follow it till 1 b&w.* 

Then when he aak'd us, kniglit by 
kni|;ht, if any 

Had seen it, ^1 their answers were as 
one: 

*Nay, lor^i, and tfierefore haTo we 
sworn OUT rows/ 

" * Lo now/ said Arthur, * hare ye 
seen a cloud t 

What go ye into the wilderness to 
see f ' 

“ Tlien Galahad on the sudden, and 
in a voice 

Shrilling along the hall to Arthur, 

caird, 

*But I, Sir Arthur, saw the Holy 
Grail, 

I saw the Holy Grail and heard a cry — 

** O Galahad, and 0 Galahad, foUow 
me,^ ' 

" ‘ Ah, Galahad, Galahad,' said the 
King. * for such 

As thou art is tlie riston, not for 
these. 

Tliy holy nun and thou have seen a 
sigVi — 

Holier is none, my rercirale, than 
she — 

A sign to maim this Order which 1 
made. 

But ye, that follow but the leader's 

beir 

(Brother, the King was hard upon his 
knights) 

'TnUessin is our fullest throat of song. 

And one hath sung and all the dumb 
will sing. 

Lancelot is Ijancelot, and hath over- 
borne 

Fire knights at once, and ereiy 
younger knight, 

Unproven, holds himself as Lancelot, 

Till overborne hyone, he learns — and 
ye, 

What are ye ! Galahads ? — no, nor 
Perci vales * 


(For thus it pleased the King to range 
me close 

After Sir Galahad); ^nay,' »*iid he, 
* hut men 

With strength and will to right the 
wrong’d, of power 

To lay the sudden heacis of violence 
flat, 

Knights that in twelve great battles 
splash'd and dyed 

The strong White Horse in his own 
heathen blood — 

But one hath seen, and all the blind 
will Si'e. 

Go, since your vows are sacred, being 
made : 

Yet — for ye know the cries of all my 
realm 

Pass thro' this hall ^ — how often, O my 
knights, 

Your places being vacant at my 
side, 

This chance of noble deeds will come 
and go 

Unchallenged, while ye follow warn 
dering flres 

Lost in the <]ungmire 1 Many of you, 
yes most, 

Return no more : ye think I show my- 
self 

Too dark a prophet: come now, let 
us meet 

TIic morrow mom once more in one 
full field 

Of gracious pastime, that once more 
the King, 

Before ye leave him for this Quest, 
may count 

The yebunbroken strength of all liia 
knights. 

Rejoicing in that Order which he 
made/ 

" So when the sun broke next from 
nnder ground, 

All the great table of our Arthur 
closed 

And clash'd in such a tourney and so 
full, 

So many lances broken — never yet 

Had Camelot seen the like, since 
Arthur ctune; 
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And I and Galahad, tut a 

strength 

Was in us from tlic vkbn, ovcrtlm'W 

So uiany knights that all the larople 
cried. 

And aluioat hurst the harriers in their 
heat, 

Shouting, * Sir Galahad and Sir Per« 
civale ! ’ 


^‘But when the nesct day brake 
fratn under grouniJ^ — 

O hrotlicr, had you knovru our Catue- 
lot. 

Built by old kings, age after age, so 
old 

The King himself had fears that it 
would fall. 

So strange, and rich, and dim; for 
where the roofs 

Totter'd toward each other in the 
»k>\ 

Met foreheads all along the street of 
those 


Who watch'd ns pass ; and lower, and 
where the long 

Rich galleries, ladydaden, weigh'd the 
necks 

Of dragons dinging to the cnuiy walls, 

Thicker than drops from tii under, 
slibwers of dowers 

Fell as we past; and men and hoys 
astride 

On wyvcni, lion, dragon, griffin, swan, 

At all the comers, named us each by 
name, 

Calling * God speed 1 ' but in the woys 
he low 

The knights and ladies wept, and rich 
and poor 

Wept, and the King himself could 
hardly speak 

For grief, and all in middle street the 
Queen, 

Who rode by Lancelot, wail'd and 
shriek'd aloud* 

'This madness^has come on us for our 

sinsp' 

So to the Gate of the three Queens we 
came, 

Where Artltur's wars are rendered 
mystically. 


And thence departed eTery one hit 
way, 

''And I was lifted np in heart, and 
thouglit 

Of all my Jate-shown prowess in the 
lists, 

How my strong lance had beaten down 
the knights. 

So many and famous names; and 
never yet 

Had heaven appear'd so blue, nor 
eaitli so green, 

For all toy blood danced in me, and 1 
knew 

That 1 should light upon the Holy 
Grail, 


''Thereafter, the dark warning of 
our King, 

That most of us would follow wander- 
ing fires. 

Came like a driving gloom across my 
mind. 

Then every evil word I had spoken 
once, f 

And every evil thouglit I had thought 
of old. 

And eveiy evil deed I ever did, 

Awoke ami cried, 'This Quest is not 
for thee/ 

And lifting up mine eyes, 1 found my- 
self 

Alone, and in a land of sand and 
thorns. 

And I was thirsty even unio death; 

And I, too* cried, ' This Quest is not 
for thee/ 


" And on I rode, and when I thought 
my thirst 

Would slay me, saw deep lawns, and 
then a brook, 

With one sharp rapid, where the crisp* 
ing white 

Play'd ever back upon the sloping 
wave, 

And took both ear and eye ; and o’er 
the brook 

Were apple-trees, and apples by the 

brook 


THE HOL V GEAJL. 32L 


Fallen, and on ibe lawns. ‘ 1 will rest 

lure,’ 

I said, ' 1 am not worthy of tlie Quest i* 

But even while I dmrik the bruok, and 
ate 

The goodly apples, all these things at 
once 

Fell Into dust, and 1 was left alone, 

And tlnrstliig, in a land of sand and 
thorns. 

“And then l>eliold a woman at a 
door 

Spinning ; and fair tlie home whereby 
siie sat, 

And kind the woman's eyes and inno- 
eent, 

And all her bearing gracious j and she 
rose 

Opening her amis to meet roe, as who 
should say, 

' Rest here ; ' hut when I touch’d lufr, 
Jo I she, too, 

Felt into dust and notldng, and the 
liouso 

Became no lieller than a broken shed. 

And in it a dead lm\w; and also this 

Fcdl into dust, and 1 was left alone. 

“And on 1 rode, and greater was 
my thirst. 

Then flash Vi a yellow gleam across 
the world. 

And wlicre it smote the plowshare in 
the field, 

The plowman left his plowing, and 
fell flown 

Before it; where it glUterVl on her 
pail, 

Tlie milkmaid loft her milking, and 
fell down 

Before it, and I knew not why, but 
thought 

* The sun is rising,' tho' the sun had 
risen. 

Then was 1 ware of one tliat on me 
moved 

In golden armor with a crown of gold 

About a easque all jewels; and his 
horse 

In golden armor je well'd everywhere : 


And on the splendor came, flushing 
iue blind ; 

And seemVl to me the Lord of all the 
world. 

Being so huge. But when I thought 
lie nicunt 

To crush me, moving on me, lo I he, 
too, 

0|H‘n’d his arms to embrace tne as he 
ca me, 

And up 1 went and touch’d lam, and 
he, too. 

Fell into dust, and I was left alone 

And wearying in a land of sand and 
thorns, 

“ And T rode on and found a mighty 
tall. 

And on the top, a city waird r the 
spires 

Prick’d w iih incredible pinnacles into 
heaven. 

And by the gateway atirr’d a crowd ; 
and these 

Cried to me ell mb I ng, * Welcome, Per- 
civale 1 

Thou mightiest and thou pun^st 
among men ! ' 

And glad was I and clomh, but found 
at top 

No man, nor any voice. And Ihcncc 
1 past 

Far thro' a ruinous city, and I saw 

That man had once dwelt there; but 
there 1 found 

Only one man of nn exceeding age. 

* W here is that goodly company,' said I, 

‘That so tried out upon me ? ' and he 
had 

Scarce any voice to answer, and yet 
gasp’d, 

‘Whence and wliat art thou I ’and 
even as he spoke 

Fell Into dust, and disappear'd, and I 

Was left alone once more, and cried 
in grief, 

‘ Lo, if 1 find the Holy Grail itself 

And touch U, it will crumble into 
dust.’ 

“And thence I dropt into a lowly 
vale. 
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Low at tfie hill was higli, and where 
tiie vale 

Waa lowest, found a elvaj>el» and 
tliervhy 

A holy hermit in a hermitage, 

To whom t told my phantoms, and lio 
said I 

** * O Bon, thou hast not true humllily, 
The liighest virtue, mother of them all ; 
t'or when the Lortl of all things made 
Himself 

Naked of glory for It is mortal change, 
** Take tliou my rolie/' she said, “ for 
all is thine/' 

And all her forni shone forth with 
BQdden light 

So that tlie angels wgfe amazed, and 
the 

Follow'd Him down, and like a flying 
star 

Leil on the gray -hair'd wisdom of I lie 
east ; 

But her thou hast not known: for 
what is this 

Thou tliooghtesi of thy prowcBs and 
thy sins? 

Thou hast not lost thyself to save 
thyself 

Ab Galahad.' When the hermit made 
an end. 

In silver armor suddenly Galahad 
shone 

Before us, nnd against the chapel door 
Ljiid lanee, and enter'd, and we knelt 
in prayer. 

And there the hermit slakoil my burn- 
ing thirst. 

And at the saering of the mais I saw 
The holy elements atone ; htii he, 

* Saw ye no more ? I, Galahad, saw 
the Grail, 

The Holy Grail, descend upon the 
shrine : 

r saw the fiery face ns of a child 
That smote itself into the bread, and 
went; 

And hither am I come ; and never yet 
Hath what thy sister taught me first 
to see, 

This Holy Thing, fail'd from my side, 
nor come 


Cover'd, hut moving with me night 
and day, 

Falnler hy clay, hut always in the night 

BloiHl-riM], nnd sUdirtg down ilie black- 
en'd marsh 

Blood-red, and on tlie naked moimtaiii 
top 

Blood-n-il, and In the sleeping mere 
ludow 

Bloml-red. And in the strength of 
litis i roile, 

Shattering all evil customs every- 
where. 

And past thro* Papn realms, and 
made them mine. 

And clasii'd witii Tagan hardes, and 
iMjre them down, 

And broke thro' a 1 1, and in the strength 
of this 

Come victor. But my time Is hard at 
hand. 

And hence I go ; and one will crown 
me king 

Far in the spiritual city; and come 
thou, too, 

For thou slialt see the vision when I 

go/ 

While thus he spake, his eye, 
dwelling on mine. 

Drew me, with jtower upon mo, till I 
grew 

One with him, to believe as he be- 
lieved. 

Then, when the day began to wane, 
wc went, 

"There rose a hill that none but 
man could climb, 

Scarr'd with a hundre<l wintry water- 
courses — 

Storm at the lop, and when we gain'd 
it, storm 

Bound us and death; for every mo- 
ment giaiu'ctl 

His silver arms and gloom'd : so quick i 
' and thick 

The lightnings here and there to left 
and right 

Struck, till the dry old trunks about 
us, dcatl. 
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rotten with a liutnlrc*! yeart of 

deatlij, 

Sprnnpr iirto Arc*: and at the Imee we 
found 

Oil citlu-r hand. aa far as eye couicl see, 

A great blaek Biratnp and of an evil 
smell, 

Part lilnek, part whiten’d with tlie 
bones of men, 

Not to be erott, save that lome ancient 
king 

Had built a way, whero, Unit'd with 
many a bridge, 

A thousand piers ran into the great 
fiea. 

And Galahad fled along them bridge 
by bridge. 

And every bridge as quickly as he 
Croat 

Sprang into fire and vanish'd, tho' 1 
yeani’d 

To follow; ami thrice above him alt 
the heavens 

Open'd and blazed with thunder sucli 
as seem’d 

Shoutings of all the sons of God \ and 
first 

At once I saw him far on the great 
Sea, 

In silver-shining armor starry-clear ; 

Anil o’er his head the Holy Vessel 
hung 

Clothed in white samite or a luminous 
cloud. 

And with exceeding swiftness ran the 
boat. 

If boat it were — 1 saw not whence it 
came. 

And when the heavens open'd and 
blazed again 

Boaring, T saw him like a silver star — 

And had he set the sail, or had the 
boat 

Become a living creature clad with 
wings ? 

And o’er hts head the Holy Vessel 
hung 

Redder than any rose, a joy to me, 

For now I knew the veil had been 
withdrawn. 

Then in a moment when they blazed 
again 


GfK^ning, I saw the least of Utile stars 

Down on the waste, and straight 
ht'yond the star 

I saw the spiritual city and all her 
spines 

And gateways in a gloty like one 
pearl — 

Ka larger, tho' the goal of all the 
saints — 

Strike from the sea ; and from the 
a t a r there sliot 

A rose-red sparkle to the city, and 
there 

Dwelt, and I know it was the Holy 
Grail, 

Wliich never eyes on earth again 
shntl see, 

Tlitn fell the tloods of heaven drown- 
ing the deep. 

And how iny fcH‘t recrost the death- 
ful ridge 

No memory in me Uvea j but that I 
touch'd 

The chapelHloors at dawn,! know; 
and thence 

Taking my war-horse from the holy 
man, 

Glad that no phantom vext me more, 
return'd 

To whence I came, the gate of Arthur's 
w-ars." 

brother," ask'd Ambrosius, — 
“ for in sooth 

These ancient books — and they would 
win thee — teem. 

Only I dnd not there this Holy Grail, 

With miracles and niarveU like to 
these, t 

Not all un I ike ; which of tentime I read, 

Who read but on my breviary with 
ease. 

Till my head swims ; and then go forth 
and pass 

Down to the liltlo thorpe that lies so 
close, 

And almost plaster'd like a martin's 
nest 

To these old walls — and mingle with 
our folk ; 

And knowing every honest lace of 
theirs 
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As well as ever shepheril knew liia 
sheep, 

And every horoely secret in their 

liearts, 

Delight inyself with gossip and old 
wives. 

And ills and aches, and teethings^ 
lyings-in, 

And mirtliful sayings, children of the 
place, 

That have no meaning half a league 
away ; 

Or lulling random squabUles when 
they rise, 

ChaSreringa and chattmngs at the 
market-cross, 

Kejoiee, sniAU niaii,in this sipall world 
of mine, 

Yea, even m thoir hens and in their 
eggs — 

O brother, saving tins Sir Galahad, 

Came ye on none but plmutoms in 
your quest, 
man, no woman I " 

Then Sir Percivale ; 

^ All men, to one bo bound by such a 
vow. 

And women were as phantoms. O, 
my brutiier. 

Why wilt thou shame me to confess 
to thee 

Itow far 1 falter'd from my^ quest and 
vow ? 

For after I had lain so many nights, 

A bedmate of the snail and eft and 
snake, 

In grass and burdock, I waa changed 
to wan 

And meagre, and the vision had not 
come ; 

And then I chanced upon a goodly 
town 

With one great dw'clHng in the middle 
of it ; 

Thither I niade, and there was I dis- 
arm'd 

By maidens each as fair as any flower i 

But when they led mo into hail, be- 
hold. 

The Princess of that castle was the 
one, 


Brother, and that one only, who liad 
ever • 

Made my heart leap; for when I 
niiived of aid 

A slender page a bout her father’s hail. 
And she n slender maiden, all my 
heart 

Went after her with longing; yet we 
twain 


Had never kiss'd a kiss, or vow'd a 
vow. 

And now 1 came upon her once again. 

And one had wedded her, and he was 
dead, 

And all Ids Land and wealth and state 
were hers. 

And while I tarried, every day she 
set 

A bamjuet richer than the day liefope 

By me; fur all her longing and her 
will 

Was toward me as of old; till one 
fair morn, 

I walking to and fro beside a stream 

That flash'd across her orchard under* 
neuth 

Her castle-wolls, she stole upon m> 
walk, 

And calling me the greatest of all 
knights, 

Embraced me, and so kiss'd me the 
first time. 

And gave herself and all her wealth 
to me. 

Then 1 remember'd Arthur's warning 
word. 

That most of tia would follow warn 
dering fires, 

And the Quest faded in my heart. 
Anon, 

The heads of all her ptmple drew to 
me, 

VV^ith supplication both of knees and 


> 


longue : 

*We have heard of thee: thou art 
our gn^aiest knight, 

Our Lady Bays it, and we well heliove: 

Wed thou our 1.4idy, and ruk over ui. 

And thou shall be as Arthur in our 
land,' 

0 me, my brother 1 but one night my 
vow 
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Burnt me wUliin, <o tJiat I rose ami 
fled. 

But wnil’d ami wept, and bated mine 
own »el f , 

And eT'n ilie llolj' Quest, ajid all but 
) her; 

Tlion after I was join'd with Galahad 
I Cored not for her, nor oii^ tiling upon 
I earUi/' 

Then said the monk, "Poor men, 

I when yule U cold, 

^ Must l>e content to sit by little flres. 

' And this am I, so that ye care for me 

' Ever so little; yea, and blest be 

I Heaven 

I That brought thee here to this poor 
, bouse of ours 

Where all the brethren are so hard, 

I to warm 

1 My CO d heart with a friend : hut 0 
I the pity 

I To find thine own first love once 
more — to bold, 

I Hold her a wealthy bride within thine 
amis, 

Or all hut hold, and then — cast her 
aside. 

Foregoing alt her sweetness, like a 
wetaL 

For we that want tlic warmth of 
double life. 

We that are plagued with dreams of 
something sweet 

Beyond all sw^ectiiess in a life so 
rich,^ — 

Ah, blessed I^ord, I speak too earthly- 
wise. 

Seeing I never stray'd lieyond the cell, 
But live like an old badger in his 

earth, 

With earth about him everywhere, 
despite 

All fast and penance. Saw ye none 
j lieside, 

None of your knights 1 " 

" Yea so," said Perclvale : 
“One night my pathway swerving 
east, I saw 

I The pelican on Uie casque of our Sir 
! Bora 


All in the middle of the rising moon : 

And lowanl him spurt'd, and hail’d 
him, and he me, 

And each made joy of either; then 
he ask'd, 

* Where is he t host thou seen him — 
Lancelot 1 — Once*' 

Said gCHid Sir lJor8,*he dash'd across 
me — mad, 

And maddening what he rode: and 
^hen ] cried, 

“ liidest thou then so Imlly on a quest 

So Jioly/' I^ncelot shouted, "Stay 
me noil 

I have bt‘eti the sluggard, and I ride 
apace, 

For now there is a lion in the way." 

So vanish'd/ 

" Then Sir Bors had ridden on 

Softly, and sorrowing for our Lan- 
celot, 

Because his former madness, once the 
talk 

And scandal of our table, had re- 
turn'd; 

For Lancelot's kith and kin so wor^ 
ship him 

Tliat ill to him is ill to them ; to Bors 

Beyond the rest: he well had been 
content 

Not to have seen, so Lancelot might 
have seen, 

'riie Holy Clip of healing; and* indeed, 

Being so clouded with his grief and 
love, 

Small heart was his after the Holy 
Quest : 

If God would send the vision, well; 
If not, 

The Qm‘st and he were in the hands 
of Heaven. 

^ And then, with small adventure 
met, Sir Bors 

Bode to the loneliest tract of all the 
realm, 

And found a people there among 
their crags. 

Our race and blood, a remnant that 
* were left 
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Payniin amid their cirelei, nnd the 
stones 

They pitch up straight to heaven : 
and their wise men 

Were strong in that old magic which 
can trace 

The watuieriiig of the stars> and 
seoiTd at him 

And this higti Quest as at a simple 
thing: 

Told liim be follow'd — almost Ar* 
thur's words — 

A mocking fire i * what other fire than 
he, 

Whereby the hlood boats, and the 
blossom hlowSf 

And the sen rolls, and all the world is 
warm'd ? * 

And when his answer chafed them, 
the rough crowd, 

Hearing he had a difference with 
their prk*st8, 

Seized him, and bound and plunged 
him into a cell 

Of greiit piled atones; and lying 
boundeii tlieru 

In darkness lliro' innumerable 
hours 

He hearrl the hollow^ringing heavens 
sweep 

Over him till by miracle — what 
else t — 

Heavy as it was, a great stone sUpt 
and fell, 

Such as no wind could more: and 
thro' the gap 

Glimmer’d the streaming scud; then 
came a night 

Still as the day was loud ; and thro* 
the gap 

The seven clear* stars of Arthur's 
Table Round — 

Tor, brother, so one night, because 
they roll 

Thro* such a round in heaven, we 
named the stars, 

Rejoicing In ourselves and in our 
King — 

And these, like bright eyes of familiar 
friends, 

In on him shone : * And then to pie, 
to me/ 


Said good Sir Bors, * beyond all hopei I 
of mine. 

Who scarce had pray'd or ask'd it for 
myself — 

Aeross the seven clear stars — j 

grace to me — I 

In color like the fingers of a hand 
liefore a liuming taper, the sweet 

Grail i 

Glided and past, and close upon it peal’d , 

A ftharri quick thunder/ Afterwards, | 

a mai.l, \ 

Who kept our holy faith among her I 

kin ! 

In secret, entering, loosed and let him 

go/* 1 

To whom the monk: *'And I re- 
member now 

That pelican on the casque : Sir Bott i 
it was 

Who spake so low and sadly at our 
board ; 

And mighty reverent at our grace 
was lie : 

A squanHiet man and honest; and bia 
eyes, 

An out-door sign of all the warmth 

within, 1 

Smiled with his lips — a smile beneath 
n cloud, 

But heaven liad meant it for a sunny 
one : 

Ay, ay, Sir tlors, who elset But 

when ye reach'd I 

Tbo city, found ye all your knights I 
return'd, 

Or was there sooth in Arthur's propb- 
ecy, 

Tell me, nnd what said each, and 
what the Kingl*' 

L 

Then answer'd Percivale-' "And; 
that can 1, i , 

IJnUher, and truly; since the living 

worth I 

Of BO great men as Lancelot and tiur 
King 

Pass not from door to door and out 
again. 

But sit within the house, O, when we | 
reach'd ^ 
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Tlie citx* our horecu ^tumbling an 
thc*y irocie 

On hfftpn of ruin, bomU'nit unicorns. 

Crack'd ba^iilisika, and splinter'd cock- 
atrk'f.^. 

And shatter'd Ulbots, which liad left 
the stones 

Haw, tliat they fell from, brought m 
to the bait 


" And there sat Arthur on the dais 
throne, 

And tUme that had gone out upon the 
Quest, 

Wasted and wum, and but a tithe of 
them, 

And those that Imd not, stood before 
the King, 

Who, when he saw me, rose, and bade 
me hail, 

Saying, 'A welfare in thine eye re- 

proTcs 

Our fear of some disastrous chance 
for thee 

On hill, or plain, at sea, or flootliiig 
fortl. 

So fierce a gale made liaroc here of 
late 

Among tlie strange devices of our 
kings ; 

Yea, shook this newer, stronger hall 
of ours, 

And from the statue Merlin moulded 
for us 

Half-wixnch'd a golden wing; but 
now — the Quest, 

This vision — hast thou seen the Holy 
Cup, 

That Joseph brought of old to Glas- 
tonbury 1 


"Bo when 1 told him all thyself 
hast hear^l,^ 

Anihrosius, and my fresh but fix! re- 
solve 

To pass away into the quiet life, 

lie answer'd not, but, sharply turn- 
ing, ask'd 

Of Gawain, * Gawaiu, was this Quest 
for tliee I ' 


" ‘ Nay, hml,' said Gawain, * not for 
such as I, * 

Therefore 1 communed with a saintly 
man, 

Who made me sure tlie Quest was not 
for me ; 

For I was mueh a wearied of the 
Quest i 

Rnt found a silk pavilion in a field. 

And merry maidens in it; and then 
this -gale 

Toro my pavilion from the tenting- 
pin, 

And blew my merry maidens all 
about 

With ail discomfort; yea, and but for 
this, 

My twelvcTTionih and a day were 
pleasant to me.’ 

"lie ceaaed; and Arthur tum'd to 
wliom at first 

He saw not. for Sir Bora, on entering, 
push'd 

Athwart the tlirong to Lancelot, 
caught his hand, 

Held it, ami there, half-hidden by him, 

■ stood. 

Until the King espied him, saying to 
him, 

*Hail, Bors! if ever loyal man and 

Could see it, ihou hast seen the Grad; 
and Hon*, 

* Ask me not, for I may not spe ak of 

I saw it; 'and the tears were in Ins 
eyes. 

"Tlien there remain'd but Lance- 
lot. for the rest 

Spake but of sundry perils in the 
storm; 

Perhaps, like him of Cana in Holy 
Writ, 

Our Arthur kept his best until the 
last ; 

*Thou, too, my Lancelot,' ask'd the 
King, ‘ my friend, 

Uur mightiest, hath this Quest avail'd 
£)r ihce ? ' 
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** * Our ' Rnsw^r'd I^nce- 

lot, with a groan ; 

'O King! * — ami lit* paused, 
jijvthought 1 gpk'd 

A dying Are of madness in his eyes — 

•O King, my friend, if friend of thine 
I be, 

Happier are those that welter in their 
sin, 

Swine in the mud, that cannot see for 
slime, 

Slime of the ditch : but in me lived a 
sin 

So strange, of such a kind, that all of 
pure, 

Noble, ami knightly in me twined 
and dung 

Round that one sin, until the whole- 
some flower 

And poisonous grew together, each as 
each. 

Not to lie piiickM asunder; and when 
thy knights 

Sware, i sware with them only In the 
Iiojie 

That could I touch or see the Holy 
Grail 

Tljcy might bo pluck’d asunder, Tlien 
1 spake 

To one most holy saint, who wept and 
said. 

That save they could be pluck'd 
asunder, all 

My quest were but in vain ; to whom 
I vow’d 

TIint I would work acconJing as he 
willNL 

And forth I went, and while 1 yearn’d 
ami strove 

To tear the twain asunder in my 
heart, 

My madness came upon me as nf ohi. 

And w'liipt me into waste fields far 
away ; 

There was 1 beaten down hy little 
men. 

Mean knights, to whom the moving 
of my sword 

And flhad<iw of my spear had been 
enow 

To scare tlicm from me once; and 
then 1 came 


Alt in my folly to the nakeil shore. 

Wide flats, where nothing but coarse 
grasses grew; 

But such a blast, iny King, began to 
blow, 

So loud a blast along the shore and 
sea, 

Ye could not hear the waters for the 
blast, 

Tho’ heajit in mounds and ridges all 
the sea 

Drove like a cataract, and all the sand 

Swept like a river, and the clouded 
heavens 

Were shaken with the motion and the 
sound. 

And blackening in the sea-foam 
sway’d a Imat, 

Ilalf-swallow'd in it, anchor’d with a 
chain ; 

And in my mmlness to myself I said, 

** I will embark and I will lose myself, 

And in the great sea wash away my 
sin," 



Seven iUyn I drove along the drcaiy 
deep, 

And with me drove the moon and all 
the stars ; 

And the wind fell, and on the seventli 
night 

1 heatti the shingle grinding in the 
surge. 

And felt the boat shock earth, and 
looking up, 

Ikdiold, the enehantiKi towers of Car- 
lionek, 

A eastle like a rock nfam a rock, 

With chasmdike portals open to the 
sea, 

And steps that met the breaker! there 
was none 

Rlood near it but a lion on each side 

'fliat kept the entry, and the moon 
was fulh 

Then from the lioat I leapt, and up 
the stairs. 

There drew my sword. With suddenK 
flaring manes 

Tliose two great lieasts rose upright 
like a man, 
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Each ifript a ahoulder^ aiu) 1 itCKJcl 
|jctwc<*n ; 

And, when 1 would have smtlten 
ihum, lioapi a ¥oict% 

•‘iJoubt nut, go forwani; if thou 
doubt, tliu beaeU 

Will tear tlKt! piece mea L" Then with 
Tlulence 

The 8 word w'aa fla^hM from out my 
hand, and fell. 

Ami up into the sotimling hall 1 pant \ 

But nothing in tlie aouiuling liall i 
saw, 

Ko bench nor table, painting on the 
wall 

Or shield of knight,* only the rounded 
moon 

Tliro’ the tall oriel on the rolling sea. 

But always in the quiet house t hoard. 

Clear m a lark, high o’er me a« a lark, 

A 8weet voice singing in tlie topmost 
b>\ver 

To the eastwnit! ; up I climb'd a thou- 
sand steps 

With pain r as in a dream I teemed to 
climb 

Eoreveri at the last I reach'd a door, 

A ligitt was in tlie craifmes, and I 
heani. 

Glory and joy and honor to our 
Lord 

And lo the Holy Vessel of the Grail." 

Then in my madnena 1 essay'd the 
door ; 

It gave ; and thro' a stormy glare, a 
heat 

Ai from a seven timesdieated furnace. 

Blasted and bu nit, and blinded as T 
was. 

With sueii a fierceness tlial I swoon'd 
away — 

0, yet methought 1 saw the Holy 
Grail, 

All pall'd in crimson samite, and 
oround 

Great angeds, awful shapes, and wings 
and eyes. 

And but for alt my madness and my 
sin, 

A nd then my swooning, I had twom 
1 saw 


That whieli 1 saw; but what I saw 
was veil'd 

And cover'd ; and this Quest was not 
for me/ 

“,So speaking, and here ceasing, 
Lancelot left 

The hall lung silent, till Sir Gawaii 
— nay. 

Brother, I need not tell thee foolisl 
words, — 

A reckless and irreverent knight was 
he, 

Now bolden'd by tlve silence of his 
King,— 

Well, 1 tell thee; 'O IGng, my 
liegtv' he aairj, 

* Hath Gawain fail'd in any quest of 
thine 1 

Wlicn have t stinted stroke in fough- 
len field ? 

But ns for thine, my good friend 
Percivale, 

Thy holy nun and thou have driven 
men mad, 

Yea, made our mightiest madder than 
our least. 

But by tnine eyes and by mine ears I 
swear, 

1 will be deafer than the blue-eyed 
cat, 

And thrice as blind as any noonday 
owl, 

To holy virgins in their ecstasies, 

Henceforward," 

“ * Deafer/ said the blameless 
King, 

' Gawain, and blinder unto holy 
things 

Hope not to make thyself by idle 
vows, 

Being too blind to have desire to see. 

But if indeed there came a sign from 
heaven. 

Blessed are Bors, Lancelot and I'er* 
civHk, 

For these have seen according to 
their sight. 

For every fiery prophet in old limes. 

And all the sacred madness of the 
bold. 
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When God make music thro' Ihenij 
could bul Hpcak 

His music by the framework and the 
chord ; 

And as ye saw it ye have spoken 
truth. 

a * yfay — bul thou eirest, Lancelot ; 
never yet 

Could all of true and noble in knlgbt 
and man 

Twine rouncl one sin, whatever Jt 
might l>e, 

With auch a closeness, but apart tliere 
Rrew, 

Save that lie were the swine tliou 
spakest oL 

Some root of knighthood and pure 
nobleness ; 

Whereto see thou, tliat it may bear 
its flower, 

** * And spake I not too truly, O my 
knights ? 

Was I too dark a prophet when 1 said 

To those who went upon the Holy 
Quest, 

That most of them would follow 
wandering fires, 

Lost in the quagmire? — ^lost to me 
and gone, 

And left mo gaatingat a barren hoard. 

And a Jean Unler — scarce return'd a 
tithe — 

And out of those to whom tlic vision 
came 

My greatest hardly will believe he 
saw; 

Another liath beheld it afar off, 

And leaving human wrongs to right 
themselves, 

Cares but to pass into the silent life. 

And one lialh Itad the vision face to 
face. 

And now his chair desires him here 
in vain, 

However they may crown him other* 
where. 

" ‘ And some among you held, that 
if the King 

Had seen the eight he would have 
sworn the vow: 


£^ot easily, seeing that the King must 
guard 

That which he rules, and is but os the 
hind 

To whom a space of land is given to 
plow.. 

Who may not wander from the allot- 
ted field 

Before iiis work be done ; but, being 
ill me, 

l.ct visions of the niglit or of the 
day 

Come, as they w ill ; and many a time 
tliey eome. 

Until this earth he walks on seems 
not earth. 

This light that sirtkei liis eyeball is 
not light. 

This air that smites liis forehead is 
not air 

But vision — yea, hU veiy hand and 
foot — 

In moments when he feels he cannot 
die. 

And knows himself no vision to him- 
self. 

Nor tlie high God a vision, nor that 
One 

Who rose again : ye have seen wdiat 
ye have seen/ 

" So spake the King : I knew not all 
he nieatit.” 
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King ARTiirn made new knights to 
fill the gap 

Left by the Holy Quest; and as he 
sal 

In the liall at old Caerleon, the high 
dfjors 

Wore softly sunder'd, and thro' these 
a youth, 

Pelleas. and the sweet smell of the 
fields 

Past, and the sunshine came along 
with him. 

"Make me thy knight, because 1 
_ ^ know. Sir King, 
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in thAt beloni^A lo knighttuKK], Ati<l I 
luve." 

Ouirli wji» his crj- : for ItAving lii^ard 
tlio King 

3a J let proclaim A tonmaineiTt — the 
prize 

A go lilt'll circlet ami a knightly sworrl, 

Full fain hail IVllcaa for his lady 
won 

The golden circlet, for himself the 
sttord ; 

And there were those wlio knew him 
near the King, 

And prom i sell for him : and Arthur 
iniide him knight. 

And this new knight. Sir I'elleas of 
tlie Isles — 

Tim lately come to liis Inheritance, 

And lord of many a barren isle was 
he — 

Hiding at nooiip a day or twain be- 
fore, 

Across the forest cal I'd of Dean, to 
find 

Caerleon and the King, had felt the 
sun 

Beat like a strong knight on his 
helm, and n^el'd 

Almost to falling from his horse ; but 
saw 

Near him a mound of evemsloping 
side. 

Whereon a hundred stately beeches 
grew, 

And here and there great hollies under 
them ; 

But for A mile all round was open 
spai'e. 

And fern and heath : and slowly l*el- 
leas drew 

To that dim day, then binding Ins 
good hoFftC 

To a tree, cast himself down j and as 
he lay 

At random looking over the brown 
earth 

Xliro* that green-glooraing twilight of 
the grove. 

It seemM to Pelleas that die fern 
without 

Burnt as a living fire of emendds, 


So that his eyes were dazzled looking 
at it. 

Then oVr it crost the dimness of a 
cloud 

Floating, and otic<^ the shadow of a 
binl V 

Flying, and then a fawn; and his 
eyes closed. 

And since he loved alt maidens, but 
no maid 

In special* half-awake he whisi>erM, 
" Where? 

O where ! I love tliee, tlio’ I know 
tliiK* not. 

For fair Ibou art and pure as Guine- 
vere, 

And 1 will make thee with my spear 
and sword 

As famous — U my Queen, my Guine- 

ven^t 

For I will 1»e thine Arthur wtien wo 
meet,” 

Suddenly waken’d with a sound of 
talk 

And InughtcT at the limit of the wood. 
And g liming thro' the hoary boles, 
lie saw, 

Strange as to some old prophet might 
have seem'd 

A vision iiovering on a sea of fire. 
Damsels In divers colors like the cloud 
( tf sunset and sunrise* and all of them 
(hi horses, and the horses richly trap! 
Breast-high in that bright line of 
bracken b local : 

And all the damsels talk'd confusedly. 
And one was pointing this way, and 
one that. 

Because the way was lost* 

And Pelleas rose, 
And loosed his horse, and led him to 
the light. 

'Iliere she that seem'd the chief among 
them said, 

** In happy time liehold our pilolnstar 1 
Youth, we are damsels-eirant, and we 
ride* 

Arm'd as ye see, to tilt against the 
knights 
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Theri^ at Caerleon, but Imva loftt our 
way * 

To right I to left T itraight forward ! 
back again ? 

Which! U4i us qakkiy ” 

And Ffikms gozing thought, 
*'!» Guinevere herself m bt^imtifol ? *' 
For large her violet cyea look’d, and 
her bloom 

A rosy dawn kindled in etainleHs 
heavens, 

And round her limbs, mature in 
W'oinaidintM] ; 

And sLiulerw^is her tiiuid and ininll 
her hliape ; 

A nd but for tlMi«e large eyes, the imtinta 
of ikMirn, 

She niLgiit Jnive seem’d a toy to trifle 
with, 

And pass and enre no more. But 
while he gazed 

Tlie beiiuiy of her flesh aba ah 'd the 

As tho' it w'ore the Ijcaniy of her bouI i 
F or as the laise imin, judging of the 
good, , 

Puts his own baseness in him by 
tk^fault 

Of will ami nature, so did TVlleas lend 
All the young beauty of his own soul 
to hers. 

Believing her; and when she spake 
to Jiini, 

Stain merVh nnd could nut make her a 
reply. 

For out of the waste islands had he 
come. 

Where saving his own sisters he had 
known 

8rari*e any hut the women of his isles, 
Rough wives, that laugh’d and 
acreani*d against the gulls. 
Makers of nets, and Jiving from the 
sea. 

Then with a slow smile turn’d the 
lady round 

And Imik’d ujhjii her pc^iple ; and as 
when 

A itone is flung into some slet'piiig 
turn. 


The eircte widens till U lip the niargi^ 
£ipread the slow smile thro' all licr 
company. 

Three knights were theruatuung; and 
tJiey too^miled, 

Seorning him ; for the lady was 
httarre, 

And slie was a great lady in her land 

Again she said, ** O wild and of tin 
wiMwIs, 

Knowest timu not tlie fashion of oti 
sjjei'ch * 

Or have the Heaven* but given thet 
a fair face, 
l^dieking a tongue I 

O damsel,” answer’d he, 
" r woke from <treams ; and coining 
out of glcHim 

Was dazzled by the sudden light, and 
crave 

Partlon: hut will ye to Caerleun^ 1 
Go likew'iiie : shall 1 lead you to the 
King!” 

**r^ad then/' she salt!; and thro' 
tlie wo4h1s tJiey went. 

And while they rmle, the meaning in 
his eyes. 

His tendemes* of manner, and chaste 
awe, 

Ills broken utterances ainl bashful- 
ness, 

Were all a burthen to her, and in her 
heart 

She mutter’d, I have lighted on a 

fisd, 

Raw, yet so stale I ” But sinc'e her 
mind w^as bent 

On hearing, after trumpet blown, her 
name 

And title, " Queen of Beauty,” in the 
lists 

Cried — mil] lielioldiiig him so slroiig, 
she Ihniight 

That peradventure he will fight for 
me. 

And will theelrdetr therefore ftaiter'd , 
him, 

Being so gracious, that he wellnlgli \ 
detun’d I 
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II h vkh by hers wa« echo'd ; and tier 
kiiighta 

And ail ]rt dam sola too were gracioua 
to him, 

Por ahc waa a great lady. 

And wlipn tlioy rcnchM 

Cnericon, ere tliey patii to lodging, 
kJic, 

Taking his hnncl,^^0 ihoHlroiighand," 
(the »aid, 

''Seel look at mtnel but thou 
fight for me* 

And will me thia fine circlet, Pelleas, 

That 1 may love thee ! " 

Then ht» belpieea heart 

Leapt* and he cried, ” Ay ! wilt liiou 
if 1 win ^ 

“Ay, that will I/' she antwer'd, and 
ahe laugh'd, 

And atraitly nipt the hand, and dung 
it from her; 

Tlien glanced at^kew at thoee three 
knights of hers* 

rill all her ladks laugh'd along with 
her* 

“ 0 happy world*-' thotight I’elleaa, 
"all* meBcems, 

Are happy; I the happi^t of them 
all/* 

Nor slept that night for pleaaure in 
his htoud* 

And green wood ^ ways, and eyes among 
the leaves ; 

Then being on the murrow knighted* 
sware 

To love one only. And as he came 
away* 

Tlie men who met him rounded on 
Iheir heels 

And wonder'd after him, because his 
face 

Shone like the countenance of a priest 
of old 

Against the flame about a sacrifiee 

Kiudled iiy fire from lieaven r so glad 
was he. 

Then Arthur made vast banquets, 
and strange knights 


From the four winds came in: and 
each one sat, 

Tho* served with choice from air, land* 
stream, and sea, 

Oft in mid-banquet measuring with 
his eyes 

His neiglibor's make and might; and 
I'elleas look'd 

Noble among the noble* for he d ream'd 

His lady loved Jiim, and he knew hinv 
self 

Loved of Ihc King; and him his new- 
made kniglit 

Worshipi, whose liglitest whisper 
moved him more 

Than all the ranged reasons of the 
world. 

Then blush'd and brake the morn- 
ing of the Jousts* 

And this was call'd “ The Tournament 
of Youth ; 

Fur Arthur* loving his young knight, 
withheld 

II is older aud his mightier from the 
lists. 

That I'elleas might obtain his lady's 
love, 

According to her promise* and remain 

Imrd of the tourney* And Arthur 
had the jousts 

Down in ilie flat field liy the shore of 
Usk 

Hulden; the gilded parapets were 
c‘rown'd 

WItli faces* and the great tower ft I I'd 
with eyes 

Up to the summit, and the trumpets 
blew. 

There all dny Tong Sir Pelleas kept 
the field 

With honor: so by that strong hand 
of Ids 

Tlic sword and golden circlet w^ere 
aebieved* 

Then rang the shout Ids lady loved : 
the heat 

Of pride and glory fired lier face ; her 
eye 

Sparkled ; she caught the circlet from 
Ms lance. 
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And then? before the people crown'd 
herself r 

So for I lie last time she %'as gntciotis 
to him* 

Then at Caerleon for a space — her 
liMik 

Bright for all bthers, cloudier on her 
knight — 

Linger'd Kuarrei and seeing Pelleas 
droop, 

Said Guinevere, ** We marvel at thee 
much, 

0 daniseh wearing this unnunny face 

To him who won thee glory!” And 

she said, 

"Had ye not held your Lancelot in 
your bower, 

My Queen, he had not won/' Where- 
at the Qui^n, 

As one whose ftK>t is bitten by an ant, 

Olaueed down upon her, turn'd and 
went her w-ay. 

But after, when her damsels, and 
herself, 

And those three knights all set their 
faces home. 

Sir Pelleas follow'd. She that saw 
him crieil, 

"Damsels — and yet 1 should be 
shamed to say it — 

1 cannot hide Sir Baby. Keep him back 

Among yourselves* Would ratJier 

that we had 

Some rough olil knight who knew the 
worldly way, 

AlWit grl3U5ller than a l>ear, to ride 

And jest with : take him to you, kcTp 
him off, 

And pamper him with paptneat, if yc 
will, 

Old milkj' fahles of the wolf and sheep, 

Such as the wholesome mothers tell 
their hoy a* 

Nay, should ye try him with a merry 
one 

To find his mettle, good : and if be fly 
us, 

Small matter! let him/' This her 
damsels lieard. 


And mindful of her smalt and crttel 
hand, 

They, closing round him thro' tbt 
journey home, 

Acted her liest, and always from her 
side 

ICestmin'd him with all manner of 
tie vice. 

So ilmi he could not come to speech 
with her* 

And when she gain'd her castle, up- 
sprung the hrifige, 

Down ning the grate of iron thro' the 
gnHjve, 

And he was left alone in open fleliL 

'•niese Ijc the ways of ladies,” 
Pelleas thought, 

"To those who love them, trials of 
our faith* 

Tea, let her prove me to the ulterniosl^ 

For loyal to the uttermost am I/' 

So made his moan; and, darkness 
falling, sought 

A priory not far ofi, there Imiged, but 
rose 

With mi>ming every day, and, moist 
or dry, 

Full-arm 'd upon his charger all day 
long 

Sal by the walU, and uo one open’d to 
him. 

And this persistence turn'd her 
scorn to %VTath* 

Then ealling her ihrc^ knights, she 
eharj^^il them, " Out ! 

Ami drive him from the walls/* And 
out they eJiiiie, 

But pelleas overthrew them as they 
ilnsi/d 

Against him one by one; and these 
return'd, 

But still he kept his watch beneath 
the wall* 

Tliereon her wrath became a bate ; 
and once, 

A w'cek Iteyond, white walking on the 
walls 

With her three knights, she pointed 
downward, “ Look, 
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lie haunts me — I (.‘Annol breathe — 

liesieges me; 

Doift n I strike timi ! put my lialc into 
your strokea* * 

An<J drive him from my watU." And 
down tliey went. 

And IVIIenJi overtlirew them one by 
one ; 

And from the timer alwive 1dm cried 
l-'ttarre, 

** Bind him, and bring him mP 

He heard her ifoiee ; 

Tlien let ilie strong hand, which had 
overthrown 

Her minion-kniglits, by those lie over- 
threw 

Be bounden st might, and so they 
brought him Uu 

Tlten wdien tie came before Ettarre, 
the sight 

Of her ricli Wauty made him at one 
glance 

More lioiuUniaii in hU lieart than In 
bis bmidsp 

Yet with goofl cheer he spake, Be- 
hold me, l4idy, 

A prisoner, ami the vaaaal of thy will; 

And if tlioukcrpme in ihy donjon here, 

Content am I so tliat I see thy face 

But once a ilay ; for I have sworn my 
vows, 

And thou hast given thy promise, and 
I know 

Tliat all these jiaiiis are trials of my 
faith, 

And that thyself, when thou liast seen 
me sirainM 

And sifted to the utmost, wilt at length 

Yield me thy love and know me for 
thy knigiit.” 

Then she began to rail so bitterly, 

With all her damsels, he was stricken 
mute ; 

But when she mock'd hU vows and 
the great King, 

Lighted on wonls : “ For pity of thine 
own self, 

Peace, Laily, iH*aec: is he not thine 
and mine I " 


** Thou fool,” she said, " I never lieard 
his voice 

But long'd to break away. Unbind 
him now, 

And thrust Idni out of doors; for save 
he be 

Foi>l to the midmost marrow of bis 
iKmes, 

He w ill tvuiirii no more.” And those, 
ber three, 

Laugh'4l,and unbound, and thrust him 
^ from the gate. 

Ami after this, a week beyond, again 

She call'd them, siiying, “There he 
w atches yet. 

There like a dog la^fore Iris master's 
dour I 

Kick'd, he returns: do ye not hate 
lilin, ye i 

Ye know' yourselves: how- can ye bide 
at tH^ace, 

Affronted with his fulsome innocence ? 

Are ye but creatures of the board und 
hell, 

No men to strike 1 Fall on lum all at 
once, 

And if ye slay him I reek not : if yc fail, 

Give ye tlie slave mine order ‘to be 
iHiumI, 

Bind him as heretofore, and bring him 
in: 

It niay lie ye shall slay him in his 
bonds.” 

81ie spake; and at her will they 
coiieli'il their spears. 

Three against one * and Uawain pnss- 
ing by. 

Bound u|>on solilaiy adventure, saw 

Low down beneath the shadow of 
those towers 

A vtllany, three to one : and thro' his 
heart 

The fire fif honor and all noble deeds 

Flash'd, anti he call'd, “ I strike upon 
thy fitle — 

The cal tilts ! '' “ Nay,” said Felleas, 
“ but forlH^ar ; 

He needs no aid who doth hii lady's 
will,” 
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S41 {inwaui» tuokitig at the viUanj 
done, 

Forctwro, but in hiii heat nnd eagerness 

Trembled ami quiver'd, us the dog, 
ivithhehl 

A moment from the vermin that he 
sees 

Before him, shivers, ere he springs 
and kills. 

And Pelleat overthrew them, one to 
three i 

And they rose up, and bound, and 
brought him in. 

Then first lier anger, leaving I’etleas, 
buniM 

Pull on her knights in many an evil 
name 

Of craven, weakling, ami ihrke-bcaten 
hound : 

" Yet, take him, ye that scarce are fit 
to touch. 

Far less to bind, your victor, and 
thrust him out, 

And let who will release him from Ida 
bonds. 

And if he t^jmes again'* — there she 
brake short ; 

And Pel leas answer'd, Lady, for in- 
deed 

I loved you and 1 deem’d you beauti- 
ful, 

1 cannot brook to see your beauty 
marrM 

Thro’ evil spite : and if ye love me not, 

I cannot War to dream you so for- 
sworn : 

I had liefer ye were worthy of my 
love, 

Than to lie loved again of you — fare- 
well ; 

And tho' ye kill my hope, not yet tny 
love, 

Vex not yourself: ye will not see me 
more." 

While thus he spake, she gaxed 
upon the man 

Of princely bearing, tho* in bonds, 
and thought, 

"Why have I push’d him from met 
this Ilian loves. 


If love there lie : yet him I loved not 
Why ? 

I deem'd him fool I yea, so 1 or that 
in him 

A something — was it nobler than niy- 
self! — 

Seem’d my reproach ? lie is not of 
my kind. 

He could not love me, did he know me 
wcll- 

Nay, let him go — and quickly.” And 
her knights 

Laugh’d not, but thrust him boumlen 
out of door. 

Forth sprang Gawaln, and loosed 
him from his bonds, 

And dung them o'er the uralls; and 
afterward. 

Shaking his hands, as from a tazar*i 
rngt 

"Faitli of my body,” he said, “and 
art thou not — 

Yea thou art he, whom late our Arthur 
made 

Knight of his table ; yea and he that 
won 

'I'he circlet ? wherefore hast thou lo 
defamed 

Thy broflierhood in me and all the 
rest, 

As let these caitiffs on thee w ork their 
will 1 ” 

And Pelleas answer'd, “0, their 
wills are hers 

For whom I w-on tlie circlet; and 
mine, hers. 

Thus to be bounden, so to see her 
face, 

^larr’d tho’ it be with spite and mock- 
ery now, 

Other than wiicn 1 found her in the 
wooiis ; 

And tho’ she hath me bonnden hut in 
spite. 

And all to fiout me, when they bring 
me in, 

Let me be bounJen, 1 iball see her 
face ; 

Else must 1 die thro' nunc anhappl- 
ness." 
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And Gnwain angwi.'r'd kudty tlm* 
in acorn ^ 

"Wliy, let riiy larij liind me if slip 
will, 

And let my Iftdy b<^nt me if ahe will j 

But an ahe »cml her didegflla to thrall 

These lijjfh Ting Immls af mine — Christ 
kill me then 

But 1 will slice liiin hand less by the 
wrist, 

And let my lady scar the stump for 
him, 

Howl as be nmy. But hold me for 
your friend : 

Cdme, yel£miw tiothing; here I pWge 
my troth, 

Teajiy thchonfirof the Table Round, 

I will he leal to thee and work thy 
work, 

And tnnie thy jailing princess to 
thiite hand. 

Lend me thine Jiome and arms, and 1 
will say 

That 1 have slain thee. She will let 
me in 

To hear the maiTner of tliy fight and 
fall; 

Tlicn, when I come within lier conn* 
sets, then 

From prime to vespeta will I chant 
thy praise 

As prowest knight and truest lover, 
more 

Than any have sung thee living, till 
she bing 

To have thee back in lusty life again, 

Not to la? boujid, save by white Iwnds 
and warm. 

Dearer than freedom. Wherefore now 
thy horse 

And armor: let me gor lie comforted: 

Give me flircc days to melt her fancy, 
and hope 

The thirfl night hence will bring thee 
news of gold/* 

Then I'ellcas lent Ins ho^se and all 
hts arms. 

Saving the goodly sword, his prize, 
and took 

Gtwain'a, and said, " Betray me not, 
but help ^ 


Art thou not he whom men call light- 
of love 1 

“ Ay/* said Gawain, “ for women be 
so light,’* 

Then b<mndcd forward to the castle 
walls, 

And raisi'd a bugle hanging from his 
neck. 

And winded it* and that so musically 

That all the old cciiocs hidden in tlie 
wall 

Rang out like hollow woods at hunt- 
ing-tide. 

Up ran a acoro of damsels to the 
lower; 

“ A*VRunt/' they cried, ** our lady loves 
thee not/* 

But Hawnin lifting up his vizor said* 

"(Sawain am 1, Gawain of Arthurs 
court. 

And I have slain this PctlcaB whom 
ye hate: 

Behtthf his horae and armor. Open 
gates, 

And I will make you merry," 

And down they ran. 

Her damsels, cryirig to their lady, 
“Lot 

IVlleas is dead — ho told us — he that ‘ 
hath 

llis horse and armor: will ye let him 
in! 

Ifo aleiv him I Gawnin, Gaw-ain of the 
court, 

Sir Gawain — there he waits lielow the 
wall, 

Blowing his Imgle ns who should say 
him nay/* 

And so, leave given, straight on 
thro* open door 

Rorle Gawain, wliom she greeted cour- 
teously, 

** I^ead, is it so ? '* the nsk*d, “ Ay, 
ay,** sai<l he, 

**Ancl oft in dying cried upon your 
name/* 

" Pity on him," she answer’d, " a good 
knight. 
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But ne^cT kt me bide one boor at 
pt>ace.” 

** Ay,” thought Gawain, “ and you be 
fair enow : 

But I to your dead man have given 
niy troth, 

'Hiat whom ye loathe, him will I make 
you love,” 

So those three day a, aitulesa about 
the land, 

Lost in a doubt, Telleas wandering 

Waited, unlit tbe third night brought 
a moon 

With promise of large light on woods 
and ways. 

Hot was the night and silent ; but a 
sou ml 

Of Gawain ever coming, and this 
lay — 

Which Felleas had heard sung before 
live Queen, 

And seim her sadden listening — veatt 
his heart, 

And marr'd his rest — “ A worm 
within the rose,” 


A rose, but one, none other rose 
had ], 

A rose, one rose, and tlds was won* 
drous fair. 

One rose, a rose iliat gladden'd eartli 
and sky. 

One rose, niy rose, tliat sweeten'd all 
mine air^ — 

I cared not for the thorns ; the thorns 
were there* 


** One rose, a rose to gather by and 

One rns4% a rose, to gather and to 
wear, 

Ko rose but one — wbat other rose 
bad 1 « 


One rose, my rose; a rose that will 
not die, — 

He dies who loves it, — if the worm 
be there,” 


“ Why lingers Gawain witli his golden J* j 
news ? ” \ i 

So shook him that lie could not rest, | 
but Hide i ] 

Ere midnight to her walls, and iMiund | 
his horse ' ] 

Hard by ilie gates* Wide open were 1 
the gates, | | 

And no watch kept i and in thro* i > 
these he past, 

And heard but ids own steps, and his : 

own lieart ! | 

Beating, for nothing moved but his ; j 

own self, i I 

And his own shadow. Tlieii he crost . ; 

the court, i 

And spied not any light in hall or | 
bower, j 

But saw the postern portal also wide j 

Yawning ■ a ml up a sUi|ie of gari.len, all : 
Uf ruses white and red, and brauiblei . 
inixt 

And overgrowing them, went on, and I ! 

fuuml, I 

Here too, all hush'd below the mellow | 
moon, i j 

Save that One rivulet from a tiny rave \ 
Came lightening downward, and to 
split itself 

Among the roses, and was lost ogam* 

Then was he ware of tliree pavil* 
ion a rear'd 

Above the bushes, gildempeakt i in one, 

Hed after revel, droned her lurdane 
knights 

Slunilwring, and ihHr three squire* 

ncn>ss their feet : j 

In one, their malice on the placid lip I 
FroK'n by swi-et sleep* four of her 
ilamsel* lay : 

And ill the iluni, the circlet of tm \ 
jousts 

Bound on her brow, were Gawain and 
Kttarre. 


Back, ns a hand that pushes thro' 
the leaf 

To dnti a nest and feels a snake, he 
drew 

Back, as a coward lanks from what 
he fears 


This tender rhyme, and evermore 
the doubt. 
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To cope With, or n traitor iir,>vi?n. or 

htiuiicl 

Boftten. tiirt I'ollea* in an utter ptiam/ 

Creep with hiB Hhaftow thro* the court 

yinK^riiu? ai his svrorcl-hainlle until he 
atuod 

There on ilie rastle'hrhlge once more, 
and thuuxht, 

*'l will KO back, and slay them where 
they lie/’ 

I 

; And ao went back, and seeing them 
yet in ali'ep 

Said, “ Ye, that iw dishallow the holy 
slet'p, 

Your sleep is death/' and drew the 
sword, and tliought, 

« What ! slay a sleeping knigltt! the 
King hath iHiuml 

And sworn me to tills brotlierhood ; '* 
again, 

^'Alas tJiat over a knight should be 
so false/* 

I Then tun/d, and so return’d, and 
I groaning laid 

The naked sword athwart their naked 
I throats, 

! Tliere left it, and them sleeping ; and 
I she lay, 

I The eirelet of the tourney round her 
I brows, 

' And the sword of the ton rney across her 
t throat. 

And forth he past, and mounling 
' on his horse 

Stared at her lowers that, larger than 
themselves 

In their own darknefs, throng’d into 
the moon. 

Tlien eruahM the saddle with hia 
thighs, ami clench’d 

His hands, and madden’d with himself 
and moan’d : 

“Would they have risen against 
me in their blood 

At the last day i 1 might have an- 
swer’d them 

Even before high God. Q towers so 

strong, 


Huge, sulid, would that even while 1 
gaze 

The crack of larlhquake shivering to 
ytiur base 

Split you. anil Hidl burst up your 
liHrlot roofs 

Eellowing. mid cliarr'd you thro* and 
thro* within, 

Black u» the hn riot's heart — hollow 
as a skull I 

Let the fierce east scream thro’ your 
eyelet-holes. 

And whirl the dust of harlots round 
and round 

In dung and nettles ! hiss, snake — 1 
saw liim there — 

Let the fox hark, let the wolf yell* 
Who yells 

Here in the still sweet summer night, 
but 1 — 

I, the Pelleas whom she call’d 
her foolt 

Fool, beast — he, she, or It myself 
most fool; 

Beast too, as lacking human wit — 
disgraccil, 

Dishonor’d all for trial of true love^ 

Lovet — ^we be all alike: only tha 
King 

Hath made us fools and liars. 0 
noble vows! 

0 great and sane and simple race of 

brutes 

That own no lust because they have 
no law! 

For why should I have loved her to 
my shame? 

1 loathe her, as I loved her to my 

shame. 

I never loved her, I but lusted for her — 

Away — ” 

He dasl/d the rowel into his 
horse, 

And bounded forth and vanish’d thro' 
the night. 

Then she, that felt tlie cold touch 
on her throat, 

Awaking knew the sword, and turn’d 
herself 
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To GawNin ; ** Liar, for thou hiM>t not 
Elain 

Tiiifl Pellrtti! Iiero he stood, and might 
hare a la in 

Mo ami thysolf.” And he tliat toll* 
the tale 

^y» that her evor-r|?orjng fanoy tiimM 

To Polloaa, a* Iho ono true knight on 
earth, 

And only lover; and thro* her love 
her life 

Wasted and pinod^desiring him in vain. 

But ho by wild and way, for half 
the night, 

And over hard and soft, atHking the 
»m] 

From out tFie soft, the spark from olT 
the ImrtI, 

Hode till the star above the wakening 
sun, 

Beside tlmt lower wljore Fercivale was 

eowrd, 

Gianeei] from tlic rosy forehead of 
the dawri^ 

For so the words were flush'd into Im 
heart 

Ho knew not whenee or wherefore; 
"O sweet star, 

Pure on the virgin forehead of the 
dawn! ** 

And there he would have wept, but 
felt his eyes 

Harder and drier than a fountatn 
bed 

In summer : thither came the village 
girls 

And linger'd talking, and they come 
no more 

Till the sweet heavens have fill'd it 
frmn the heights 

Again witli living waters in the change 

Of loHstms : hard liis eyes ; harder hit 
heart 

Seem'd ; but so weary were his limbs, 
that he, 

Sasping, ** ()f Arthur's ball am I, but 
liore. 

Hero let me rest and die," cast him- 
wdf d<»wn, 

And gulf'd his griefs in inmoit sleep; 
so lay. 


Till slmkon by a dronm, that Gawain 
fired 

The hall of Merlin, and the morning 
siar 

Reel'd in the smoke, brake into flame, 
and felh 

He woke, arul being ware of some 
one nigit. 

Sent hands u|>on him, us to tear him, 
crying, 

** False ! and 1 held thee pure as Gulo- 
evere," 

But Fcrcivale stood near him and 

rt' plied 

“Am I but false as Guinevere is 
pure ! 

Or art tJiou mazed with dreams* or 
K-ing one 

Of our free-spoken Table hast not 
heanl 

That Lancelot" — there he check'd 
himself and paused. 

Then farc^ it with Sir FcHoat as 
with one 

Who gets a wound in battle, and the 
swoni 

Tliat made !t plunge* thro' the 
wound again. 

And prlc^ks it dwper : and lie shrank 
and wail'd, 

“ Is the Queen false ? " and Percivale 
was mute* 

“ Have any of our Hound Table held 
their vows I " 

And Fertdvalo made answer not a 
word. 

“ It the King true t " “ The King ! " 
said I'endvrtle. 

“ Why tiien let men couple at once 
with wolves. 

What I art thou mad t 

Rut Pel leas, leaping np, 

Ran thro' tlse doors and vaulted on 
his horse 

And fled : small pity upon his horse 
hud lie, 

Or on himself, or any, and when he 

met 
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A ciri|jple. one that held a band for 

aliti9 — 

Hunch d ns he was. and like an old 
dwiirf elm 

That turns its hack on the aalt blaat, 

I he hoy 

Paused not, hut overrode liiin, shoutp 
in If, " False, 

And false with Gawain! ** and so left 
him bruised 

And batter'd, and fled on, and hill 
and wood 

Went ever streaming by him tiU tlie 
gloom, 

That follows on the turning of the 
world. 

Darken'd the eotumon path: he 
twitch'd the ri'ins. 

And msile his beast that better knew 
it, swerve 

Now off it and now on j but when he 
saw 

High up In heaven the hall tliat Mei^ 
lin buiit, 

Blackening agnlnet the dead-green 
BtrijHs of even, 

» Black nest of rata,” he groan'd, “ye 
build too high/' 

Not long thereafter from the city 
gates 

Issued Sir Lancelot riding airily. 

Warm with a grneious parting from 
the Queen, 

Peace at heart, and gazing at a 
star 

And marvelling what it was; on 
whom the hoy. 

Across the si lent seeded mcadow- 
grass 

Borne, clsshM : and T>ancelot, saying, 
** What name hast thou 

That rides t here so blindly and so 
hard 1 ” 

“I Imre no name/' he shouted, “a 
scourge am J, 

To lash tlie treasons of th© Tabic 
Hound/' 

" Yea, but thy name t " “I have 
many names/' he cried : 
am wrath and shame and hate 
and evil fame. 


And like a [poisonous wind I pass to 
hlust 

And blaze the crime of I-^ncelot and 
the Queen/' 

“ First over me," said I-,ancelot, “ sbait 
thou pass." 

“I'igbl therefore/* yell'd the otlier, 
and either knight 

Brew back a space, and when they 
closed, at once 

Tlie weary steed of Pet leas flounder- 
ing flung 

His rider, who call'd out from the 
dark fieUi, 

“Thou art false as Hell: slay me: I 
have no sword/* 

Tlien Lancelot, “ Vea, between lliy 
lips — and sharp; 

But here will I disedge it by iby 
death." 

“ Slay then," he shriek'd, “ my will is 
to lie slain," 

And iJineelot, with bis heel upon the 
fall’n. 

Hoi ling his eyes, a moment stood, 
then s|inkc. 

“Rise, weak ling; 1 am Lancelot; say 
thy say/* 


And Lancelot slowly rode his war- 
horse haek 

To Cam clot, and Sir I'elleas in brief 
while 

Caugiit his unbroken limbs from the 
dark fltdil, 

And follow'd to the city. It chanced 
that both 

Brake into hall together, worn and 
pale. 

There with her kniglita and dames 
w as Guinevere* * 

Full wondcringly she gazed on Lance- 
lot 

So soon return'd, and then on Felleas, 
him 

Who had not greeted her, but cast 
himself 

Down on a bench. Hard-breathing. 
“ Have ye fought ? ” 

She ask'd of Lauceloh "Ay, my 
Queen," he said. 
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**Anfl timu hasi orertliroivn him!'* 
" Ay, my Qutfii/' 

Then she, turning to Pelleas, “O 
young knigljt* 

Hath the great heart of knighthoo*] 
in thcc fairtl 

So far thou eanwt not bjtJe, niifro- 
wiyiiiy, 

A fall from him 1 " Tlien, for he 
answer'd not, 

"Or hast thou other griefs? If 1, 
tlie Queen* 

Haj* help them, loose thy tongue, and 
let me know/' 

But Felleas lifted up an eye so fierce 

She quail'd ; and he, hissing " 1 have 
no sword," 

Sprang from the door into the liark. 
'rhe Queen 

Look'd hard ujM>n her lover, he oJi 
her; 

And each foresaw the dolorous day 
to he : 

And ail talk died, as in a grove all 
song 

Beneath the shadow of some bird of 

^ prey; 

Then a long silence came upon the 
liall, 

And MmJrt^d thought, “The time U 
liurd at hand." 


THE LAST Tfil RNAMEKT. 

DAoa?«KT, the fool, whom Gawain in 
his nioofl 

Had made moek*ktnght of Arthur's 
Table Itound* 

At Camclot,iiigh aimve the yellow- 
ing wmicTs* 

Danced like a wither’d leaf before the 
hnlL 

And towartl him from the hall, with 
harp in hand. 

And from the crown thereof a car- 
canet 

Of ruby swaying to and fro, the prize 

C If Tristram in the jouiits of yeaterriay, 

Came Tristram, saying* " Why skip 
ye so. Sir Fool ? " 


For Arthur and Hir I#am-doi riding 
m^e 

Far down heneath a winding wail of 
rock 

Heard a child waiL A stump of oak 
half dead, 

From rtmta like some black coil of 
car veil snakes, 

Clutcli'd ut the crag* and started thro' 
mid air 

Bearing an eagle's nest: and thro' 
the tree 

Hush'd ever a rainy wind, and thro' 
the wind 

llereed ever a child's cty : and crag 
and tree 

Sealing, Sir I^ncetoi from the perib 
ous nest, 

This ruby necklace tlirlcc around her 
neck, 

And all unsearr’d from beak or talon, 
brought 

A maiden babe; which Artliur pity- 
ing took. 

Then gave it to his Queen to roar: 
the Queen 

But coldly acquiescing, in her wliite 
arms 

Heceired, and after loved it tenderly, 

And named it Kestling; so forgot 
herself 

A moment, and her cares ; till that 
young life 

Being smitten in mid heaven with 
mortal cold 

Past from lier; and In time the carcanet 

Veat her with plaintive memories of 
the child : 

So she, delivering it to Arthur, said 

" Take thou the jewels of this dead 
innucunee. 

And make them* an thou wHt,^ tour- 
ney-prize/' 

To whom the King, " Peace to thine 
eagle-borne 

Dead nestling* and tliis honor after 
death, 

Following thy will I but, O my Queen, 

I muse 

Why ye not wear on arm, or neck, or 
zone 
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Thoac dinmands that 1 rescued from 
the lam, 

And Lancelot won, methought, for 
llice to wear," 


" Would rather you had let them 
fall," she cried, 

" Plun^te and he lost — ill-fated as 
lliey were, 

A bitterness to me 1 — ye look amazed, 

Kot knowing they were lost as soon 
as given — 

Slid from my handj, when I was lean- 
ing out 

Above the river — that unhappy child 

Fast in her barge : but rosier luck 
will go 

With these rich jewels, seeing that 
they came 

Not from the skeleton of a brother- 
slayer, 

But the sweet body of a maiden liahe. 

Perchance — who krnws 1 — the pur- 
est of thy knights 

May win them for the purest of my 
maids,” 


She endeit, and the ct^ of a great 
jousts 

! With trumpet ‘blowings ran on all the 
I ways 

, From Caiueloi in among the faded 

: fields 

I To furthest towers; and everywhere 
' the knights 

Arm'd for a day of glory before the 
King. 

But on the hither side of that loud 
mom 

Into the hall stagger'd, his visage 
ribh'd 

From ear to ear with dugwhip- weals, 
his nose 

Bridge^broken, one eye out, and one 
hand off, 

And one w'ith shatter'd fingers dan- 
gling lame, 

A churl, to whom indignantly the 
King, 
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** My churl, for whom Clirist died, 
what evil beast 

Hath drawn his claws athw'art thy 
face t or fiend ? 

Man was it who inarr’jd heaven's 

^ image jn thee iliusT” 

Tlien, sputtering thro' the hedge of 
splinter'd teeth. 

Yet strangers to the tongue, and with 
blunt «tum|p 

Pi tell -blacken'd sawing the air, said 
the maim'd churl, 

** He took them and he drave them 
to his tower — 

Some hold he was a table-knight of 
thine — 

A hundred goodly ones — the lied 
Knight, he — 

Ivord, rwa'" temling swine, and the 
lied Knight 

Brake in ujnm me and drave them to 
his tower ; 

And when 1 call’d upon thy name as 
one 

That doest right by gentle and by 
churl, 

J I aim'd me and maul’d, and would 

outnglit have slain. 

Save that he sware me to a message, 
saying, 

* Tell tliriu the King and all his liars, 
that I 

Have founded my Round Table in 
the North , 

And whatsoever his own ktngbts have 
sworn 

My kniglitfl have sworn the counter 
to it — and say 

My tower is full of harlots, like hU 
court. 

But mine are wort liter, seeing they 
profess 

To he none other than themielves — 
and say 

My knights ore all adulterers like his 
ow'n, 

But mine are truer, seeing they pro- 
fess 

To be none other; and tay hii hour ii 
come. 
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The heathen arc upon hliiij Ins long 
lanco 

Broken, uiid Ills Excalibur a straw/ '' 

Then Arthur tumed to Kay the 
micHchal, % 

Take thou my churl, and tend him 
curioujily 

Like a king’s heir, till all Ids hurts be 
whole. 

The heathen — but that ever-clitnbing 
wave, 

Hurl’d back again so often hi empty 
foam, 

Hath lain for years at rest — and 
renegades, 

Thieves, bandits, leavings of confu- 
sion, wliom 

The wholesome rt-alm is purged of 
otherwhere, * 

Friends, thro' your manhood and your 
fealty,^ — now 

Idako their lost head Hko Satan in 
the Kortb. 

'Sty younger knights, new-nmde, in 
whom your flower 

Waits to lie solid fruit of golden 
deeils. 

Move with me toward their quelling, 
winch achieved. 

The loneliest ways are safe from 
shore to shore. 

But thou, Sir Lancelot, sitting in my 
place 

Enchair'd to-morrow, arbitrate the 
livid ; 

For wherefore shouUUt thou care to 
mingle with it. 

Only to yield my Queon her own 
again t 

Speak, Lancelot, thou art silent^ is it 

welir* 


Thereto Sir Lancelot anawer’d, ** It 
is well : 

Yet better if the King abide, and 
leave 

The leading of his younger knights 
to me. 

Else, for the King hat will'd it, it ii 
weU/’ 


Then Arthur rose and Lancelot fot 
hnv’d him, 

And wliile they stood without the 
doors, the King 

Turn'd to him saying, " Is it then so 
well ? 

Or mine the blame that oft 1 seem as he 

Uf whom was written, * A sound U in 
his ears ' f 

Tlie foot tiiat loiters, bidden go, — the 
glance 

That only seems h«lf-lojnl to com- 
mand,—^ 

A marttker somewhat fairn from rev- 
erence — 

Or have J dream'd the bearing of our 
knights 

Tells of a manhood ever less and 
lower ? 

Or whence the fear lest this my 
realm, nprear'd. 

By noble deeds at one with noble vows, 

From flat confusion and brute vio- 
lences, 

Keel back into the beast, and be no 
more ? " 

nespr>ko,and taking all bis younger 
knights, 

Down tlie slo|»c city rode, and sharply 
turn’d 

Xorlh by the gate. In her high l>ower 
the Queen, 

Working a tapestry, lifted up her 

bead, j 

Watch’d her Jord pass, and knew not ' 
that she sigh’d. 

Then ran across her memory the 
strange rhyme 

Of bygone Merlin, “ Where is lie who 
knows ? 

From the great deep to the great 
deep he goes." 

But when the moniing of a tourna- 
ment, 

By these In earnest those in mockery 

eaird 

The Tournament of the Dead Inno- 
cence, 

Brake with a wet wind blowing, Lan- 
celot, 
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Bounil whose siek he«d all night, like 
birds of pj\*y, 

Tlie words of Arthur flying shnck*d, 
arose. 

And down a strcelway hung with folds 
of pure 

While saiiiitc, and by fountains run- 
ning wine, 

Wlim' ehildren luti in white with cups 
<»f gold, 

Moved to the liatHjiind there, with slow 
sad steps 

Ascending, tfli'd lili doubltKimgon^d 
chair. 


He glanced and saw ilie stately gal- 
Jerres, 

Dame, djinisel, each thro* worship of 
their Queen 

White-robed in honor of the stainless 
child. 

And some with scatter'd jewels, like 
a bank 

Of maiiten snow iningled with sparks 
of fire. 

He look'd but once, and vail'd Ida 
eyes again. 

The sudden trutupel goundetl as in 
a clreum * 

To ears but half-awaked, then one low 
roll 

Of Autumn thunder, and the jousts 
began : 

And ever tlie wind blew, und yellow- 
ing leaf 

And gloom and gleam, and show-er 
and shorn plume 

Went down it. Sightitg wearied ly, as 
one 

Who sits and gazes on a faded fire, 

When all the goodlier guests arc past 
away, 

8nt tiieir great umpire, looking o'er 
the lists- 

lie saw the laws that ruled the 
tournament 

Broken, hut simke not ; once, a kmglit 
cast diiiWn 

Before his throne of arbitration 
cursed 


The dead babe and the follies of the 
King; 

And once the laces of a helmet erack’d, 

And show'd tiim, like a vermin in its 
hole, 

Modred,a narrow face: anon he heard 

The voice that billow'd round the 
barriers rtwir 

An ocean -sounding welcome to one 
knight, 

But newly^'Uier’d, taller Ilian the rest. 

And armor'd all in forest green, 
ttliere^on 

Tliere tripi a hundre*! tiny silver deer. 

Ami wearing but a lioUy-Bpray for 
crest. 

With ever-scattering berries, and on 
shield 

A spear, a harp, a bugle — Tristram 
— late 

From overseas in Brittany return’d. 

And marriage with a princess of that 
realm, 

Isolt the White — Sir Tristram of the 
Wooils — 

Whom I#ancelot knew', had held some- 
time with (lain 

Ills ownagaim^t him, and now yearn'd 
lo shake 

Tlie burden off his heart in one full 
shock 

With Tristram ev'n tn death: his 
strong hands grlpt 

And dinted the gilt dragons right and 
left. 

Until he groanVI for wrath — so many 
of tliose. 

That ware their ladies' colors on the 
casqite, 

Drew from before Sir Tristram to the 
bounds, 

And there with gibes and fikkering 
mockeries 

Stooil, while he mntter'd, "'Craven 
crests ! O shauie ! 

What faith iirtve these in whom they 
Kware to love 1 

Tlie glory of our Hound Table is no 
more.'* 

So Trislmin won, and Lancelot 
gave, the gems, 
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Not ipcJiking other viord than ** llaat 
thou won I 

Art thou the pureat, brotlier t Sce^ 
the hand 

Wherewith thou fakest tlua, ii red!" 
to wrhom 

TrUiram, half pJagoed hy Laneelofa 
tauKuomua mom!, 

Made answer, " Ay, bat wherefore toss 
me this 

Like a drv iKine east to some hungry 
hound t 

Let be thy fair Qiieen*« fantasy. 
Strengtii of heart 

And might of limh, but mainly use 
and skill, 

Arc winners in this paslime of our 
King. 

My liand — belike the latsee hath dript 
upon it — 

No blood of mine, 1 trow ; but O cliief 
knight. 

Right arm of Arthur in the battlefield, 

Great brother, thou nor L have made 
the world j 

Be happy in thy fair Queen as 1 in 
mine." 

And Tristram round the gallery 
made liis horse 

Caracole ; tlten bow'd his homage, 
bluntly saying, 

“ Fair damsels, each to him w ho wor* 
ships eacli 

Sole Queen of Beauty and of Jove, 
behold 

This day my Queen of Beauty is not 
here.” 

And most of these were mute, some 
anger'd, one. 

Murmuring, "All courtesy is dead" 
and one, 

Tlic glory of our Hound Table is no 
more," 

Then fell thick rain, plume droopt 
anti mantle clung, 

And pettish cries awoke, and the wan 
day 

Went glooming down in wet and 
weariness : 


But under her black brows a swarthy 
one 

Laugh'd shrilly, crying, ** Praise the 
patient taints, 

Our one white day of Innocence hath 

pa^t, 

Tho' somewhat draggled at the skirt. 
So be it. 

The snowdrop only, flowering iliro' the 
year. 

Would timke the world as blank as 
VViuter*tide, 

Come — let us gladden llieir sad eyes, 
our Queen's 

A ncl La iicelo t a 1 1 h is n ig h t *s sol em ii i ty 

With all the kindlier colors of the 
field," 

So dame and damsel glitter'd at the 
feast 

Variously gay: for he tliat tells the 
talc 

Liken'd them, saying, as when an hour 
of cold 

Falls on the mountain in midsummer 
snows, 

And all the purple slopes of mountain 
flowers 

Pass under white, till the warm hour 
returns 

With veer of wind, and all are flowers 
again : 

So dame and damsel cast the simple 
white, 

And glowing In all colors, the live 
grass, 

Rose-campion, bluebell, kingcup, pop- 
py, glanced 

About I be revels, and with mirth so 
loud 

Beyond all use, that, half-amased, 
the Queen, 

And wroth at Tristram and the law- 
less jousts, 

Brake up their sports, then slowly to 
tier iMiwer 

Parted, and in her bosom pain was loriK 

And little Dagonet on the morrow 
mom. 

High over all the yellowing Autumih 
tide, 
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1>IUK»;<1 like a willier’d Ivaf U-fure the 

hnlL 

Tljets Trisimm unyinff, Why skip ye 
t^ir FikjI 1 

Wheel'd round on either lietd, Dagonet 
rvplieil, 

"IJelike for luek of wjiiier eompany ; 
Or being fool^ and seeing too iniieli 
wit 

Makes the world rotten, why, belike I 


skip 

To know myself the wisest knight of 
all.” 

"Ay, fool,” said Tristram, but *ti« 
eating dry 

To danec wiiliouf a enfeh, a roundelay 
To danee to.” Then he l wangled on 


his harp, 

And while he twangled little Dagoiiet 
stood 

Quiet as any wnter-sodden log 

Stayed in the wandering warble of a 
brocik ; 

But when tlic twangling ended, skipt 
again; 

And being ask’d, Why skip ye not, 
Sir Fool!” 

Made answer, ** I had liefer twenty 


years 

Skip to the broken music of my brains 

Than any broken music thou canst 
make.” 

Then Tristram, waiting for the quip 
to come, 

" Good now, what music haTc I 
broken, fool!” 

And little l>agonet, skipping,” Arthur, 
the King’s ; 

For when thou playest that air with 
Quec^n Isolt, * 

Thou makest broken music with thy 
bride, 

Her daintier namesake down in Brit- 


tany — 

And BO thou breakest Arthur’s music 
too/’ 

" Sare for that broken music in thy 
brains, 

Sir Fool” said Tristram, ”I would 
hriak lliy liead. 

Fool, 1 came late, the heathen wars 
were o’er. 


The Ufc had flown, we swarc but by 
the shell — 

I am hut a fool to reason with a fool — 
Come, thim art crabb’d and sour; 
hut lean me dow n, 

Sir BagoncI, one of thy long asses’ 
ears, 

And harken if my music lie not true. 


»*Freo love — free field — we lore 
but while w'e may : 

The wcmhIs are hush’d, their music is 
no more: 

The leaf is dead, the yearning past 
away i 

New leaf, new life — the days of frost 
art? ciVr r 

Kew life, new love, to suit the newer 
day : 

New' loves are sweet as those that went 
bt'ftire I 

Free love — free field — we love but 
while we may/ 


" Vc might have moved slow^meaa- 
ure to my tune, 

Not ilood sUK'kMtill. I made it In the 
w'«o<Is, 

And heard it ring as true as tested 
gold.” 


But Dagonet with one foot poised 
in his hand, 

"Friend, did ye mark that fountain 
yesterday 

Made to run wine ! — but this had run 
itself 

All out like a long life to a sour 


end — 

And ihem that round it sal with gold- 


en eupa 

To hand the wine fo whosoever came— 
The twelve small damosels white as 
« iTinoeenee, 

In honor of poor Innocence the ba1>e, 
VV’ho left the gems which Innocvuee 
I lie Queen 

r^nt to the King, and Innocence the 
King 

Gave for a prixe — ^and one of ihose 
white slips 
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Ilandetl her cup and piped, the pretty 
one, 

'Drink, drink, 8ir Fool,* and there- 
upon 1 drank, 

Spat — pish — the cup was gold, the 
draught wm mud/* 

And Tristram," Was it muddier than 
thy gilHfs ? 

U all the laugiiter gone dead out of 
theeT — 

Not marking how the knighthood 
mock thee, fool — 

'Fear God: honor the King — his 
one true knight — 

Sole follower of the vows’ — for here 
be they 

Who knew thee awine enow before I 
came. 

Smuttier than blasted grain; but 
when the King 

Had maile thee fool, thy vanity so 
shot up 

It frighted all free fool from om 
tiiy heart ; 

Which left thee less than fool, and less 
than swine, 

A naked aught — yet swine I hold 
thee still. 

For I have flung Ihce pearls and find 
thee swine/' 

And little Dagonet mincing with his 
feet, 

"Knight, an ye fling rubies 

round tny neek 

In lieu of hers. I'll hold thou hast 
some touch 

Of musk, since 1 care not for thy 
pearls* 

Swine? 1 hare wallow'd, 1 have 
w^ash'd — the world 

Is flesh and shadow— 1 have had my 
day. 

The dirty nurse. Experience, lumber 
kind 

Hath foul'd me — an I wallow'd, then 
1 wash'd — 

1 have had my day and my philoso- 
phies — 

And thank the Lord 1 am King Ai^ 
lliur's fool. 


Swine, say ye? swine, goats, asses, 
rams and geese 

Troop'd round a Faynim harper once, 
who thru min'd 

On such a wire as musically as thou 

Sonie such line song — hut never a 
king's fool." 

And Tristram, "Tlien were swine, 
goats, asses, geese 

The wiser fools, seeing thy Faynim 
liaril 

Had such a mastery of his mystery 

That he eouLd harp his wife up out 
of hell." 

Then Fhigonct, turning on the hall 
of his fcKit, 

"And whither harp'st thou thine? 
down! and thyself 

Down I and two more : a helpful harp- 
er thou, 

That harpest dow'nward 1 Dost thou 
know the star 

We call the harp of Arthur up in 
heaven ? " 

And Triitram, " Ay, ^Slr Fool, for 
wdieii our King 

Was victor wellnigh day hy day, the 
knights, 

Glorying in 'each new glory, set hU 
min|e 

High on iiills, and in the signs of 
heaven.” 


And Dagonet answer'd, " Ay, and 
when the land 

Was freed, and the Queen false, ye 
yourself 

To babble about him, all to show your 
wit — 

And whether he were King by cour- 
tesy, 

Or King by right — and so went harp- 
ing down 

Tlic black king's highway, got so far, 
and grew 

So witty that ye play'd at ducks and 
dnikcs 

With Arthur's vows on the great lake 
of fire. 
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Tnwhool dn ye see ill do ye see the 
star? 

** "Sny, fool/* said Tristram, “ net in 
open day.” 

And IJijEonet, " Nay^ nor will : I see 
it and hear. 

It makes a silent music up in heaven, 
And 1, and Arthur and the angels 
hear, 

And then we skip.” “ I^o, fool,” he 
said, “ ye talk 

Foors tn^ason i is the King thy hroUior 
fool ? ” 

Then little Dagonet clapt his hands 
and shriird, 

** Ay, ay, my brother fool, the king of 
fools 1 

Conceits himself as God that ho can 
make 

Figs out of thistles, silk from bristles, 
milk 

From burning spurge, honey from hor- 
net-eonibs, 

And men from l>easts — Long lire the 
king of fools!” 

And down the city Da genet danced 
away ; 

But thro’ the s low ly-m cl lowing ave- 
nues ' 

And Boliiaiy passes of the wood 
Bode Tristram toward Lyonnesse and 
the west. 

Before him fled the face of Queen Isolt 
With niby-cireled neck, but evermore 
Fast, as a rustle or twitter in the wo<xl 
Made dull his inner, keen his outer eye 
For all that walk'd, or crept, or 
perch'd, or flew. 

Anon the face, as. when a gust hath 
blown, 

UnrufTling waters re-collect the shape 
Uf one that in them sees himself, re- 
turn'd ; 

But at the slot or fewmeta of a deer, 
Urev'ti a fall'n feather,van]sh’d again. 

So on for all that day from lawn to 
lawn 

Thro’ many a league«long bower he 
rode. At length 


A lodge of intertwisted beechen- 
hcmglis 

FunEe-cramm’d, and hracken-rooft, the 
which liiirisetf 

Built for a summer day with Queen 
isoit 

Against a shower, dark in the golden 
grove 

Appearing, sent his fancy back to 
wliere 

She lived a moon In that low lodge 
with him ; 

Till Mark her lord Imd past, tlie Corn- 
ish King, 

With Mix or seven, when Tristram was 
away, 

And snatch'd her thence ; yet dread- 
ing wcirse than shame 

Her warrior Tristram, spake not any 
word. 

But bode his liour, devising wretchedr 
ness. 

And now that desert lodge to Tris- 
tram lookt 

So sweet, tlmt hatting, in lie past, and 
sank 

Down on a drift of foliage random 
blown ; 

Out could not rest for musing how to 
snumthe 

And sleek his marriage over to the 
Qut»en. 

Perchance in lone Tintagil far from 
all 

The tongues ters of the court she had 
not heard. 

But then what folly bad sent liim over- 
seas 

After Mho left him lonely here ! a 
name 1 

Was it the name of one in Brittany, 

Isoit, the daughter of the King? 
" Isoit 

Of the white hands ” they call'd her: 
tile sweet name 

Allured him first, and then the maid 
herself. 

Who served him well with those white 
hands of hers, 

ABii loved him well, untE himself had 
thought 
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He love<1 her also, wedded easily, 

But left her all as easily and ret urn VI. 
The blaek-bluc Irish hair and Irish 
eyes 

Had drawn him home — wha t marvel T 
then he laid 

Uk brows upon the drifted leaf and 
dream 'd. 


He seem'd to pace the strand of 
Brittany 

Between Isolt of Britain and his bride^ 

And sliow'd them both the ruby-chain, 
and botli 

Began to struggle for it, till bb 
Queen 

Graspt it so hard, that all licr liand 
was red. 

Tlien cried the Breton, ^'Look, her 
hand is red ! 

These l>e no rubies, this is frozen 
blood. 

And melts within her hand — her 
hand is hot 

With ill desires, hut this I gave thee, 
look. 

Is all as cool and white as any dower." 

Follow'd a rush of eagle's wings, and 
tlien 

A whimpering of the ipirit of the 
child, 

Because the twain had spoiled her 
carcaneU 

He dream’d; but Arthur with a 
hundred spears 

Rode far, till o'er the illimitable reed, 

And many a glancing plash and sal- 
lowy isle. 

The wide- wing'd sunset of the misty 
marsh 

Glared on a huge machleolated tower 

That stood with open doors, where- 
cut was roll'd 

A roar of riot, as from men secure 

Amid their marshes, rufbans at their 
ease 

Among their harlot-brides, an evil 
song. 

**Lo there," said one of Arthur's 
youth, for there, 1 


High on a grim dead tree before the 
tower, 

A goodly brother of the Table Round 

Swung by the neck: and on the 
boughs a shield 

Showing a shower of blood in a field 
noir. 

And there beside a horn, inflamed the 
knights 

At that dishonor done the gtlded spur, 

Till each would clash the shield, and 
blow the horn. 

But Arthur waved ihem back. Alone 
he rode. 

Then at the dry harsh roar of the 
great horn, 

That sent the face of all the marsh 
aloft 

An ever upward-rushing storm and 
cloud 

Of shriek and plume, the Red Knight 
heard, and all, 

Even to tipmost lance and top- 
most helm, 

In blood-red armor sallying, howl'd 
to the King, 

"Tlie teeth of Hell flay bare and 
gnash theo flat I — 

Lo ! art thou not that cunucU-hearted 
King 

Who fain had dipt free manhood 
from the world — 

Th e wo m a n- wors h i pper t Y ca, God 's 
curse, and 1 ! 

Slain was the brother of my para- 
mour 

By a knight of thine, and I that heard 
her whine 

And snivel, being ounnch-hearled too, 

Swnre by the seorpion-worm that 
twists in hell, 

And stings itsdf to everlasting death. 

To hang whatever kniglit of thine 1 

ftiiight 

And tumbled. Art thou King 1 — 
Look to ihy life I " 

. He ended : Arthur knew the voice: 
the face 

Wellnigh was helmet-hidden, and the 
name 
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Went wandering toinewbcre darklmg 
In hU mitnl^ 

And Arthur deign'd not use of word 
or iwprd, 

But let the drunkard, aa he stretch'd 
from horac 

To strike Jiino, oTcrbalnncing Iris 
bulk, 

Down from the causeway licavUy to 
the awani|} 

Fall, as the crest of some slow-arcliing 
ware, 

Heard in dead night along that table- 
shore, 

Drops flat, and after the great waters 
break 

Whitening for half a league, and thin 
tUemiielves, 

Far over sands marbled with moon 
and cloud, 

From less and less to nothing ; thus 
he fell 

Head-heary; then the knights, who 
watch'd him, roar'd 

And shouted and leapt down upon the 
fall'n ; 

There trampled out his face from 
being known. 

And sank his head in mire, and slimed 
themselTes ; 

Kor heard the King for their own 
cries, hut sprang 

Thro* open doors, and swording right 
and left 

Men, women, on their sodden faces, 
hurl’d 

The tables over and tlie w'ines, and 
slew 

Till all the rafters rang with woman- 
yells, 

And all the pavement stream'd with 
massacre : 

Then, yell with yell echoing, they 
fired the tower, 

Which half that autumn night, like 
the live North, 

Red^pulelng up thro^ AUoth and 
Alcor, 

Made all above it, and a hundred 
meres 

About it, at the water Moab 
saw 


Come round by the East, and out be- 
yond them flush'd 

The long low dune, and lazy-plunging 
sea^ 

So all the ways were safe from 
shore to shore. 

But in the heart of Arthur pain was 
lord. 

Then, out of Tristram waking, the 
red dream 

Fled with a shout, and that low lodge 
return'd, 

Mid-fort'st, and the wind among the 
boughs. 

He whisllcd his good warhorsc left to 
graze 

Among the forest greens, vaulted 
upon him. 

And rode l>cneath an ever-showering 
leaf. 

Till one lone woman, weeping near a 
cniss, 

Stay'd him, Why we<'p ye ! ” 

“ Ipord," she said, ** my man 

Hath left me or is dead ; *' wlit reon he 
thought — 

“ What, if she hate me now 1 I 
would not this. 

What, if she loves me still ? I 
would not that. 

I know not what 1 would ''—but said 
to her, 

« Yet wei'p not thou, lest, if thy mate, 
ndurn, 

He find thy favor changed and love 
thee not" — 

Then pressing day by day thro' 
Lyonnesse 

Tjist in a rooky hollow, belling, lieard 

The hounds of Mark, and felt the 
goodly hounds 

Yelp at his hean, but turning, past 
and gain'd 

Tinlagil, half in sea, and high on 
land, 

I A crown of towers, 

Down in a casement sat, 

A low sea-sunset glorying round her 

I hair 
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And glotay-tliroaled grace, lault the 

Queen. 

And wbeti ilie heard the feet of TrU- 
tram griml 

The apirlng atone ttiat sealed about 
lier tower, 

Flush'd, started, met him at the doors^ 
and there 

Betted hU bod/ with her wjiite em- 
brace, 

Cr/ing aloud, ** Not Mark — not 
Mark, m/ soul 1 

The footstep flutter'd me at first ; not 
lie : 

Catlike thro* his own castle steals nw 
Mark, 

But warrior-wise tliou stridest thro' 
his halls 

Who hates thee, as I him — er'a to 
the death. 

My soul, 1 felt niv liatred for my 
ilark 

Quicken within me, and knew that 
thou wert nigh/* 

To whom 8ir Tristram smiling, I am 
here. 

Let be thy Mark, seeing he is not 
thine,” 

And drawing somewhat backward 
she replied, 

** Can he be wruug'd who Is not ey'n 
his own, 

But save for dread of thee had beaten 
me, 

Scratch’d, bitten, blinded, marr'd me 
somehow — Mark ? 

What rights are his that dare not 
strike for them ? 

Not lift a hand — not, tho' he found 
me thus I 

But hearken 1 have ye met him ? 
hence he w'ent 

To-day for three days’ hunting — as 
he said — 

And so returns belike within an hour, 

Mark's way, my soul 1 — but eat not 
thou with Mark, 

Because he hates thee even more tlian 
fears ; 

Nor drink; and when tliou jmssest 
any wood 


Close vi/or, lest an arrow from tlia 
bush 

Should leave me all alone wUh Mark 
and heth 

My God, the measure of my hate for 
Mark 

Is as the measure of my love for 
thee.” 

So, pluck'd one way by liate and 
one by love. 

Drain’d of her force, again she sat, 
and spake 

To Tristram, as he knelt before her, 
saying, 

" O hunter, and O blower of the bom, 

llar[)cr, and thou hast bt^n a rover 
too. 

For, ere 1 mated with my s ha mb Ling 
king. 

Ye twain had fallen out about the 
bride 

Of one — his name is out of me — the 
prize, 

If prize she were — (what marvel^ 
she could w) — 

Thine, friend; and ever since my 
craven seeks 

To wreck thee villanously; but, 0 
Sir Knight, 

What dame or damsel have ye kneerd 
to last I ” 

And Tristram, “ T-ast to my Queen 
FaramounC, 

Here now to iny Queen Faratnount of 
love 

And loveliness — ay, lovelier than 
w hen first 

Her light feet fell on our rough Ly- 
on nesse. 

Sailing from Ireland/’ 

Softly laugh’d Isolt; 

" Flatter me not, for hath notour great 
Qut'iui 

My dole of beauty trebled 1 ” azd he 
said, 

’’ Her beauty is her beauty, and tlune 
thine, 

And thine is more to me — soft, gra^ 
clous, kind — 
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Save when tliy Mark w kitwllfd on 
ttiy tip» 

Most graL'ioiis ; but »he, haughty^ e¥*ii 
to luni, 

Lancelot; for I bave seen bim waii enow 
To make one doubt if ever the great 
Queen 

Have yielded him her lovc/^ 

To whom I*oUj 
Ah then, false hunter and false liar- 
per, thou 

Who brakest tijro* the scruple of my 
bond, 

Calling me tby wlute bind, and say- 
ing to me 

That Guinevere had ainn'^d against 
the hlglieMt, 

And 1 — misyoked with such a want 
of man — 

That 1 could hardly sin against the 
lowifsL" 

He answer'll, " 0 ray soul, be com- 
forted 1 

If this be sweet, to sin in leading- 
strings. 

If here be comfort, and if ours lie sin, 
Crown'd warrant had we for the 
crowning sin 

That made us Imppy: but bow ye 
gn.'et me — fear 

And fault and doubt — no word of 
that fond tale — 

Thy deep hearty earnings, thy sweet 
memories 

Of Tristram in that year he was 
away/* 

And, saddening on the sudd on, spake 
Isolt, 

" 1 had forgotten all in my strong joy 
To sec tbee — yearnings 1 — ay 1 for, 
hour by hour. 

Here in the never'euded afternoon, 

O sweeter than all memories of thee, 
lleejier than any yearnings after thee 
Seen/d those far-rolling, westward- 
smiling seas. 

Watch’d from this tower. Isolt of 
Britain dash'd 

Before Isolt of Brittany on the strand. 


Would that have chiird her bride- 
kiss 1 V'^eddoil her ? 

Fought in her fnther's battles? 
wounded there? 

The King was all fuldll’d with grate- 
fulness, 

And she, my namesake of the hands, 
that heal'd 

Thy hurt and heart with unguent and 
caress — 

Well — can I wish her any huger 
wrong 

Than having known thee? her too 
bast tbou left 

To pine and waste in those sweet 
memories, 

O were 1 not my Mark’s, by ivhom all 
men 

Arc noble, I should hate lliee more 
than love ” 

And Tristram, fondling her light 
hands, replied, 

“ Grace, Queen, for being loved : she 
loved me well. 

Did 1 love her ? llic name at least I 
lov'ed. 

Isolt ? — I fought hifilmttlei, forTsolt I 

The night was dark ; the true star seU 
Isolt I 

Tlie name was ruler of the dark- 

IsoU? 

Care not for her ! patient, and prayer- 
ful, meek, 

Pale-blooded, she will yield berself to 
God/* 

And Isolt answer'd, “ Tea, and why 
not I ? 

Mine is the larger need, who am not 
meek. 

Pale-blooded, prayerful. Let me tell 
thee now. 

Here one black, mute midsummer 
night I sat, 

Ijoncly, hut musing on thee, wonder- 
ing where, 

Murmurmg a Ugiit song 1 had beard 
thee fling. 

And once or twice 1 spake thy name 
aloud. 
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Then r ]cvin*bninil ; nnd near 

me itood, 

In fuming Butjihur Mue anti green, a 
fiend ^ — 

Markka way to steal beliiritl one in the 
ilark — 

For there wna Mark i * lie has wedded 
her/ he said, 

Not caid, hut litas'd it: then this crown 
of towers 

So ihoiik to such a roar of all the 

»ky, 

That here in utter dark I swoon'd 
away, 

And woke again in utter dark, and 
cried, 

* I will flee hence and give myself to 
God* — 

And thou wert lying in thy new 
k man’s arms." 

Then Triftiram, ever dallying with 
her iiand, 

" May God be with thee, sweet, when 
old and gray. 

And past desire 1" a saying that 
anger’d her. 

« * May God he with tliee, sweet, when 
thou art old, 

And swm?t no more to mo I * I need 
. Him now. 

For when had Lancelot utter'd aught 
so gross 

Er'n to the swineherd’s malkin in the 
mast ? 

The greater man, tlie greater courtesy. 

Far other was the Tristram* Arthur's 
knight ! 

But thou, thro' ever harrying thy 
wild beasts — 

Save that to touch a harp, tilt with a 
lance 

Becomes thee well — art grown wild 
lieast thyself. 

How darc^st thou, if lover, push nie 
even 

Fn fancy from thy side, and set me 
far 

In the gray distance, half a life away. 

Her to he iovtfl no more 1 Unsay it, 
u ns wear I 

Flatter mo ratlier, seeing me so weak. 


Broken with Mark and hate and soli* 
tnde, 

Tky marriage and mine own, that I 
should suck 

Lies like sweet wines: lie to me; I 
believe. 

Will ye not lie ? not swear, as i lie re 
ye kneel, 

And soletiinly as when ye sware to 
him, 

The man of men, our -King — My 
God, the power 

Was once in vows wlicn men believed 
the Kingi 

They lied not then, who sware, and 
thro* their vows 

Tlie King prevailing made his realm : 
— I »ay, 

Swear to me thou wilt love me ev’u 
wlien oiii, 

Gniydiair’d, and past desire, and in 
despair/' 


Tlien Tristram, pacing moodily up 
and ilown, 

"VowsJ did you keep the vow you 
made to Mark 

More than I mine ? Lied, say ye f 
Nay, but learnt, 

Tlie vow that binds too strictly snaps 
itwdf — 

My knighthood taughl me this — ^ay, 
being suapt — 

We run more counter to the soul 
thereof 

Than had we never sworn* I swear 
no more. 

I swore to the great King, and am 
forsworn* 

For once — ev'n to the height — I 
honor'd him. 

* Man, is he man at all t ' inelhought, 
when first 

T rode from rmr rough Lyonnesse, and 
lieludd 

That victor of the I’agan tlwined in 
hail — 

Ills hair, a sun that ray'd from off a 
brow 

Like liiNsnow high in heaven, the 
■teehbiue eyes^ 
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Tlie gotden beard that clatlied hi« 
lips wHIi lijfhl — 

Moreover^ that weird legend of hit 
birth. 

With Merlin** mjstic babble al>out 
hi* end 

Amazed me | then, biB foot wm on a 
stool 

Shaped as a dragon ; he seemed lo me 
no ttian. 

But Mjehacd trampling Satan; so 1 
sware. 

Being amazed r but Ihb went by — 
'rhe vows ! 

O ay — the wholesome madness of 
an Jiour — 

Tliej served their use, their time ; for 
every knight 

Believed himself a greater than him- 
self, 

And even- follower eyed him as a Oofl ; 

Till he, liing lifted up beyond him- 
self. 

Did mightier deeds than cisewise he 
had done. 

And BO tbe resltn was made; but 
then their vows — 

First miiinly thro* that sullying of 
^ our Quet'tt — 

Began to gall the kniglnhood, asking 
whenee 

Had Arthur right to bind them to 
hi nisei ft 

Drop! down from heaven 1 wash'd 
up from out the deep ? 

They fail'd to trace him thro' the 
flesh and blood 

Of our old kings: whence tlienl a 
doubtful lord 

To bind them by inviolable vows, 

Which flesli and blood iierfoitJe would 
violate: 

For feel this ami of mine — the tide 
atithin 

Bed with free chase and heather- 
scented air. 

Pulsing full man; can Arthur make 
me pure 

As any maiden child t lock up my 
Itongue 

From uttering freely what 1 freely 
hear I 


Bind me to onet The wide world 
laughs at it. 

And worldling of the world am 1, and 
know 

The ptarmigan that whitens ere his 
hour 

Woos his own end; we are not angels 
here 

Nor shall be: vows — I am woodman 
of the woods, 

And hear the garnet-headed yafflngale 

Mock them : my soul, we love but 
w'hile we may ; 

And thendore is my love so large lor 
thee. 

Seeing it is not bounded save by 
love/* 

Here ending, he moved toward her, 
and she said, 

** Good : an I turn'd away my love for 
ihee 

To some one thrice as courteous as 
thyself — 

For courtesy wins women all ns well 

As valor may, but be that closes both 

Is jierfect, he is Laucelot^ taller in* 
deed, 

Hosier and comclicr, thou — but say I 
loved 

Tills knightlicst of all knights, and 
east Ibeo back 

Thine own* small saw, * We love but 
while we may/ 

Well tlien, wliat answigtl * 

He that while she spake, 

Mindful of what he brought to adorn 
her with, 

Tlie jewels, had let one Anger lightly 
touch 

The warm white apple of her throat, 
rejdied, 

** l^resf this a little closer, sweet, 
until — 

Come, I am hunger'd and balf-an- 
ger'd— nieat. 

Wine, w ine — and I will love ibee to 
the death. 

And out beyond iuto the dream to 
come/' 
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So when both were brought 

to foil lecord, 

She iitnl ret beforo him all lie 
wiird; 

And after llieno had comforted the 
blood 

With meats and wines, and satiated 
their hearta — 

14 ow talking of their woodland para* 
disc, 

The deer, the dews, tlie fern, the 
founU, the lawns ; 

Now mocking at the much migainti- 
ness, 

And craven shifts, and long crane 
legs of Mark — 

Then Tristram laugliing caught the 
harp, and sang : ' 

"Ay, ay, O ay — the winds that 
hend the brier! 

A star in heaven, a star within the 
merel 

Ay, ay, O ay — a 8t4ir was my desire, 

And one was far apart, and one was 
neart 

Ay, ay, O ay — the winds that bow 
the grass I 

And one was water and one star was 
flrv. 

And one wilt ever shtne and one will 
pass. 

Ay, ay, O ay — tlie winds^that move 
the mere.” 

Tlien in the light's last glimmer 
Tristram showed 

And swung the rnhy earcanet. She 
cried, 

"Tlie collar of some Order, which 
our King 

Hath newly founded, all for thee, my 

soul. 

For thee, to yield thee grace beyond 
tliy peers.” 

" Not so, my Queen," he saiil, " but 
the red fruit 

Grown on a magic oak-tree in mid- 
lieaven. 

And won by 'I'rlstraui as a tourney- 
priae, 


And hither brought by Tristram for 
his Last 

Love-olTertng and peace-off eritig unto 
llan.” 

He s|ioke, he tnmM, then, flinging 
round her neck, 

Claspt it, and cried “ Tiune Order, 0 
my Queen ! " 

But, while he bow'd to kiss the jew- 
ctrd throat. 

Out of the dark, just as the lips had 
touch'd. 

Behind him rose a shadow and a 
shriek — 

Mark's way,” sairl Mark, and clove 
him thro' the bra in. 

That night came Artliur home, and 
while ho climhM, 

All in a deatli-iLumb autumn-drip- 
ping gloom. 

The stairway to the hall, and look'd 
and saw 

The great QiieenV bower was dark, — 
about his feet 

A voice clniig sobbing till he ques^ 
tion'd it, 

" What art thou t " and the voice 
about his feet 

Sent up an ans^ver, sobbing, am 
thy fool, 

And 1 sliall never make thee smile 
again.” 


GUINEVERE. 

Queex GrisTEVKJtn had fled the court, 
and sat 

There in the holy house at Almeshury 

Weeping, none with her save a little 
maid, 

A novice ; one low light betwixt them 
hurtl'd 

Blurr'd by the creeping mist, for all 
abroad. 

Beneath a moon unseen albeit at full, 

The white iriUt, tike a factMiloth to 
tlie face, 

Clung to the dead earth, and the land 
was stilt. 
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For liithor bad she fled, her eatise 
of 

Sir Modred; he lliat like a siilitle 
beast 

Lny couehant with his eyes upon the 
throne, 

Ready to spring, waiting a cliancei 
for this 

He chin'd tike popular praises of the 
King 

Witli silent smiles of slow disparage^ 
ment ; 

And tamper'd with the t^orda of the 
While Horse, 

Heathen, the bn>od by Hen gist left \ 
and sought 

To make disruption in the Table Round 

Of Arthur, and to splinter it into feuds 

Serving his traitorous end; aud all 
hU aims 

Were sharpen'd by strong hate for 
Lancelot. 

For thus it chanced one mom when 
all the court. 

Green-suited, but with plumes tiiat 
mock'd the may. 

Had been, their wont, a-maying and 
returnM, 

That Iklodrcd still in green, all ear 
and eye. 

Climb'd to the high top of the garden- 
wall 

To spy some secret scandal if ho might, 

And saw the Queen who sat betwixt 
her best 

Enid, and lissome Vivien, of her court 

Tlie tt iliest and the worst ; and uiorc 
limn this 

He saw not, for Sir Lancelot passing 

by 

Spied wliere he crouch'd, and as the 
gardener's hand 

Picks from the colewort a green cater- 
pillar. 

So from the high wall and the flow-er- 
ing grove 

Of grasses I^ncelot pluck’d him by 
the heel, 

And cast him as a worm upon the way ; 

But when he knew the Prince tho' 
marr'd with dust, 


3sr 


Ho, reverencing king's blood in a bad 
man, 

Matle suL'Ii e^ccuses as he might, and 
theiie 

Full kiiighlly without scorn; for in 
those days 

No knight of Arthur's noblest dealt 
ill scorn ; 

But, if a man were halt or huneli'd, 

in him 

By tlkose whom God had made full- 
Utnb'd and tali, 

Scorn was allow'd as part of his defect, 
And he was answer'd softly by the King 
And all his Table. So Sir Lancelot 
holp 

To raise the Prince, who rising twice 
or tlirice 

Full sharply smote Ills knees, and 
smiled, and went : 

But, ever after, tho small violence done 
Rankled in him and rufiledall his heart, 
As the sharp wind tliat ruflles all day 
long 

A lltllo bitter pool about a stone 
Un the bare coast. 

But wlien Sir Lancelot told 
Tliis matter to the Queen, at first she 
luughM 

Lightly, tothink of Modred's dusty fall, 
Then shudder'd, as the village wife 
who cries 

** I ill udder, some one steps across my 
gra ve ; " 

Then laugh'd again, but faintlier, for 
indeed 

She half-foresaw that he, the subtle 
beast, 

Would track her guilt until he found, 
and tiers 

Would IjeforcvermoFeanamo of scorn. 
Henceforward rarely could she front 
In hall, 

Or elsewhere, Modred's narrow foxy 
face, 

Heart-hilling smile, and gray persis- 
tent eye i 

Henceforward too, the Powers that 
tend the soul, 

To help it from tlie death that cannot 
die. 
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And save it even in exiremeii, lie^an 

To vex and plajrue her. Many a iimc 
for Jiours^ 

Beside the pUcid breathingi of the 

Kin^, 

In the dead ni^ht, grim faces came 
and went 

Before her.or a vague spiritual fear^ 

l^ike to some doubtful noise of creak- 
ing doors, 

Heard by the watcher in a haunted 
house, 

That keeps the rust of murder on the 
walls — 

Held her awake : or if she slept, she 
dreaiiiM 

An awful dream; for then she seem'd 
to stand 

On some vast plain before a setting 
sun, 

And from the sun there swiftly made 
at her 

A ghastly something, and its shadow 
flew 

Before it, tilt It touch’d her, and site 
turn'd — 

'WMior lo! her own, that broadening 
from her feet, 

And blackening, swallowM alt the 
land, and in it 

Far cities burnt, and with a cry she 
woke* 

Aud all lids trouble did not pass but 
grew; 

Till ev’n the clear faee of the guileless 
King, 

And trustful courtesies of household 
life, 

Became her bane; and at the last she 
said, 

" 0 Lancelot, get thee hence to thine 
own land,’ 

For if thou tarry wc shall meet again* 

And if we meet again, some evil chance 

Will make the smouldering scandal 
break and blaxe 

Before the people, and our lord the 
King.” 

And Lancelot ever promised, but re- 
main'd. 

And still they met and met. Again 
she said. 


"O J*ancelnt, if thou love me get tliea 
he nee,” 

Anil then they <were agreed upon a 
night 

(When the good King should not be 
there) to meet 

And pan for ever, Fassion-pale they 
met 

And greeted : hands in hands, and eye 
to eye. 

Low on tlie border of her couch they 
sat 

Stammering and staring: jC was their 
last hour, 

A madness of farewells. And Modred 
brought 

His creatures to the basement of the 
tower 

For testimony; and crying with full 
voice 

^‘Traitor, come out, ye are trapl at 
last," aroused 

I#ancelot, who rush in gout ward 1 ionlikt 

Leapt on him* and hurl'd him head- 
long, and he fell 

Slunn’d, and his creatures took and 
liare him o0, 

And all was still : then she, ” The end 
is come* 

And 1 am shamed for ever ; " and he 
said, 

"Mine be the shame; mine was the 
sin : but rise. 

And fly to my strong castle overseas; 

There will I hide thee, till my life 
shall end* 

There hold thee with my life against 
tlie worUl." 

She answer’d, "Lancelot, wilt thou 
hold me soT 

Nay, friend* for we have taken our 
farewells. 

Would God that thou couldst hide me 
from myself] 

Inline is the shame, for 1 was wife, and 
thou 

Unwedded : yet rise now, and let us fly. 

For 1 will draw me Into sanctuary, 

And bide my doom*" So Lancelot 
got her horse* 

Set her thereon, and mounted on his 
own. 
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Ami tijen Ihoy rfHlt? to tlio divided way^ 

Tliere kiss'd^and parted vreeptiig : for 
lie past, 

I^¥c-l«yal to the least wbli of the 
Queen, 

Back to Ilia land j but she to Alme#* 
bury 

Fled all night long by glimmering 
waste and weald, 

And heard the spirits of the waste 
and weald 

Moan as she tied, or thought the heard 
them moan : 

And in herself she moan’d “ Too late, 
too late I " 

Till in the cold wind that foreruns the 
mom, 

A blot in heaven, the Raven, flying 
high, 

Croak’d, and the thought, ** He spies 
a field of death ; 

For now the Heathen of the Northern 
Sea, 

Lured by the crimes and frailties of 
the court. 

Begin to slay the folk, and spoil the 
land" 

And when she came to Almesbury 
she spake 

There to the nuns, and said, " Mine 
enemies 

Pursue me, but, O peaceful Sisterhood, 

Ecceive, and yield me sanctuary, nor 
ask 

Her name to whom ye yield It, till her 
lime 

To tell you : " and her beauty, grace 
and power, 

Wrought as a charm upon them, and 
they spared 

To ask it. 

So the stately Queen abode 

For many a week, unknown, aniong| 
the nuns ; 

Kor with them mix'd, nor told her 
name, nor sought, 

Wrapt in her grief, for house] or for 
shrift, 

But communed only with the Uttle 
tuaick 


Who pleased her with a babbling 
heedlessness 

Whieh often lured her from herself; 
but now. 

This night, a rumor wildly blown 
about 

Came, that Sir Modred had usurp'd 
the realm. 

And leagueti him with the heathen, 
while the King 

Was waging war on Lancelot: then 
she thought, 

** With what a hate the people and 
the King 

Must hate me," and liow'd down upon 
her hands 

Silent, until tlie little maid, who 
brook \X 

No silence, brake it, uttering “ Late ! 
so late ! 

What h<mr, I w onder, now I ” and when 
she drew' 

No answer, by and by began to hum 

An air ilie nuns had taught her; 
“ Late, so late!" 

Which when she heard, the Queen 
look'd up, and said, 

" O maiilen, if indee^l ye list to sing. 

Sing, and unlnnd my heart that 1 may 
wwp." 

When*at full willingly sang the little 
mailt 

" Late, late, so late ! and dark the 
night and chilli 

Late, late, so late 1 but we can enter 
stilt 

Too late, loo late! ye cannot enter 
now. 

« 

** No light had we : for that we do 
reijent ; 

And learning this, the bridegroom 
will relent. 

^Too late, too late ! ye cannot enter 
now. 

**No light: so late! and dark 
and chill the night ! 

O let us iu, that we may find the light ! 

Too late, too late : ye cannot enter 
now. 
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" Have we »nt heard the bride^^roum 
is BO sweet ! 

0 let m in, tho' late, to kiBs his feet 1 

Ko, no, too late I ye eaimot enter 

now,” 

So sang the novice, wldle full pas- 
sionately, 

Her head upon her hands, retnerabeP' 
ing 

Her thought when first she came, 
wept the sad Queen. 

Then said the little novice prattling 
to her, 

“ 0 pray yon, noble lady, weep no 
more ; 

Bnt let iny wonls, the wonls of one 
so small, 

Who knowing nothing knows but to 
obey, 

And if 1 do not there is pc^nanee giv- 
en — 

Comfort your sorrows; for tliey do 
not flow 

From evil done; right sure 1 an] of 
that. 

Who see your tender grace and state- 
liness. 

But weigh your sorrows with our lord 
the King's, 

And weigliing find them less ; for 
gone is he 

To wage grim war against Sir Lance- 
lot there, 

Bound that strong castle where he 
holds tite Queen ; 

And Modre^l whom he left in charge 
of a]!, 

The traitor— Ah sweet lady, the 
King's grief 

For his own self, and his own Queen, 
and ri^alm, 

Must needs lie thrice as great as any 
of ouni, I 

For me, I thank the saints, 1 am not 
gnat. 

For if there ever come a grief to me 

1 cry my cry in silence, anti liave lione* 

None knows it, and my tears have 

brought me gtMxl : 

But even were tlie griefs of little ones 


As great as those of great one*, yet 
this grief 

Is addiHl to the griefs the great must 
War, 

That howsoever much they may desire 

Silence, they cannot weep behind a 
cloud : 

As even here tliey talk at Almesbury 

About Hie good King and his wicked 
Queen, 

And were 1 such a King with such a 
Queen, 

Well might 1 wish to veil her w'icked* 

lUSS, 

But were 1 such a King, It could not 

be." 

Tlien to her own sad lieart mutter'd 
tlie Queen, 

" Will Uie cliild kill me witb lier inno^ 
cent talkl ” 

Bnt opi-nly she answ'cr'd, ” Must not f, 

If tliifl false trjiiior have displaced his 
lord, 

Grieve wiili the common grief of all 
the realm 1 ” 

** Yea, "said the maid, “thla is all 
woman's grief, 

That 9he Is woman, whose disloyal life 

Hath wrought confusion in the Table 
Hound 

Which g<iod King Arthur founded, 
years ago. 

With signs and miracles and wonders, 
there 

At Camelot, ere the coming of the 
Quec-n/' 

Then thought the Qneen within her- 
mdf again, 

” Will the child kill me with her fool- 
ish prate ? " 

I Hut opimly she spake and said to her, 

" U liule maid, shut iu by nunnery 
walls, 

What caiist thou know of Kings and 
Tables Uoundp 

Or what of signs and wonders, but the 
signs 

And simple miracles of thy nunnery t" 


CUfNEVEm. 361 1 

To whom the little □oYiL'e garru- 
lou»l>% 

" Yea, hut 1 know r the land was full 
of signs 

Anti wondvra ere the coming of tlie 
Queen. 

So said my father, and himself was 
knight 

Of the great Table — at the founding 
of it ; 

And rode thoreto from Lyonnesse, 
and he said 

That as he ro<le, an hour or maybe 
twain 

After tile sunset, down the coast, he 
heard 

Strange music, and he paused, and 
turning — there, 

A 11 down the lontdy cfiastof Lyonnesse, 

Each with a l>eatxm-star upon his head, 

And with a wild wadightabout his feet, 

fie saw them — headland after head- 
land daTne 

Eaton into the rich heart of the west; 

And in the light the white mennaiden 
swam, 

And strong mandireasted things stood 
from the sea, 

And sent a deep sea-rolce thro' all the i 
la nd. 

To which the little elves of chasm and 
cleft 

Made answer, sounding Uke a distant 
horn. 

So said my father — yea, and further* 
more, 

Next morning, while ho past the dim- 
lit woods. 

Himself beheld three spirits mad with 
jny 

Come dashing down on a tall wayside 
flower, 

That shook l>eneath them, as the this- 
tle shakes 

When three gray linnets wrangle for 
the seed : 

And still at evenings on before his 
horse 

The flickering fairy-circle wheel'd and 
broke I 

Elying, and link’d again, and wheeTd | 
and broke | 

Flying, for all the land was full of life* 
And when at last he came to Came lot, 

A wreath of airy dancers handdn-liand 
Swung round the lighted lantern of | 
Iheliall; 

And in the hall itself was such a fenst 

As never man had dreani'd; for every 
knight 

Had whatsoeTor meat he long’d for 
served 

By hands unseen ; nml even as he said 
Down in the cellars merry bloated 
things 

Shoulder'd ihe spigot, straddling on 
the buita 

While the wine ran: so glad wore 
spirits and men i 

Before the coming of the sinful 
Queen.” 

Tlicn spake the Queen and tomo’ 
what bitterly, | 

"Were they so glad? ill prophets 
were they all, 

Spirits and men : could none of them 
foresee, 

Not even tliy wise father with his signs 
And wonders, what has fall'n upon 
the realm ? ” 

To whom the novice garrulously 
again, 

“ Yea, one, a bard ; of w hom my fatiicr 
said, 

Full many a noble war-song had he 
^ung, 

Ev’nin the presence of an enemy's 
fleet, 

Between the steep cliff and the com- 
ing wave; 

And many a mystic lay of life and 
(leath . 

Had chanted on the smoky mountain- 
tops. 

When round him bent the spirits of 
the liilis 

With all their dewy hair blown back 
like flame i 

So said my father — ant] tliat night 
tile bard 

Sang Arthur's glorious wan^ and 
sang the King 
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As weUni^h more thnn man, and raird 
at ihoii! 

Who call’d him the false son of Gor- 
lots: 

For tliere was no man knew from 
whence he came \ 

But after ten»pe»t| when the king 
wa^-e bnike 

AH down tlie thundering shores of 
Bude and Bos, 

There came a day as still us heaven, 
and then 

They found a naked child upon the 
sanda 

Of dark Tintagil hy the Cornish sea; 

And that was Arthur ; and they fos- 
ter'd him 

Till he by mimele was approver! King : 

And that his grave should he a mystery 

From all men^ like his birth ; aud 
could he dnd 

A woman in her womanhood as groat 

As he was in hU manhood, then, he 
sang. 

The twain together well might change 
the world. 

Bui even in the middle of his song 

lie falter’d, and his hand fell froiu the 
harp, 

And pale he turn'd, and reel'd, and 
would have fall’n, 

But that they stay’d him up; nor 
would he tell 

His vision ; hut what doubt that he 
foresaw 

This evil work of Lancelot and the 
Queen t" 

Tlien thought the Queen, “Lo! 
they have set her on. 

Our simple-seeming Abbess and her 
nuns, 

To play upon me,” and bow'd her 
head nor spake. 

Whereat the novice ciyiiig, with 
tdasp'd hands. 

Shame on her own garrulity garru- 
lously. 

Said the goiwi nuns would check her 
gadding tongue 

Full often, and, sweet lady, if I seem 

To vex an ear too sad to listen to me. 


Cnjiiaiinerly, with praitling and the 
talcs 

Which my good father told me, check 
me too 

Nor let me shame my father’s mem- 
ory, one 

Of tiohlcst maimers, Ihu’ himself 
Willi hi say 

Sir Lancelot had the noblest ; and he 
died. 

Kill’d in a tilt, come next, five suui^ 
mers hack. 

And left me ; but of others who remaii^ 

And of the two firtit-famed for 
coiirtetiy^ 

And jiray you check me if I ask 
amiss — 

But prny you, whieli had nobles^ 
white you moveil 

Among them, Laueelot or our lord 
the King I ” 

Tiien the pale Queen look'd up and 
answer'd her, 

“ Sir Lancelot, as became a noble 
knight, 

Was gracious to all ladies, and the 
same 

In open Imitle or the tilting^fleld 

Forbore his own advantage, and the 
King 

In open battle or the tilting-fleld 

Forbore his own advantage, and these 
two 

Were tlie most nobly-manner'd men 
of fill ; 

For manners are not idle, but the fruit 

Uf loyal nature, and of noble mind,"' 

“ Yea,” said the maid, "be manners 
such fair fruit ? 

Then I^incekii's needs must he a thou- 
sand-fold 

I^sB noble, lielng, as nil rumor runs, 

The most disloyal friend in all the 
world/' 

To which a mourn fut answer made 
the Queen: 

"O closed about by narrowing nun- 
nery-walls, 
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Wliat knnwe«t thou of tke world, iind 
all itfl light# 

And shndowii, all the wealtli mid alt 
the woe ? 

If ever l^ttieelot, that imWt milile 
knight, 

Were for one hour hm nohle than 
himself, 

for him that he si^ape the dfwnn 
of Are, 

And weep for her who drew Him to 
h)« doom*” 

"Yea,” aaid the little no vice, "I 
pray for both ; 

But I should ail as soon believe that 

his, 

Sir t-aneelor#, were as noble as llie 
King's, 

Aa I could think, Bweet lady, yours 
would be 

Such as they an*, were you the siidul 
Queen” 


So »lic, like many another Iwibhler, 
butt 

Whom ehe would soothe, and hitmi'd 
where she would heal ; 

For here a sudden Aush of wrathful 
heat 

Fired all the pale faee of the Queen, 
who cried, 

"Such Si lliou art W never maiden 
more 

For ever! thou their tool, aet on to 
plague 

And play ufion. and harry me, pretty spy 

Aiid irfliiri*i«a*” W'hen that storm of 
anger brake 

From Gurnet ere, aghast the tnaiden 
rose. 

White as lier veil, and stood before 
the Queen 

As tremulously as foam upon the 
beach 

Stands in a wind, ready to break and 

fly, 

And when the Queen liad addetl “ Gel 
tht^ hence,” 

Fled frightCHl* Then that other left 
alone 


SlghVl, and l>egmi to gather heart 
again, 

Saylngin herself, "The simple, fear* 
ful diild 

Meant nothing, hut my own too-fear- 
fui guilt, 

Simpler tliun any child, lad rays ilscdf. 
But help me, heaven, for surely 1 
reja'iit. 

For what is true rt'jK'Utanee hut in 
thought — 

Not ev'n in jnmoKt thoughi to think 
again 

Hie sins that niade the past so pleasant 
to us: 

And 1 liave sworn never to sec him 
more, 

To sec him more*” 

And ev'n In saying this. 
Her memory from old liabit of the 
mind 

Went slipping back uiam the golden 
tlays 

In wliieh she saw him first, when 
Laneelut eaiiie, 

Beputecl the best knight and goodliest 
man. 

Ambassador, to lead her to his lord 
An inland led her forth, and far 
^Riead 

t)f Ids and her retinue moving, they, 
llapt in sweet talk or lively, all on 
love 

And sport and tilts and pleasure, 
(for the lime 

Was may time, and as yet no sin was 
dream 'd,} 

Rode under groves that look'd a para- 
dise 

Of blosiom, over sheets of hyaclnlh 
Tiiat seem'd the lieavens uphreaking 
thro* the eartli. 

And on from liill to lull, and evety day 
Beheld at noon m some delicious 
dale 

The silk pavilions of King Arthur 
raised 

For lirief repast or afternoon repose 
By coiirient gone before ; and on again, 
nil yet once more ere set of sun they 
saw 
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Ttie Drrifton of the great PeiiJragon- 

aHifi, 

TUat crown'd the state pavilion of the 
King, 

Blaze hy the rushing hrook or silent 
weU* 

But when the Qtieen immersecT In 
such a tranciv 

And moving tliro* the imst uncon- 
scious iy, 

Came to that point where first she 
saw the King 

Bide toward her from the city, sighed 
to flnd 

Her journey done, glanced at him, 
thought him eukl. 

High, self eon tain 'd, and passionless, 
not like him, 

“Not like my Ijancelot” — while she 
hrnoded thus 

And grt*w lialf-guilty in her thougiits 
again, 

There nnle an armed warrior to ttic 
doors. 

A niunuuring whisper thro* the mm- 
nery ran, 

Then on a sudden a C 17 ' “ 'Hie King.** 
8 lie sa t 

StifT-stricken, listening; hujt^when 
armed feet 

Tlupo* the long gallery from the outer 
iloors 

Bang coming, prone from off her seat 
she felt, 

And grovetl*d with her face against 
the floor- 

lliere with her milkwhite arms and 
shadowy hair 

She made her face a darkness from 
the King: 

And in the darkness heard his anned 
feet 

Pause by her; then came silence, then 
a voice. 

Monotonous and hollow like a OhosPs 

Denouncing judgment, but tho* 
changed, the Kmg*s : 

“ Liest thou here so low, the child 
of one 


1 honor'll, liappy, dead before thy 
shame ? 

Well U it that no child is bom of 
thee* 

Tlje children bom of Ihee arc sword 
anil fire. 

Bed ruin, and the breaking up of 
laws, 

'J’lie craft of kindred ainl the Godless 
hosts 

Of heal hen swamiingo*er the Korthom 
Sea; 

Whom I, wliile yet Sir Lancelot, my 
right arm 

The mightiest of my knights, abode 
with me, 

Have everywhere almut this land of 
Christ 

In twelve great battles ruining over- 
thrown. 

And knowest thou now from whence 
1 come — fruii! him. 

From waging bitter war with him; 
a n il lie. 

That did not shun to smite me in 
worst- way. 

Had yet that grace of courtesy in him 
left, 

He sparcil to lift Iiis hand against the 
King 

Who made liim kniglil ; but many a 
knight wassliiin; 

And manj^ more, and all his kith and 
kin 

Clave to him, and alwde in his own 
lamb 

And ninny more when Modred raised 
rt-volt. 

Forgetful of their troth and fealty, 
clave 

To Modred, and a it^mnant stays with 
me. 

And of this remnant will 1 leave a 
part, 

Trdo men who love me still, for wdiom 
I live. 

To guard thee in the wild hour coming 
on, 

lA-st but a hair of this low head he 
harm'd. 

Fear not: thou shalt be guarded till 
my death. 
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Howboit I know, if ancient prophede* 

Hare crrM not, that I niarcli to meet 
my (ioorn* 

Thou ha«t not made my life bo Bweet 
to ine. 

That 1 the King should greatly care 
to live ; 

For thou hast apoiU the purpoie of 
my life* 

Bear with me for the last time while 
1 show, 

Kv’n for thy sake, the sin wlileb thou 
hast sinn'fL 

For when the Boman left us, and 
their law 

llelajt’d its hold upon us, and the 
ways 

WereflU’d with rapine^ here and there 
a deed 

Of prowess tlonc redress’d a random 
wnmg. 

But 1 was ttrst of all the kings who 
drew 

The knighthood-errant of this realm 
and all 

The realms together under me, their 
Head, 

In that fairUnlerof my Table Bound, 

A glorious company, the flower of 
men, 

To Ber%e as model for the mighty 
w'orld. 

And be the fair beginning of a lime* 

I made them lay their bands in mine 
ami swear 

To reverence the King, as If he were 

Their conscienep, and their eonsetenee 
as their King, 

To break the heathen and uphold the 
Christ, 

To ride abroad redressing human 
wrongs, 

To speak no slander, no, nor listen to 
lt« 

To honor his own word ns if his Gotrs, 

To lead sweet lives in purest chastity, 

To love one maiden only, cleave to 
her, 

And worship her by yean of noble 
deeds, 

Until they won her; for Indeed I 
' knew 


Of no more subtle master under 
heaven 

Than is the maiden passion for a 
maid, ^ 

Not only to keep down the base In 
man, 

Bui teaeh high thought, and amiable ' 
words 

And courtliness, and the desire of 
fame, 

And love of truth, and all that makes 
a man. 

And all this throve before I wedded 
thei% 

Believing, * lo mine helpmate, one to 
feel 


My purpose and rejoicing in my 

Tlien came thy shameful sin with 
Lancelot ; 

Then came the sin of Tristram and 
Jsolt j 


Then others, following these my 
mightiest knights, 

And drawing foul eiisamplo from fair 
names, 

SinnMalso, till the loathsome opposite 

tlf all my heart had destined did o1> 
tain. 

And all thro- thee! so that this life of 
mine 

1 guard as GotFs high gift from sea the 
and wning, 

Not git^atly care to lose ; but rnilier 
think 

How sad it were for Arthur, should he 
live, 

To sit ontfe more within his lonely 
hall. 


And miss the wonted number of my 
knights. 

And miss to hear high talk of noble 
deeds 

As in the golden days Wfore thy sin* 

For whieh of us, who might he left, 
could speak 

Of the pure heart, nor seem to glance 
at th(»el 

And in thy bowL*rs of Came lot or of 


Usk 

Thy shadow still would glide from 
room to room. 
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And 1 ihfitild evermore* lie vext with 
thee 

In han^nn robe or vacant oma- 
nient, 

Or ghoitly footfall echoing on the 
stair. 

’ For think not, tho* thou wouldit not 
love tliy lord, 

Tliy loni haa wdiolly lost hii love for 
thee. 

I am not made of so slight elements. 

Yet must I leave thee, woman, to thy 
shame. 

I hold that man the w'orst of ptiMie 
flies 

Who either for IvU own or child rt*ii's 
sake, 

To save his hlood from scandal, lets 
the wife 

Whoni he knows false, abide and rule 
the house \ 

For being thro* his eowanliee allow*d 

Her station, taken everywhere for 
pure. 

She like a new disease, unknown to 
men. 

Creeps, no precaution used, among the 
crowd, 

Makes wicked lightnings of her eyes, 
and saps 

Tlie fealty of our friends, and stirs the 
pulse 

With devil's leaps, and poisons half 
the young. 

Worst of the worst were that man he 
that reigns I 

Better the King's waste hearth and 
aching Iteort 

Tlian thou reseated in thy place of 
light, 

Tlie mockery of my people, and their 
bane," 

He paused^and In the pause she 
crept an inch 

Nearer, and laiil her hands about his 
feet. 

Far off ji solitary trumpet blew. 

Then waiting by the doors Uie war- 
horse neigh'd 

As at a friend's voice, and he spake 
again: 


** Yet think not tliat 1 come to urge 
thy crimes, 

I did not come to curse thoo, Guinevere, 

1, whose vast pity almoii makes me 
die 

To sec thee, laying there thy golden 
head. 

My pride in happier summers, at my 
feet. 

The wrath which forced my thouglits 
on the fierce law, 

The doom of treason and the flaming 
death, 

I (When first 1 learnt thee hiddeti here) 

I is past. 

'rhe |Ming — which while I weigh'd thy 
Iteart with one 

Too wliolly true to drt'am unimth iit 
thee, 

Made my tears bum — is also past — 
in part. 

And all is past, tlte sin is8iiin'd,aiid I, 

Iai! I forgive tliee, as Ktemal God 

Forgives ; do ihou fur ihine own soul 
the rest. 

But bow to take last leave of all 1 
loved ! 

0 golden hair, with which 1 used to 

play 

Not knowing 1 O imperial -moulded 
form, 

And beauty such as never woman 
wore, 

Until it came a kingdom's curse with 
thee — 

1 cannot touch thy lips, they arc not 

mine. 

But I^anivlnt's : nay, they never were 
the King*ii. 

I cannot lake thy hand; that too is 
flesh, 

And in the flesh thou hast iinn'd; 
and mine own flesh. 

Here looking down on tliine polluted, 
cries 

* 1 loathe thee : ' yet not less, O Guine- 
vere, 

For I was t-ver virgin save for thee, 

My love thro' flesh hath wrought into 
my life 

Bo far, that my doom is, 1 love thee 
itm. 
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T^t no man drf^am but tlial I love tliee 
ffllLL 

Percliance, and to thou purify thy 
tool, 

And ao ihnu lem on our fair father 
Christ, 

Hereafter in that world where all are 
pure 

We two may meet before liigh God, 
and thou 

Wik spring to me, and claim me thine, 
and know 

I am thine husband— not a smaller 
soul, 

Nor Lancelot, nor anothen I^ave me 
that, 

I charge' thee, my last hope. Now 
must [ hence. 

Thro' the tltkk night I hear tlie truni- 
pel blow * 

Tliey summon me their King to lead 
mine hosts 

Far down to that great battle in the 

Wt'St, 

Where I must strike against the man 
they call 

My sister's son — no kin of mine, who 
leagues 

With I^nU of the White Horse, 
heathen, and knights, 

Traitors*— and strike him dead, and 
meet myself 

Death, or I know not what mysterious 
cifjom. 

And thou remaining here wilt learn 
the erent ; 

But hither shall I never come again, 

Never lie by thy side ; see thee no 
more — 

Farewell 

And while she groveHM at Ins feet, 

She felt the King’s breath wander oVr 
her neck, 

And in the darkness o'er her fallen 
head, 

Tercel ved the waving of Ids hands 
that blest. 


Then, listening till those armed 
steps were gone, 


Hole the pale Queen, and in her an- 
guish found 

The casement: per ad venture,'' so 
she thought, 

** M ] might see his face, and not be 
seen." 

And lo,he sat on horselmck atlbedoor! 

And near him the sad nuns with each 
a light 

Stood, and he gave them charge about 
the Queen, 

To giiant and foster her for evermore. 

And while he spake to tliesc his helm 
was lower'd, 

To which for crest the golden dragon 
ctung 

’ Of Britain ; so she did not see the face, 
I Which then wm as an angel's, but site 
I saw, 

I Wet with the mists and smitten by the 
I lights, 

r The Dragon of tlie great Pendragon- 
r ship 

' Blaise, making all the night a steam 

1 of fire. 

; And even then he turn'd; and more 
^ and more 

I The mcjony vapor rolling round the 
I King, 

Who st^eni’d the phantom of a Giant 
: in it, 

Knwound biin fold by fold, and made 
him gray 

And grayer, liil himself l>ecameas mist 

Before her, moving ghostlike to his 
doom. 

Tlien she stretch'd out her arms and 
<Tied aloud 

“ Oh Arthur!" there her voice brake 
suddenly, 

Then — ns n stream that spouting from 
a cliff 

Fails in mid air, but gathering at the 
Imse ^ 

Ke niakcs itself, and ftas^es down the 
vale — 

Went on in passionate utterance ; 

“Gone — my lord! 

Gone thro' my sin to slay and to be 
slain 1 
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And ho ff>rgAro mo, and 1 could not 
8|>eak, 

Farewell ? I should have answer'd 
Ilia farewell. 

II j s merey ehiiked me. Gone, iny to rd 
the KinjJTt 

My own true lord! how dare I call 
him mine? 

The shallow of another eleates to me, 

And makes me one pollntiou : he, the 

Kitiif, 

Call'd me polluted i alLall 1 kill my- 
self? 

What help in that ? I cannot kill iny 
sill, 

If soul he soul; nor can I kill my 
shame ; 

No, nor by liThig can I live it down. 

The days will grow twwceks, the weeks 
to tnontha. 

The months will add themselves and 
make the years. 

The years will roll into the centuries, 

And mine will ever be a name of eeom, 

I must not dwell on that defeat of 
fame. 

the world be ; that is but of the 
world 

What else? what hope? 1 think there 
was a hope, 

Eicept fie mock'd me wlien he spake 
of liope ; 

Ills hope he call'd it; but he never 
mocks, 

For mockery is the fume of little 
hearts- 

Aml blessed be the King, who hatli 
forgiven 

My wickedness to him, and left me 
hope 

That in mine own heart I can live 
down sin 

And lie his mate hereafter in the 
heavens 

Before high God. Ah great and gen- 
tle lojd. 

Who wost, as is the conscience of a 
saint 

Among Ins warring senses, to thy 
knights^ 

To whom my false voluptuous pride, 
timt took 


Full easily all impreisiom from be- 
low, 

Would not look up, or half-despised 
the height 

To which I would not or 1 could net 
climb — 

1 thought 1 could not breathe in that 
line air 

That pure severity of perfect light — - 

I wanted warmth and color which I 
found 

In Lancelot — now I see thee what 
thou art. 

Thou art the highest and most hutnan 
too, 

Xot Laneelot, nor another. Is there 
none • 

Will tell the King 1 love him tho^ so 
late I 

Xow — ere he goes to the great Bat- 
tle? none: 

Myself must tell him In that purer 
life, 

But now it were too daring. Ah my 
God, 

Wlmt niiglit I not have made of thy 
fair world. 

Had I but loved ihy highest creature 
here ? 

It was Tiiy duty to have loved the 
highest : 

It surely was my prodi had I 
known ; 

It would have been my pleasure had 
I seen. 

We needs must love the highett when 
we see jt. 

Not Lancelot, nor another." 

Here her hand 

Grasp’d, made her vail her eyes : she 
look'd and saw 

The novice, weeping, suppliant, and 
said to her. 

Yea, little maid, for am / not for- 
given 1 " 

Then glancing up beheld the holy 
nuns 

All round her, weeping ; and her liean 
WAS loosed 

Within iier, and she wept with tbes« 
and ioicl. 
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**Ye know me then, thmt wicked 
ciiie, wIjo broke 

The vant design and purpose of the 
Kiiig- 

O shut me round with narrowing 
nunnery walls, 

Meek maideni, from llic roices crying 
* shame/ 

L muat not setjm myself : he love* me 
still. 

Let no one dream but that he love* 
me still. 

So let me. If you do not shudder at me, 

Nor shun to call me sister, dwell with 
you; 

Wear black and white, and be a nun 
like you, 

Fast with your fasts, not leasting with 
your feasts; 

Grieve with your griefs, not grieving 
at your joys. 

But not reiojclng; mingle with your 
rites ; 

Fray and be pray'd for; lie before 
your bhrinea ; 

Bo each low office of your holy 
houiite ; 

Walk your dim cloister, and distribute 
dole 

To poor sick people, richer in His eyes 
End vf ** JVie 


Who ransom'd us, and baler too than 

And treat their loathsome hurts and I 
heal mine own ; 

And BO wear out in altnsdced and in 
prayer 

The sombre close of that Toluptuous 
day, 

Which wrought the ruin of my lord 
the King/' 


She said : they took her to them- 
selves ; and she 

Still hoping, fearing ** is it yet too I 
late ! '' 

Dwelt with them, till in time their | 
Abhess died. 

Tlicn she, for her good deeds and her | 
pure life. 

And for the power of ministration in 
her. 

And likewise for the high rank she 
had borne, 

Was chosen Abbess, there, an Abbess, | 
lived 

For three brief years, and there, an 
Abhess, past 

To where beyotitl these voices there 
is peace. 

Emnd Tiibkr 


THE PASSING 

That stoir which the bold Sir Bedi- 
vere, 

First made and latest left of all the 
knights. 

Told, when the man was no more than 
a voice 

In the white winter of his age, to 
those 

With whom he dwelt, new faces, 
other mindB, 

*For on their march to westward, 
Bedivere, 

Who slowly paced among the slumber- 
ing host. 

Heard in his tent the moaulngs of the 
King: 


OF J^RTIIUR. 

**I found Him in the shining of the 
stars, 

1 mark'd Him in the dowering of Ilis 
fields, 

But ill His ways with men I find Him 
not. 

I wage<l His wars, and now I pass and 
die. 

O me! for why is all around us 
here 

As if so mi* lesser god had made the 
world. 

But had not force to shape it as ho 
would, 

Till the Higli God behold it from 
yond* 

Aud enter it, and make it beautiful l 
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Or cire ns if the world were wholly 

fair, 

But tliat UitiM? ojrcs of men are deiwe 
and dim, 

And have not power to aee it as it U * 

Peixdmnce* beeanue we see not to the 
close I — 

For I, bein^ simple^ tlj ought to work 
His wiil^ 

And have but stricken with the sword 
in vain; 

And all whereon I leaned in wife and 
friend 

la traittir to my peace, and all my 
reahu 

Reclfl back into the lieast, and is no 
more. 

My God, ihoii hast forgotten me in 
my death ; 

Nay — God my Thrist — I pass but 
Mhall nut 

Then, ere that last weird battle in 
the west, 

Tljcre came tm Arthur sleeping, Ga- 
Wflin kill’d 

In Lancelot’s war, the ghost of Uawain 
blown 

Along a wandering wind, and past lus 
ear 

M%it shrilling, "Hollow, hollow ail 
delight! 

Hail, King! to-morrow thou shall pass 
away. 

Farewell ! there is an isle of rest for 
thee. 

And 1 am blown along a wandering 
wind, 

And hollow, hollow, hollow all de- 
light/' 

And fainter onward, like wild birds 
that change 

Their season in the night and wail 
their way 

From cloud to cloud, down the long 
wind the dream 

Shrilfd; but in going mingled witli 
dim cries 

Far in the moonlit haze among the 
hills. 

As of some lonely city sack'd by 
night. 


When all is lost, and wife and child 
with wail 

Pnss to new lortis ; and Arthur woke 
and call’d, 

“Who spake! A dream. O light 
tipcin the wind. 

Thine, Gawain, was the voice — are 
these ilirn erics 

Tidne ? or doth ail that haunts the 
waste and wild 

Mourn, knowing it will go along with 
me ! “ 


Tliis hearfl the bold Sir Bedivere 
and spake; 

“O me, iny King, let pass vrliatever 
will, 

Elves, and the harmless glamour of 
the fiidd ; 

But in tlieir stead thy name and glory 
cling 

To all high places like a golden cloud 

For ever : but as yet Umu si ml I not 
pass. 

Light was Gawain in life, and light in 
death 

Is Gawain, for the ghost is aa the 
man ; 

And care not thou for dreams from 
him, hut nse — 

I hear the steps of ^fodrcfl in tho 
west, 

And with him Tiinny of thy people, 
and knights 

Unco thine, whom thou hast loved, 
but grosser gniwn 

Than heathen, spitting at their vows 
and thee. 

Hight well in heart they know tlieo 
for the King. 

Arise, go forth and conquer as of old/* 


Then afMke King Arthur to Sir 
BtHliverc ; 

“Far other is this battle in the west 

Whereto we move, than when wc 
strove in youth, 

And brake the petty kings, and fought 
with Home, 

Or thrust the heaiheii from the Roman 
wall. 
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And dhouk him thro' the norlli, 11! 
doom h nunt* 

Tq war Hgaiiint nijr pcopli? and tnjr 
knightfi^ 

The king who fights Itis people fights 
hituiielf. 

And they my knights, wlio loved me 
once, the stroke 

That ttrikes them dead is as niy death 
to me. 

Yet let US hence, and find or feel a 
way 

Tliro’ tills blind haze, whicli ever 
since I saw 

One lying in the dust at Almesburj', 

Math foldeil in the iwiases of the 
world.'* 

Then rose the King and moved his 
host by tiight, 

And ever puuiril Sir Modrcd, league 
by league. 

Back to the aunset bound of Lyoii- 
nease — 

A land of old upheaven from the abyss 

llv fire, to sink into the abyss again ; 

Where fraguieiits of forgotten pt'oples 
dwelt, ^ 

And the long mountains ended in a 
coast 

Of ever-shifting sand, and far away 

I'he pliantom eirtdc of a moaning sea. 

Tliere llie pursuer could pursue no 
more, 

And Ik* that fled no further fly the 
King ; 

And til ere, that day when the great 
light of heaTcn 

Burned at his lowest in the railing 
year. 

On the waste sand by the waste sea 
they closed. 

Nor ever yet had Arthur fought a 
fight 

Like this last, dim, weird battle of the 
west, 

A aeathwhite mist slept over sand and 
sea i 

y Whereof the chill, to him who breathed 
it, drew 

J Down with his blood, till all his heart 
was cold 

With forinleiis fear; and ev'n cm 
Artliur fell 

ConfusiuLi, since he saw not whom ho 
fought. 

For frh tid and foe were shadows in 
the mist, 

And friend slew friend not knowing 
whom he slew ; 

And some liad visions out of golden 
youth, 

And some beheld the faces of old 
gUost^ 

Irfjok in upon the battle ; and in the 
mist 

Was many a noble deed, many a base. 

And chance and craft and strength in 
single fights, 

And ever and anon with host to 
host 

Shocks, and the splintering spear, the 
hard mail hewn, 

Shield-bn^iikings, and the clash of 
brands, tlie crash 

Of hattle-axea on shatter’d helms, and 
shrieks 

After the Christ, of those who falling 
down 

f^kM up for heaven, and only saw 
the mist ; 

And shouts of heathen and the traitor 
knights, 

Oaths, insult, fllih, and monstrous 
blasphemies, 

Sweat, writhings, anguish, laboring of 
the lungs 

In tlyit close mist, andcryings for the 
light. 

Moans of theming, and voices of the 
dead. A 

Last, ns by some one deathbed after 
wail 

Of •uffering, silence follows, or thro 
death 

Or deathlike sivooii, thus over all that 
shore, 

Save for some whisper of the seething 
seas, 

A dead hush ftdl ; but when the dolo- 
rous day 

Grew drt*Brier toward twilight falling, 
came 
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A bitter winri, dear from the Kurtli, 
an<t blew 

Tlie mint aside, and with that wind the 
tide 

Hose, and the pale King gtanccKi 
aercise tiie field 

Of battle: but nu man waa moving 
there ; 

Kor any ery of Christian heard 
thereon, 

Nor yet of heathen; mily die wan 
wave 

Brake in among dead faces, to and 
fro 

Swaying the help less handa, and up 
and down 

Tumbling the Itollow helmeta of the 
fallen. 

And iliiver'd lirands that onee Imd 
fought with Hume, 

And rolling far along the gloomy 
ah fires 

The voice of days of old and days to 
he. 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir 
Bed i VO re. 

And whiier than tiic mist that ail day 
long 

Had held the fietil of bailb waa the 
King; 

" nearest thou tills great voice that 
shakes the world. 

And wastes the narrow realm whereon 
we move, 

Anil heats upmi the faces of the dead, 

Sly deatl, as tho’ they had not died 
for me I — 

O Bedivere, for on my heart hath 
falFn 

Confusion, till 1 know not what I am. 

Nor whence 1 am* nor whether 1 he 
King. 

Behold, 1 seem but King among the 
dead." 

Then spake the bold Sir Bedivere ; 
" My King, 

King everywlierel and so the dead 
have kings, 

There also will 1 worship thee as King. 


Yet still thy life is whole, and still 1 
live 

Who love thee; but who hates thee, 
he that brought 

The heathen back among us, yonder 
stands, 

Modrcil, un harm'd, the traitor of thine 
house.” 

Tiien spake the King : ** My house 
hath bi^en my doom. 

But cal! not thou this traitor of my 
house 

W^ho hath but dwelt beneath one roof 
with me. 

My liouse are ratlicr they who aware 
my vows* 

Yea, even while they brake them, 
own'd mo King. 

And well for tJtee, saying in my dark 
hour* 

When all tlie purport of my throne 
hath faird* 

That quick or dead thou boldest me 
for King. 

King am I, wJiatsoever lie their cry ; 

And one last act of kinghood shall 
thou see 

Yet, ere I jmss.” And uttering this 
the King 

Made at the iimu : then Modred smote 
his liege 

Hard on that helm winch many a 
heathen sword 

Had beaten thin; wJnIe Arthur at one 
blow. 

Striking the last stroke with Excali* 
bur. 

Slew him, and all but stain himself, 
he felb 

So all day long the noise of battle 
roll'd 

Among the mountains by the winter 
sea; 

Until King Arthur's Table, man by 
msu, 

Had fall'll in Lyonnesse about their 
lord, 

King Arthur. 'Fhcn, because his 
w<miid was deep. 

The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him. 
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And bone him to a chapel nigh the 
fiehh 

A broken elianeel with a broken croas. 
That Blood cm a dark atniit of barren 
land i 

On one aide lay tlie Ocean^, and on one 
Lay a great water, and the mouti was 

Then apake King Arthur to Sir 
BtKiivere: 

"The sequel of tonday unsolders all 
The goodliest fellowahip of funioua 
knighu 

Whereof this world holds record- 
8ueh a sliH-p 

They sleep — the men I lored* I 
think that we 

Shall nerer mort% at any future time, 
lX*iiglit our iHiuls witli talk of knight 
ly deeds, 

Walking about the gardens and the 
halls 

Of Camel ot, as in the days that were. 
I perUh by this people wli'ieh 1 made,— 
Tho' 31er]jn aware iliat 1 should coma 
again 

To rule once' more ; but, let what will 
be, be, 

1 am so deeply smitten thro" the helm 
That without help 1 cannot last ilLI 
moni. 

Thou therefore take my brand Excah 
libur, 

Which was my pride t for fhuu re- 
mem borest bow 

In those ohl days, one summer noon, 
an linn 

Kcjse up from out the bosom of the 
lake, 

Clothed in white samite, mystic, won- 
derful, 

Holding the sword — and how I row'd 
across 

And took it, and Imre worn It, like a 
king; 

And, wheresoever I am sung or 
fold 

In aftertime, tills also shall lie known: 
But now delay not: take Kxealibur, 
And fling him far into the middle 
ineru ; 


Watch what thou seest, and lightly 
bring me word." 

To Iiim replied the bold Sir Bedi- 
vere : 

" II Is not meet. Sir King, to leave thee 
thus, 

Aidless, alone, and smitten thro' 
the helm — 

A little thing may hami a wounded 
man 

Yet I thy best will all perform at full, 

Watch what 1 see, and lightly bring 
thee word.” 

So saying, from the ruin'd shrine 
hestept, 

And in the moon athwart the place of 
toiiihs. 

Where lay the mighty bones of an* 
eient men, 

Old kjiights, and over them the sea- 
wind sang 

Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam. He, 
stepping down 

By zfgrjig paths, and juts of pointed 
rtiek, 

Came on the sblning levels of the 
lake* 

There drew he forth the brand Ex- 
calibnr. 

And o'er him, drawing it, the winter 
moiin, 

Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, 
ran forth 

And sparkled keen with frost against 
the hilt ; 

For all the haft twinkled with dia- 
mond sjiarks, 

^lyriads of to[>az-liglits, and jacinth- 
work 

Of subtlest jewelry. He gazed so 
long 

That boih his eyes were dazzled as he 
stood!, 

This way and that dividing the swift 
mind. 

In act to ihrow: but at the last it 
seem'd 

Better to leave Excabbur coneeard 

There in tiia many knotted waterllugs. 
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That whistled stiff anti dry aljout the 
iTiarjie. 

So fitrotie ho back ilow to the woumi- 
etl King- 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Ik-d- 
ivere : 

“ Hast tium perform’d my miss ion 
wiiieh I gave ? 

What U it thou hast seen? or what 
hast Iteard 1 " 

And answer made tlje hold Sir Bod* 
ivore : 

I heard the ripple washing In the 
reeds, 

And the wild water lapping on the 
crag/' 

To whom repHeil King Arthur, faint 
and pale: 

I'hou hast betray'd thy nature and 
thy name, 

Not rendering true answer, as he* 
seem'd 

Tliy fealty, nor like a noble knight : 

For sun.*r sign bad follow’d, either 
hand, 

Or roioe, or else a motion of the more. 

Tills is a shameful thing for men to lie. 

Tot now, 1 charge thee, quickly go 
again, 

As thou art lief and dear, and do the 
thing 

I hade tluv, watch , and lightly bring 
mo word." 

Then went Sir Bod ir ere the second 
time 

Across the ridge, and paced beside 
the mere, 

Counting the ilewy pebhlet, flxM in 
tho light : 

But when he saw the wonder of the 
hilt, 

How curiously and strangely chased, 
lie smote 

His palms together, and he cried 
aloud : 

** Anri if indeed I cast the brand 
away. 


Surely a precious tiling, one worthy 
note. 

Should thus be hist for erer from the 
earth, 

Whieh might- lirtvo pleased the eyes 
of many nien. 

What giHid should follow this, if this 
were iloiie 1 

Wliat harm, undone 1 Uet^p harm to 
tliaobey, 

Seeing obetliencc is the bond of rule. 
Were it well to obey then, if a king 
demand 

An act un profit aide, against himmdfl 
The King is sick, and knows not what 
he lilKtii- 

What recfjrd, or what relic of my lord 
Should l>e to aftertime, but empty 
breath 

And rumors of a doubt ? But were 
this kept, 

Stored in some treoaupe -house of ! 

mighty kings, ^ 

Some one might show it at a joust of 
anna. 

Saying, * King Arthur’s sword, Excali- 
Imr, 

Wrought by the lonely n'laiden of the [ 
Luke- f 

Nine years she wrought it, sitting in ' 
the ckt'pa 

Upon the hiilden hnsc-s of the hills/ 

So might some old mau speak in the 
aflertinie 

To all the pt^ople, winning revenmee* 

But now much honor and much lame 
were lost." 

So spake he, cloudetl with his own 
conceit, 

And hid Excalihiir the second time, 
And so strode back slow to Uic wounds 
ed King. 

Tlien spoke King Arthur, breath- 
ing heavily : 

What is it thou hast seen T or what 
hast heard 1 " 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedb 
veri : 
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“T heiurtl the water lippinif on llie 
And the long rippLc waAliuig in the 
reedt.'^ 

To wliom replied King Arthur, 
much in wmih : 

"Ah, ini«er«Mc and unkind, untrue, 
Unknightly, traitor-hearted I Woe is 
me i 

Authority forgeU a. dying king. 

La ill widow'd of the | rower in his eye 
That trowed tiie wilL 1 see ihec what 
ihou art, 

For thou, the latest-lefl of all my 
knights, 

In whom shouUI meet theofliecs of all, 
Thou w^oiihEst lietray ine for the pre- 
dous hilt; 

Either from lust of gold, of like a girl 
Yaluing the giddy pleasure of the 
eyes* 

Yet, for a man may fail in duty lwi<-e. 
And tiro third lime may prusjror, get 
tliee hence: 

But, If thou sjiare to fling Kxealibur, 
1 will arise and slay thee with iny 
hfllKlu.*' 

Tlien quickly rose Sir Bcdirerc, 
and ran, 

And, leaping down the ndges lightly, 
plunged 

Among the bid rush beds, and elute b’d 
th^ sword, 

And strongly wheelM and tlirew iL 
The gn*at liraird 

Made lightnings in the splendor of 
the miHin, 

And flashing round and round, and 
whirlM in an nrtdi, 

SEiot like a streamer of the northern 
mom. 

Seen wliere tlie moving islet of win- 
ter shock 

By night, with noitet of the Northern 

Si'A. 

So llathVI and fell the lirand Kx* 
call bur r 

Bui ere he dipt the turf ace, rose an 
arm 

Cloihed in white oaiuite, mysUe, won- 
derfuli 


And caught him by the hUt, and 
brand isird him 

lliree times, and drew him under in 
tlie mert\ 

And liglitly went the other to the 
King* 

Then spoke King Arthur, drawing 
thicker breath: 

" Kow see 1 by thine eyes that this is 
tione* 

Speak out: what is It thou hast heard, 
or seen ! " 

And answer made the bold Sir Bed- 
ivere : 

" Sir King, 1 closed mine eyelids, lest 
the gems 

Should blind my purpose, for I never 

SAW, 

Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till 
I flic, 

Not tho' 1 live three livea of mortal 
men, 

So great a mfracle as yonder hilt* 

TJien with both hands 1 ^ung liirn^ 
wheeling him ; 

But when I look'd again, behold an 
arm, 

Clothed in white samite, inysllc, won- 
derful, 

Tliat caught him by the hilt, and 
brand IshM him 

Tlirce times, and drew him under in 
the mere*" 

And answer made King Arthur, 
breathing hard: 

"5fy end draws nigh ; 'fis time that 
I were gone* 

Make broad thy nhoulders to receive 
my weight, 

And bear me to ll*e margin; yet 1 
fear 

My wound hath taken cold, and I 
shall die." 

8o saying, from the pavement he 
half rose. 

Slowly, with pain, rccUniug on hii 
arm. 
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And boktng willfully with widi^ blue 
eyes 

As in a picture* Him Sir Bedivere 

Ueinorsefulty regarded thro’ his tears. 

And would have spoken, but he found 
not words ; 

Then took wUli care, and kneeling on 
one knee, 

OVr both liis slioolders drew the lan> 
guid liands, 

And rising bore him thro’ the place 
of tombs. 

But, us he walkM, King Artlmr 
panted hartl. 

Like one that feeta a nightmare on 
hin bed 

When all the bouse is mute* So 
sigh'd the King, 

Muttering ami murmuring at his ear, 
“ quick, qiiiek ! 

I fear it U too late, and 1 shall die/' 

But the other swiftlj strode from 
ridge to ridge. 

Clothed with his breath, and looking, 
as he walk'd. 

Larger than human on tho frozen 
hills. 

He hoard the deep behind him, and a 
ery 

Bi*fore. His own thought drove him 
like a goad. 

Dry clash'd lik Itamess in tlie ley 
ca%’e8 

And barn^n chasms, and all to left 
and right 

Tlic bare black cliff clang'd round 
him, as he based 

His feet on juts of slippety crag that 
rang 

f^harp-sniitten with the dint of armed 
lieels — 

And on a sudden, lo 1 the level lake, 

And liic long glories of the winter 
moon. 

Then taw they how there hove a 
dusky barge. 

Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to 
stern, 

Beneath thi>m; and descending they 
were ware 


That all the decks were dense with 
stately forms, 

Hlack-stoLed, black-hooded, tike a 
dream — by tliesc 

Three Queens with crowns of gold: 
anil from them rose 

A cry that sbiverid to the tingling 
stars, 

And, as it were one voice, an agony 

Of iamentatiun, like a wind that 
slirilla 

All night in a waste land, where no 
one comes. 

Or hath come, since the making of 
llie world. 

Then mnrinnrVi Arthur, "Place me 
in the iMirge," 

So to tile harge they came. Tiiere 
those tlmH" queens 

I'ut forth their hands, and took the 
King, and wept- 

But she, that rose the tallest of tliem 
all 

And fairest, laid his head upon her 
lap, 

And loosed the shatter'd casque, and 
chafed his hands. 

And eairil liim by his name, complain- 
ing loud, 

And dropping Idtter tears against a 
Imjvv 

Striped with dark blood: for all his 
faee was white 

And colorless, and like the wither'd 
moon 

Smote by the frt^sh beam of the 
springing east ; 

And all his grt*avi.>s and cutsses dash'd 
with clrops 

Of onset ; and the light and lustrous 
curls — 

Til at made his forehead like a rising 
8 tin 

High from the dals-tlirone — were 
parch’d with dust , 

Op, clottdl into (mints and hanging 
loose. 

Mix'd wiili the knightly growth that 
fringed hU lips. 

So like a shatter'd column lay the 

King; 
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ln'ot like lhat Arthur who, with lance 
iti 

From spur to plume a star of tourna- 
ment, 

8Uot tliro' the lists at Carnelot, amt 
diarfjtHl 

Before tlic eyes of ladies and of kings. 

Then loudly cried the bold Sir 
Bed iv ere : 

** Ah ! my I^rd Arthur, whither iliaU 
1 got 

Wliere shall I liidc my forehead and 
my eyes ? 

For now 1 see the true old timesaredead. 

When e%^ery moniing hroughi a noble 
chanee. 

And every dianee brought out a noble 
knight, 

8ueh limes bare l»een not since the 
light that k^d 

Tlie holy Klik^s with the gift of 
myrrh. 

But now the whole Bound Table is 
ilissolved 

Which was an image of tlie nughty 
world. 

And I, the last, go fortli companion- 
less, 

And the days ilarken ruuiid me, and 
the years. 

Among new men, strange faces, other 
luinds/’ 

And slowly answer'd Arthur from 
the bargee 

^‘Tlic old order changetli, yielding 
place to new, 

And God fnlflLs htnifielf in many ways, 

Lest one good custom should corrupt 
the world. 

Comfort thyself ; what comfort is in mel 

1 have lived my life, and that which 
I have done 

^fay' He within himself make pure I 
but thou, 

If thoii shouldst never see my face 
again, 

Pray for iny souL More tilings are 
wrought liy prayer 

Ilian this world dreams of. Where- 
fore, let thy voice 


I Kisc like a fountain for me night and 
day. 

For what arc men better than sheep 
or goats 

That nourish a blind life witliin the 
! brain, 

[f, knowing God, they lift not iiands 
of prayer 

Botli for themselves and those who 
call them friend I 

For so the whole roumi earth b every 
way 

Bound by gold chains alioul the feet 
of God, 

But now farewell. I am going a long 
way 

With these thou scest — if indeed I go 

(For all my mind is clouded with a 
doubt 1 — 

To the Is lam I- vat ley of Avilion; 

Where falls not hail, or rain, or any 
snow, 

Kor ever wind blows loudly; but it 
lies 

Deep-mead ow'd, happy, fair with Or- 
el tard lawns 

And iHiwery hollows crownM with 
suiTiitier sea, 

Where 1 w ill heal me of my grievous 
wbund.'^ 

So said be, and the barge with oar 
and Hail 

Movc*fl from the brink, like some full- 
lirc'asted swan 

I'hat, fluting a wild carol ere her death, 

HutBes iier pnn.^ cold plume, and takes 
the Hood 

With swarthy webs. Long stood Sir 
Bedivere 

Revolving many memories, till the hull 

IjiKik'd one black dot against tlie verge 
of dawn. 

And on the mere the wailing died away. 

But when that moan had past for 
eve nil ore, 

The stillness of the dead world *a win- 
ter liawii 

Ainasw'd him, and ho groan'd, ** The 
King Is gone/' 
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And thcre^ritlinl came on him the weird 
rhyme, 

"From the K>^at deep to the great 
deep he goea»” 

Whereat licalowly turn'd and slowly 
clomb 

Ttic last hard footstep of that iron 
crag; 

Tlieneo juarkM the black hull moving 
yet, and cried, 

*^He pa^Hses to be King among the 
d.-ad, 

And after healing of his grievous 
wound 

He comes again; but — ^if lie come no 
more — 

O me, lie yon dark Queens in yon 
black boat, 

Who shriekM and wnil'd, the three 
whereat we gaaed 

On that high day, when, clothed with 
living light. 

They stood before his throne in si- 
lence, frienda 


Of /irthur, who should help him at hla 
1 " 

Then from the dawn it seemM tliere 
came, but faint 

As from lK.'yand the limit of the world. 

Like the last (‘cho born of a great cry. 

Sounds, as if some fair city were one 
voice 

Around a king returning from his wars. 

Thereat once more he moved about, 
and clomb 

Ev'n to the highest he could climb, 
and saw. 

Straining his eyes beneath an arch of 
hand, 

Or thmight he saw, the speck that 
bare the King, 

Down that long water opening on the 
deep 

Somewhere far off, pass on and on, 
and go 

From less to less and vanish Into light, 

And the new sun rose bringing the new 
year. 


TO THE 

O LOTAL to the royal in thyself. 

And loyal to thy Uml, as this to 
thee 

Hear witness, that remem lierahlc day, 

When, pale as yet, and fever-worn, the 
Trince 

Who scarce imd pluck'd Ills dickering 
life again 

From halfway down the shadow of 
the grave, 

Fast with thee thro' thy people and 
their love. 

And L^jndon roll'd one tide of joy 
thro* all 

Her trebled millions, and loud leagues 
of man 

And weleome ! witness, too, the silent 
cry. 

The prayer of many a race and creed, 
and clime — 

Hiunderless lightnings striking under 
sea 


QUEEN. 

From sunset and sunrise of all thy 
realm, 

And that true North, whereof we lately 
heard 

A strain to shame us "keep you to 
yourselves; 

So loyal is too costly! friends — your 
love 

Is but a burthen : loose the bond, and 

go.'^ 

Is this the tone of empire t here the 
faith 

That made ns rulers 1 this. Indeed, 
her voice 

And meaning, whom the roar of Hou- 
gonmont 

Left mightii-st of all peoples under 
hea ven T 

What shock has fool'd her since, that 
she should sp<'ak 

So feebly! wealthier — wealthier — 
hour by hour! 
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Tlio voic« of Britain, or a ainking land, 

Some thini^nite ble half-lost atnong 
her Beaa ! 

Thm rang her voice, when the full 
city peolM 

Thee anil tliy Prince ! The loyal to 
their erown 

Are loyal lo their own far sons, who 
love 

Our oceatK^mpire with her boundless 
homes 

Jor ever-broadening England, and her 
throne 

In our vast Orient, and one isle, one 
isle. 

That knows not her own greatness : if 
she knows 

And dreads it we are fallen, But 

thou, iny Queen, 

Not for itself, but thro' thy living love 

For one to whom 1 made it o'er his 
grave 

Sacred, accept this old im perfect tale, 

New-old, ami shadowing iimse at war 
with Soul 

Rather than that gray king, whose 
name, a ghost, 

Streams like a cloud, mamshaped, 
from mountain peak. 

And cleaves to cairn and croraleeh 
still ; or him 

Of Geoflrt^y a book, or him of Malle- 
or’s, one 

Touch'd by the adulterous fliiger of a 
time 

That hover'd between war and wan- 
tonness, 

And crownings and dethronements: 
take withal 


Thy poet's blessing, and his trust that 
Heaven 

Will blow the tempest in the distance 
back 

From thine and ours; for some are 
seared, who mark. 

Or wisely or unwisely, signs of storm, 

Waverings of every vane with every 
wind. 

And wordy truck lings to the transient 
biiur, 

And fierce or careless looseners of the 
faith. 

And Softness breeding scorn of simple 
life. 

Or Cowardice, the child of lust for gold. 

Or J*abor, wiili a groan and not a voice, 

Or Art wiib poisonous honey stol'n 
from France, 

And that wliich knows, but careful for 
itself, 

And that which knows not, ruling that 
which knows 

To its own harm, the goal of this 
great world 

Lies beyond sight ; yet — if our slowly* 
grown 

And crown'd Republic's crowning 
com mon-sense, 

That saved her many times, not fail — 
their fears 

Are morning shadows huger than the 
shapes 

That cast them, not those gloomier 
which forego 

The darkness of that battle in the 
West, 

Where all of high and holy dies 
away. 



THE PRINCESS 

A UEDLEV. 


FKoT^OirK. 

Sm Walter Vivian all a fltininirr's 
{fay 

fiave bis brojwt lawns tintil the act of 
sun 

Uji to the people: thither flock’d at 
noon 

His IcnanU, wife and cUtkL and 
Lliiiher half 

The neigUhoring borough m itli their 
InsUtuie 

Of wliieli he was the jMitPon* I was 
III ere 

From college, vUitlng the son, — the 
son 

A Waller too, — with others of our 
set. 

Five others: we were seven at Vhlan- 
ptacc. 

And me that mondng Waller 
ahow'^’d the house* 

Greek, set with busts: from vases In 
tlie hail 

Flowers of all lieavens, an<1 lovelier 
Uuin their names. 

Grew shie by side; and on the pave- 
ment lay 

Carveil stones of the Abl^cy-ruin in 
the jiark* 

Huge Animoiiiies, and the first himes 
of Time; 

And on the tables every cHinc and 
ap! 

Jtiinhlcd together; relUand calumets, 

Claymore and snowshoc, toys In lava, 
fans 

Of sandal, amber, ancient rosaries. 


laborious orient ivory sphere In 
sphere, 

The curse<l AFalayan crease, and 
baUliMTtiibs 

From the Isles of palm; and higher 
^ on llic W'rIIs, 

ItciwdHt the nioiistrous horns of elk 
and ilecr, 

Ills own forefathers^ a nns and arntor 
hung. 

And this be said “ w as H ughes 
at Agincourt; 

And that Wiis old Sir Ralpids at As- 
ealotk ; 

A gooft knight he! we keep a chronicle 

With all aliont him” — which Im 
brouglit, ami I 

Dived in a hoaril of tales that dealt 
with knlglits, 

flalMegeml, halfdilstorle, counts and 
kings 

Who JaJd alsjiit them at their w ills 
and died; 

And mixt with these, a lady, one that 
ann’d 

Her ow n fair liead, and sallying thro’ 
the gate, 

riad beat her foes with slaughter from 
her walls, 

“O miracle of women,” said the 

b(>f>k, 

“O noble heart who, being strait' 
t>esiegetl 

By this wild king to force licr to Ills 
wish* 

Xor beni* nor bn>ke* nor shunn’d a 
soldier's death. 
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But now when all was lost or soemy 
aa lost — 

Her stature more than mortal in the 
burst 

Of sunrise, her arm lifted, eyes on 
Are — 

Brake with a blast of trumpets from 
the gate, 

And, falling on them like a thundei^ 
bolt, 

She trampled some beneath Tver 
horses' hetds, 

And some were w helmed with mtisilea 
of the wall, 

Anti some were push'd wdth lances 
from the rock, 

And part were ilrown’d within the 
wnirling brtMjk : 

O miracle of noble womanbood 1 " 

So sang tbo gallant glorious chroni- 
ele; 

And, I nil rapt in this, ** Come out/' 
be saitl, 

**To the Abbey : there Is Aunt EUin- 
heth 

And sister Lilia with the rest/' We 
went 

(1 kept tlie book and had my finger 
in it) 

I>own thro* the park : strange was the 
sight to me ; 

For all the sloping pasture murmurM, 
sown 

With happy faces and with holiday. 

There moved the multitude, a thou- 
sand heads : 

The patient leaders of tlieir Institute 

Taught them with facts. One rear'd 
a font of stone 

And drt*w, from butts of water on the 
slope, 

The fountain of the moment, playing, 
now 

A twisted snake, and now a rain of 
pearls, 

Or sfeep-np spout whereon the gilded 
ball 

Danced like a wisp: and somewhat 
lower down 

A man with knobs and wires and ? Sals 
fired 


A cannon : Echo answer'd in her slet-p 

From holtow fields : and here were 
telescopes 

For asture views; and there a group 
of girls 

In circle w-aited, whom the electric 
shuck 

Dislink'd with shrieks and laughter: 
round the lake 

A little clock-work steamer paddling 
plied 

And shook the lilies: perch'd about 
the knolls 

A dozen angry models Jetted steam : 

A petty railway ran : a firi*-balloon 

Hose gemdike up before the dusky 
groves 

And drop! a fairy paracliute and 
past ; 

And there thro' twenty posts of tele- 
graph 

They flash'd a saucy message to and 
fro 

Between the mimic stations ; so that 
sport 

Went hand in hand with Science; 
otherwhere 

Pure sport: a herd of boys with 
clamor howl’d 

And stump'd the wicket ; babies roll'd 
about 

Like tumbled fruit in grass; and men 
and maids 

Arranged a country dance, and flew 
thro' light 

And shadow, while the t wangling 
violin 

Struck up with Soldierladdie, and 
overhead 

The broad ambrosial aisles of lofty 
lime 

Made noise with bees and breeze from 
end to end. 

Strange was the sight and smacking 
of the time ; 

And long we gazed, but satiated at 
length 

Came to the ruins. Htgh-arch'd and 
ivy-claspt, 

Of finest Gotliic lighter than a 
fire. 
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Tliro’ one wide clia*iu of time and 
frost tliey gave 

Tlie parkp the crowd, the home ; but 
all within 

The swarrl was trim aa any garden 
Jnwn : 

And here we iit on Annt Eliial»eth, 

Ami Lilia with the rest, and ladj 
frienda 

From neighbor seats ; and there was 
Halph liimself, 

A broken statue propt against the wall, 

A s gay as any. Lilia, wild with sport, 

Half ehiid half woman ns she was, 
Imd woiiml 

A scarf of orange round the stony 
helm, 

And robed the shoulders in a rosy silk. 

That made tlie old warrior from his 
ivied nook 

Glow like a sunbeam : near his tomb 
a feast 

Shone, sllver-fot ; about it lay the 
guests, 

And there we join'd them : then the 
maiilen Aunt 

Took this fair ilay for text, and from 
it preach M 

An universal culture for the crowd, 

And all things great; but we, un- 
wort hi or, told 

Of college: he had climb’d across the 
spikes. 

And he had squeezed himself betwixt 
the bars. 

And he liad breath'd the Proctor’s 
dogs ; and one 

Discuss'd his tutor, rough to common 
men, 

But honeying at the whisper of a lonl ; 

Ami one the Master, as a rogue in 
grain 

Veneer'd witli sanctimonious theory. 

But while they talk'd, above their 
beads 1 saw 

Tlje feudal warrior iady-clad; which 
brought 

My book ifi mind : and o[ienlng this I 
1%‘ftd 

Of old Sir limlpli a page or two that 
rang 


With tilt and toumej' ; 
of her 

Til at drove her foes with slaughter 
from her w'alLs, 

And much I praised her nobleness, 
and ** Wherc^" 

Ask’d Walter, patting Lilia's head 
(she lay 

Beside him J ‘'lives there such a 
woman now 1 " 

Quick answer'd Lilia “There are 
thousands now 

Such women, but convention beats 
liicm down : 

It is but bringing up ; no more than 
that ; 

You men have done it: how I hate 
you nil ! 

Ah, were 1 so metbing great 1 I wish 1 
wore 

Some mighty poetess, I would sliame 
you then, 

Tlmt love to keep us children I O I 
wish 

That 1 were some great pHneeas, I 
would build 

Far off from men a college like a 
man's, 

And I w'ould teacli them all that men 
ari‘ taught ; 

We are twice as quick ! " And here 
she shook aside 

Tlie hand tlmt play'd the patron with 
her curb. 

And one said suiiliug " Pretty were 
the sight 

If our old liallf could change their 
sex, ami daunt 

With prudes for proctors, dowagers 
for deans, 

And sweet girl-graduates in their 
golden hair, 

I think they should not wear our rusty 
gowns. 

But move aa rich as Emperor- moths, 
or Itaipli 

Who shines so lu the comer; yet I 
fear. 

If there w eru many Lilias in the brood. 
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However tleep you niiglit iniibower the 

Some lM>y woulii spy it/' 

At ihiii ujicm the swanl 
Slic tapt her liny itUkeii-ftrituljiiVt fiKit : 
“Thai'ij yimr tiirlit way; but 1 would 
make it ileutJi 

For any male Ihmg but to peep at ua.” 

I’etulnnt sTie f^poke, aucl at heraelf 
ahe lautcliM ; 

A roaebud set with little wilful thoma, 
And aweet as Kngtiab air could make 
her« ahe i 

But Walter haird a acoro of names 
upon her. 

And " jK^tty Ogress/' and ungrateful 
Fuj*»/' 

And swore he long'd at collegOi 
only lougM, 

All else was well, for she-society* 
Tliey boated and lliey cricketed ; they 
talk’d 

At wine, in clubs, of art, of politics ; 
They lost their weeks ; they vext the 
souls of deans ; 

They rode ; they liettcd ; made a hum 
dred frienils, 

And caught the blossom of the flying 

terms. 

But miss'd the mignonette of Vivian* 
place, 

Tiie little liearth-flower LJlliu Thus 
iie simke, 

Fart banter, part affection* 

“True/* she said, 
‘*We doubt lint that* O yes, you 
miss'd us much. 

/II stake my ruby ring upon It you 
did/' 

She held it out; and ns a parrot 
turns 

Up thro’ gilt wires a crafty loving eye, 
\nd takes a lady 's linger with atl care, 
And bites it for true heart and not for 
' barm, 

So he with Lilia's. Dainiily slie 
shriek'd 

And wrung it. Doubt my word 
again 1 " he said. 


“ Come, listen I here is proof that you 
were mWd: 

\Vc seven stay’d at ChristUiaa up to 
read; 

And tiiere we took one tutor as to 
reail : 

Tlie hard grain'd Pluses of the cuke 
and si|mtre 

Were out of season: never man, I 
think. 

So meulder'd in a sinecure as 
he: 

For while oar cloisters echo'd frosty 
feet. 

And our long walks w'ere stript as bare 
as bromus, 

We did but talk you over, pledge you 
all 

)i; vit.ssail ; ofien, like as many girls — 

Sick for the liollles ujid the yews of 
I mine — 

As many little l rifling Lilias splay'd 

Cliarades and riddles as at Christmas 
here, 

I And wAu/'s my douyhi and u-Un and 
irherr and Aoie, 

And often told a tale from mouth to 
momb 

As here at Christmas." 

She reinember'd tliat: 

A pleasant game, sbe tbouglit: she 
likefi it more 

Than iniigic music, forfeits, all the 
rv»i. 

But these— wliat kind of tales did 
men tell men, 

She n onder'd by tliemselves ? 

A half^lisdain 

Perch VI on the pouted blossom of her 
IlfiR: 

And Walter nodded at me ; " ih 
liegan. 

The rest would follow, each in turn; 
and so 

We forgetl a sevenfold itory. Kind ! 
w hat kind T 

Cliinierap, crotchets, Christmas sole* 
cisms, 

Seven-headed monsters only made to 
kill 

Time by the fire in winter." 

Kill Idm now. 
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The tyinut ! kill him in the Btuiuner 
too/' 

Siiid Lili*; «Why not now!" the 
maiikm Aunt. 

** Whj not a suiumer's aa a winter** 
tale t 

A tale for iUinmer aa bcflu tlic time, 
And something it sUuultl be to suit tJte 
place, 

Herote, for a hero lies beneath. 

Grave, solemn 1 " 

Walter warp*d hit mouth at thhi 
To something so moek-solemn, that 1 
laughed 

And Lilia woke with sudden^tirtllmg 
mirth 

An echo like a phostly woodpecker. 
Hid in the ruint; till the maiden 
Aunt 

(A little sense of wrong had touch'd 
her face 

With color) turn’d to me with “As 
you will; 

Heroic if you will, or what you will, 
llr be yourself your hero if you will " 

“Take Lilia, then, for heroine” 
cUmur’d bo, 

“ And make her some great Princeas, 
ill feet high, 

Grand, epic, honucidal ; and be you 
The I'riuce to win her 1 ” 

“Then follow me, the Prince,” 
I answerid, “ each be hero in bis t urn I 
Seven and yet ime, like slmdows in a 
dream. ^ 

Heroic seems our Princess as rc^ 
quired ^ 

But something made to suit with Time 
and place, 

A Gothic min ami a Grecian bouse, 

A talk of college and of lai lies' rights, 
A feudal knight in silken masquerade, 
And, yonder, shrieks and strange ex- 
periments 

Jor which the good Sir Ralph had 
burnt them all — 

This it*rrr a medley I we should have 
him back 

Who told the ^ Winter's tale ' to do it 

fax us. 


Jio matter: we will say wliaiever 
comes. 

And let tlie ladies sing us, if they will, 

From time to lime, some baUad or a 
tong 

To give us breathing-space.” 

So I began. 

And the rest follow'd : and the women 
sang 

Between the rougher Toiecs of the 
men, 

Like liunets in the pauses of the wind: 

And liere I give the story and the 
songs, 

1 . 

A prince I was, blue-eyed, and fair in 
face. 

Of lemi>er amorous, as the first of 
iMay, 

With lengths of yellow ringlet, like a 

g'H, 

F'or ou my cradle shone the ^ortliem 
star. 

There lived an ancient legend in 
our house. 

Some sorcerer, whom a far-off grand- 
tire burnt 

Because he cast no shadow, had fore- 
lold. 

Dying, that tione of all our blood 
should know 

The shadow from the substance, and 
that one 

Should come to fight with shadows 
and CO fall, 

Forso, my mother said, the story ran. 

And, truly, waking dreams were, more 
or less. 

An old and strange affection of the 
liouse. 

Myself too had weird seizures. Heaven 
knows what I 

On a sudden in the midst of men and 
<lay. 

And while I walk'd and talk'd as here- 
tofore, 

1 eeetu'd to move among a world of 
ghosts, 

And feel myself the shadow of a 
drcuiu. 
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Om great coiurt-Galen jwUed hii gilt- 
head ettJie, 

And paw'd Ids bcard^ and mutter'd 
catalepsy*" 

My mother pUyiiig made a tljouannd 
prayers J 

My mother was as mild as any saint, 

Half-canonizcd by all that look'd on 
■ her, 

So gracious was her tact and tendei^ 
ness: 

But my good father thought a king a 
king ; 

He cared not for the affection of the 
liouse ; 

He held his sceptre like a podanfs 
wand 

To lash offence, and with long arms 
and hands 

Reach'd out, and pick'd offenders 
from the mass 

Por judgment. 

Now it chanced that 1 had been, 

While life was yet In bud and Wade, 
betro til'd 

To one, a neighboring Princess i she 
to me 

Was proxy- wedded with a bootless calf 

At eight years old ; and atill from 
time to time 

Came murmurs of her beauty from 
the South, 

And of tier brethren, youths of puis- 
sance ; 

And still I wore her picture by my 
heart, 

And one dark tress ; and all around 
them both 

Sweet thoughts would swarm as bees 
about their queen* 

I But when the days drew nigh that 
fl I should wed, 

I My father sent ambassadors with 
I furs 

I And jewels, gifts, (o fetch her : these 
1 brought back 

I A present, a grt,*ai labor of the loom ; 
I And therewithal an answer rague as 
I wind r 

1 Besides, they saw the king; he took 
I tlie gifts; 


He said there was a compaet; that 
was true: 

But then slie had a will; was he to 
blame ^ 

And maiden fancies; JoTed to lira 
atone 

Among ber women; certain, would 
not wed, 

Tliat morning in the presence room 
I stood 

With Cyril and wUli Florlan, my two 
fricntb : 

Ttie first, a gentleman of broken means 

(Hia fatlier's faulty but given to starts' 
and bursts ! 

0| revel ; and the last, my other heart. 

And almost my haif^eif, for still we 
moved 

Together, iwinn'd as horse's ear and 
eye. 

Now, while they spake, I saw my 
father's face 

Grow long aud troubled like a rising 
moon, 

Infiamed with wrath: he started on 
his feet, 

Tore the king’s letter, snow'd it down, 
and rent 

The wonder \if the loom thro’ warp 
and woof 

From skirt to skirt ; and at tlie last 
he swan; 

That lie would send a hundred tJiou- 
sand men, 

And bring her in a whirlwind: then 
he chew'd 

The til rice- turn'd cud of wrath, and 
cook'd hia spleen, 

Communing with his captalna of tha 
war* 

At last 1 spoke* My father, let me 
go. 

It cannot he hut some gross error hes 

In this re|H>n, this answer of a king. 

Whom alt men rate as kind and hoi^ 
pliable: 

Or, maybe, I myself, my bride once 
teen, 

Whale'er my grief to find her less 
than fame. 
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Mftj And 

Fiorion Jsaid : 

** I have a iisttr at the forcijKn court, 

Who moves about the Priticewi ; she, 
yon know, 

Who wedded with a nobtemau from 
thence ; 

He, dying lately, left her, as 1 hear, 

The lady of three castles in that land : 

Thro' her this matter might be sifted 
clean*” 

And Cyril whisper'd: ^*Take me with 
you too.” 

Then laughing ** what, if these weird 
seizures come 

Upon you in those lands, and no one 
near 

To point you out the shadow from the 
tnithi 

Take me : Til serve you better in a 
strait ; 

I grate on rusty hingea here : ” but 
«Ko!” 

Bear'd the rough king, *'you shall not ; 
we ourself 

Will erusii her pretty maiden fancies 
dead 

In iron gauntlets : break the eouncil 
up.” 

But when the eouncit broke, I rose 
and past 

Thro* the wild woods that hung about 
the town; 

Found a still place, and pluck'd her 
likeness out; 

Laid it on flowers, and watch'd it 
lying bathed 

In the green gleam of dewy-taaseH'd 
trees : 

What were those fanciest wherefope 
break her troth t 

Proud look’d the Ups: but while 1 
metlitaied 

A winti arose and rush'd upon the 
South, 

And shook the songs, the whispers, 
and the shrieks 

Of the wild woods^ together; and a 
Voice 

Went with it, Follow^, follow, thou 
shall win.” 


llien, ere the silver sickle of that 
month 

Became her golden shield, 1 stole from 
court 

With Cyril and with Florian, unper- 
ceived, 

Cat-fooled thro* the town and half in 
dread 

To hear my fatheris clamor at our 
backs 

With Hoi fVom some bay-window 
shake the night ; 

But all was quiet : from the bastion ’d 
walls 

Like threaded spiders, one by one, we 
dropt, 

And flying reach'd the frontier; then 
wc crost 

To a livelier land; and so by tilth 
anti grange, 

And vines, and blowing bosks of wil- 
derness, 

We gain'd the mother^ity thick with 
towers, 

And in the imperial palace found the 
king. 

His name was Gama; crack’d and 
small his voice. 

But bland the smile that like a wriu- 
kiing wind 

On glassy water drove his cheek in 
lines ; 

A little dry old man, without a star, 

Kot like a king: three days he feasted 
us. 

And on tiie fourth I spake of why we 
came, 

And my betroth'd. “You do us, 
l*rincc,” he said. 

Airing a snowy hand and signet 
gem, 

" All honor* We remember love our- 
stdves 

In our sweet youth ; there did a com- 
pact pass 

Long summers back, a kind of cere- 
mony — 

1 think the year in which our olives 
fail’d. 

1 would you had her, prince, with all 
my heart. 
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With my full heart; but there were 
witluwa here, 

Two wiilowa. Lady I’syehe, Lady 

yianche; 

They fed her theories, in and out of 
place 

MaiutaitiinK Umt with equal hus- 
bandry 

The woman were an equal to the man. 

They harp'd on this; with this our 
banquets rang ; 

Our danees broke and buta'd in knots 
of talk ; 

Notliing but iJiis; my very ears were hot 

To bear them : knowiedge, so my 
daughter behl, 

Was all in nil : tliey had hut been, she 
thought. 

As ehiidren ; Uiey must lose tlie child, 
assume 

The woman : then. Sir, awful odes she 
wrote. 

Too awful, sure, for wliat they treated 
<if, 

But ail slie is aud does is awful; 
odes 

About this losing of the cliild; and 
rhymes 

And disniul lyries, prophesyingelmnpe 

Beyond all reason : these the women 
sang; 

And they tJmt know such things — 
sought but |K‘aee; 

Ko critic 1 — would call them master^ 
pieces : 

They master’d At last she begg’d 
a boon, 

A certain summer-palace which 1 
have 

Hard by your father’s frontier : I said 
no, 

Tet being an easy man, gave it; and 
there, 

All wild to found an University 

For maidens, on the spur she fled; 
and more 

We know not, — only this; they see 
no men. 

Note v’n lier brother A rac,nor the twins 

Her brethren, tlio’ they love her, look 
u}Mm her 

As on a kind of paragon ; and I 


(I’ardon me saying itj were mueli loth 
to breed 

Dispute betwixt myself and mine ; bul 
since 

(And I confess with right) you think 
rue biiund 

In Bonie sort, 1 can give you letters to 
her ; 

And yet, to speak the truth, I rate 
your chance 

^Almost as naked nothing.” 

Thus the king; 

And I, tho* nettled that he seem'd to 
slur 

With garrulous ease and oily courte- 
sies 

OurfurniHl compact, yet, not less (all 
frets 

But chating me on dre to find my 
bride) 

Went forth again with both my 
friends. We rode 

Many a long league back to the Norths 
At last 

From hills, that look’d across a land 
of hope, 

Wc dropt with evening on a rusde 
town 

Set in a gleaming river's crescent- 
eurve, 

Close at tile boundary of the Uherties ; 

Tliere, enter’d an old hosiel, call'd 
mine host 

To council, plied him with his richeit 
wines, 

And ihow'd the late -writ let ten of 
the king. 

He with a long low sibilation, stared 

As blank ns deatli in marble; then ex> 
claim'd 

Averring it was clear against all rules 

For any mnn to go : but us bis brain 

Began to mellow, “ If the king,” he 

Baid, 

Had given us letters, was he bound 
to speak I 

The king would bear bim out ; ” and 
at the last — 

The summer of the vine in all hij 
veins — 
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“ No doubt that we might make it 
worth his while. 

She onee iiatl passed til at way ; lie 
iieard her sjk rik ; 

She seared liiui; life i he never 6aw 
the like \ 

She luokM as grand as doomsday and 
as grave : 

And he, he rev'ereneed his Uegcdady 
til ere ; 

He always made a point to post with 
mares ; 

His daugliter and his Iiousemaid were 
the boys: 

Tile land, he understood, for miles 
about 

Was tiJlM by women; ail the swine 
were so ws, * 

And alt tJie dogs" — 

Hut while he jested thus, 

A thought flasli'd thro* me wliieli 1 
elttihed in act, 

Hememl Hiring liow we three presented 
Maid 

Or Kympti, or Goddess, at high tide 
of feast, 

In masr|ue or pageant at my father’s 
court. 

We sent mine host to purehase female 
gear; 

He brought it, and liimself, a sight to 
shake 

The midriff of despair witli laughter, 
holp 

To lace us up, till, each, in maiden 
plumes 

We rustled: him wo gave a costly 
bribe 

To guerdon silence, mounted our good 
steeds. 

And boldly ventured on the liberties. 


We followed up the river as wc 
rode, 

And rode tili midnight when tiie cob 
lege lights 

Began to glitter firefly-like in copse 

And linden alley : then wo {last an 
arch, 

Whereon a woinan-statuo rose with 
wings 


From four wtng*d horses dark against 
the stars ; 

And some inscription ran along the 
front. 

Hut deep in shadow: further on 
we galti*d 

A little street half garden and half 
house; 

But scarce could hear each other 
si>eak for noise 

Of clocks and chimes, like stiver ham- 
mers falling 

On silver anvils, and the splash and 
stir 

Of fountains spouted up and shower^ 
ing down 

In meshes of the jasmine and the 
rose : 

And all about us {leafd the uightin* 

K«lc*, 

Uniit ill luT song, and cart-lpm of the 

snare. 

There stood a bust of Pallas for a 
sign. 

By two sphere lamps blazoned like 
Heaven and Earth 

With const ellat ion and with con- 
tinent. 

Above an entry^ : riding in, wo cnlPd ; 

A plump-ann’d OsUeress and a stable 
wench 

Came ruiuilcig at the call, and help'd 
us down. 

Then slept n buxou hostess forth, 
ami sail'd, 

Full-blown, before us into rooms which 
gave 

Upon a pillar'd porch, the bases lost 

III laund : her wc ask'd of that and 
this, 

And who wore tutors, " Lady 
Blanche," slie said, 

“ And I-ady Psyche/' “ Wliich was 
prettiest, 

Bcst-naiiired t " "Lady Psyche," 
“ Hers are we," 

One voice, we cried ; and I sat down 
and wrote, 

Tn such a hand as when n field of enm 

lio ws all its ears before the roaring 
East; 
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“Tlireo iRitlen of the Northern empire 
pray 

Your Highness ^roulcJ enroll them with 
ycjur own, 

As Lady FaydieV popiis-*’ 

Yhis T seal'd : 
The seal was Cupid bent atjove a scroll, 
And o’erhisheud Uranian Yenus hung, 
And raieM the blinding bandtige from 
his eyes : 

I iraro the letter to Itc sent with dawn ; 
And then to bed, where half in doze 1 
seem'd 

To float about a glimmering niglit^ 
and watch 

A full sea glazed with niufhed mooii' 
light, swell 

On some dark shore just seen tliat it 
was rich. 

II. 

As ihro* tlie Isnd m eve we weat. 

And pluck'd the lipen'd 
We fell out* itiy wifi- and I, 

D we fell out 1 know noi why, 

And kii«'d agnlji with teiini. 

And hlc«*l[iai» on the fa I Unit out 
Thai all the more endear*, 

M*hen we fall oul w'llh lhcj*e we love 
And ktuoEiiin wMh leural 
Fur when w e came wlierc lies the child 
We kjai In oiber years, 

Theire above the link irrave, 

O tliere above the little icrave, 

We kii«'d afpifn wllti tear*. 

At break of day the College l^ortrcss 
came : 

She brought us Academic silks, in hue 
The lilac, with a silken hood to each, 
And zoned w ith gold \ and now wlicn 
these were on, 

And we as rich os moths from dusk 
cocoons, 

She, courtesying her olKdsance, let us 
know 

The Princess Ida wailed : out we paced, 
r first, and following thro' the porch 
tnat sang 

All round with laund, issued in a court 
Compact of lucid marbles, boss'd with 
lengths 

Of classic frieze, with ample awnings 
gay 

Betwixt the pillars, and with great 
urns of flowers. 


The Muses and the Graces, group'd in 
threes, 

Enring'd a billowing fountain in the 
midst; 

And here and there on lattice edges 
lay 

Or hook or Into ; Imt hastily we past, ’ 

And up a flight of stairs into the hall. 

There at a boiird by tome and paper 
sat, 

With two tame leopards couched be- 
side her throne 

All U^auty compass'd in a female form, 

Therrincess; liker to the inhabitant 

Of some clear planet close upon the 
Sim, 

Tiian our man's eartii ; sucli eyes were 
In lier head, 

And BO much grace and power, breath- 
ing do^vii 

From over her arch'd brows, with 
every turn 

Lived tlirtj' her to the tips of her long 
Imiids, 

And to her fi-et, Slie rose her lieight, 
and said : 


**W<i give you welcome: not with- 
out n^dound 

Of use and glory to yourselves ye 
come, 

The flrstdruitB of tlie Btrnnger: after- 
time, 

And that full voice wliich circles round 
the grave, 

Will rank you nobly, mingled up with 

me. 

What ! are the ladies of your land so 
fall?" 

** -We of tlie court ” said Cyril, “ From 
the court " 

She answeriil, “ then ye know the 
Prince ! " and he : 

"The climax of his age! as tho' there 
were 

One rose in all the world, your High- 
ness that. 

He worships your iilcal : ” she replied : 

“ We senreely thought in our own liaH 
to licar 


THE PRINCESS^ A MEDLEY. 


391 


Tl»b barren verbiage, current among 
men, 

Light coin, the linEcl clink of compU- 
meut. 

Your flight from out your booklets 
wiLila would sclent 

As arguing love of knowledge and of 
power ; 

Your lauguago proves you still the 
child, liidi'cd, 

We drejitn not of him : wlien we set 
^ our hauil 

To thiii great w^ork, we purposed with 
ourself 

Never towed. You likewise will do 
well, 

l^idiet, in entering here, to cast and 
fling 

The irieks, which make us toys of 
men, tliat so, 

Some future time, if so indeed you will. 

You may with those self-styled our 
lords ally 

Your fortunes, justlier balanced, scale 
with Seale." 

At those liigb words, we conscious 
of ourselves. 

Perused the matting; then an officer 

Pose up, and read the statutes, such 
as these: 

Not for three years to correspond with 
home ; 

Not for three years to cross the liber* 
ties ; 

Not for tlirce years to speak with any 
men ; 

Anil many more, which hastily sub- 
scribed, 

We enterM on the boards : and" Now," 
she cried, 

" Ye are green wtKid, see ye warp not 
I^>ok, our hall ! 

Our statues ! — not of those that men 
desire, 

Sleek Odalisques, or oracles of mode. 

Nor siunte<l M|Uaws of West or ^ast ; 
but she 

Tliat taught the Sabine how to rule, 
and she 

The foundress of the Babylonian wall, 

The Carka Anemisia strong in war, 


Tire Rhodope, that built the pyramid, 
Clelia, Cornelia, with the Iklmyrene 
That fought Aufelian.aud the Roman 
browa 

Of Agrippina, Dwell with these, and 
lose 

Convention, since to look on noble 
fonus 

Makes noble thro' the sensuous organ* 
ism 

That which Is liiglier,. O lift your 
natures up ; 

Embrace our aims: work out your 
freedom. Girls, 

Knowledge is now no more a fountain 
seal'd : 

Drink ileep, until the habits of the 
slave, 

The sins of emptiness, gossip and 
spite 

And slander, die. Better not be at all 
Than not be noble. Leave us: you 
may go : 

To-day the I^dy I’sy'clie will harangue 
The fresii arrivals of the week before; 
For tJiey press in from all the prov- 
inces, 

And fill the hive." 

She spoke, and bowing waved 
Dismissal ; back again we crost the 
court 

To Lady rsyehe's s as we enter’d in, 
There sat a tong the forms, like morn- 
ing doves 

That sun their milky bosoms on the 
thatch, 

A patient rjiitge of pupils ; she herself 
Erect behind a desk of saiin-wood, 

A quick brunette, well-iuouldcd, fal* 
con*eycd, 

And on the hither side, or so she 
look’d, 

Of twentv summers. At her left, a 
child, 

In shining draperies, headed like a 
star. 

Her maiden babe, a double April 
old, 

Agla'ia slept Wo sat: the Lady 
glanced : 

Then >lor]nn, but no livelier than the 
dame 
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That whii?pc‘r*d " eara/^ among 

tlto sedge, 

sister/' ‘"Comety, too, hy all 
Unit’s fair," 

Said Cy ri J . “ U hus h, h m li I " and she 
began. 

" This world was once a fluid haze 
of light, 

Till toward the centre set the starry 

tides, 

And eddied into suns, that wheeling 
cast 

The planets : then the monster, then 
the man; 

Tattoo’d or woaded, winter*clad in 

skins, 

Raw from the prime, and crushing 
down his mate ; 

As yet we Mini in barbarous isles, and 
Jiere 

Among the lowest" 

Thereupon she took 

A birdWyc yiew of all the ungracious 
past ; 

Glanced at the legendary Amazon 

As emblematic of a nobler nge ; 

Appraised the Lycian eustoin, spoke 
of those 

That lay at wine with Lar and Lucu- 
mo; 

Itan down the Persian, Grecian, Ra- 
man lines 

Of empire, and the woman’s state in 
each, 

How far from just; tiU warming with 
her theme 

She fulmtned out her scorn of laws 
•Salique 

And little footed China, touch'd on 
Mahomet 

With much contempt, and came to 
chivaliy : 

When some respect, however slight, 
w'as pairl 

To woman, superstition all awry : 

However then commenced the dawn : 
a lieam 

Had slanted forward, falling in a 
land 

Of promise ; fruit would follow. Deep, 
indeed. 


Their debt of thanks to her who flret 
had dared 

To leap the rotten pales of prejudice, 
Disyoke their necks from custom, and 
assert 

None lordlier than themselves but 
that whidi made 

Woman and ntan. 8Jie had founded; 
they must build. 

Here might they learn whatever men 
were taught : 

Ltd them not fear: some said their 
heads were less : 

Some men’s were small ; not they the 
least of men ; 

For often line ness compensated size : 
Resides tlie brain was like I he hand, 
mid grew 

VV'itli using ; thence the man’s, if more 
was more ; 

He bjok advantage of hts strength to 
1h? 

First in the field : some ages had been 
lost ; 

But wt>man rlptm'd earlier, and her 
life 

Was longer ; and albeit their glorious 
names 

Were fewer, scatter'd stars, yet since 
in truth 

The highest is the measure of the man, 
And not the KalTlr, Hottentot, .Malay, 
Nor those liorndiiinded breakers of 
the glelK% 

But Homer, Plato, Verulam ; even so 
With woman: and in arts of govern- 
ment 

ElizaWth and others ; arts of war 
The peasant Joan and others ; arts of 
grace 

Nappho and others vied with any man ; 
And, last not least, she who had left 
her place, 

And Ij^iw'd her slate to them, that they 
might grow 

To use and power on this Oasis, lapt 
In the arms of leisure, sacred from 
the blight 

Of ancient influence and scorn. 

At last 

She rose upon a wind of prophecy 
Dilating on the future ; everywhere | 
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Two heatla in council, two beside the 
hearth, 

Two in the tan^^lcd bufliness of the 
world. 

Two in the lil>eml offices of life, 

Two plutnnnels dropt for one to sound 
the abyss 

Of sciencts and the Hecreta of the 
mind: 

Ikfusicinn, painter, sculptor, critic, 
more : 

And everywhere the broad and 1>oun- 
tt*oii9 Earth 

Should bear a double growth of those 
rare souls, 

Poets, whose thoughts enrich the 
blood of the world/' 


She ended here, and beckon'd us : 
the rest 

Parted ; and, glowing full-faced wel- 
come, she 

Began to address us, and was moving 
on 

In gmtulation, till as when a Imat 

Tacks, and the slacken'd sail Haps, 
all her voice 

Faltering and fluttering in her throat, 
she critNl 

** >Iy brother I " ** Well, my sister." 
" O/' sliu said, 

“What do you here 1 and in this 
dress ? anti these t 

Why who are these 1 a wolf within 
the fold 1 

A pack of wolves ! the Ijord be gra* 
clous to me 1 

A plot, a plot, a plot, to min all ! ” 

“ No plot, no plot/' he answer'd, 
" WretcheNl boy, 

How saw you not the inBcription on 
the gale, 

LkT KO MAa ENTKn IN ON TAIN OF 
OEATII ? " 

“ And if I had," he answer'd, ** who 
could think 

The softer Adams of your Academe, 

U sister, Sirens tho' they be, were 
such 

As chanted on the blancldng bones of 
men 1 " 


“ But you will find it otherwise " she 
saitl. 

” Y ou jest : ill jesting with edge-tools ! 
my vow 

Binds me to speak, and O that iron 
will. 

That axetike edge untumable, our 
Head, 

The Princes*/' “ Well then, Psyche, 
take iiiy life. 

And nail me like a weasel on a grange 

For warning: bury me beside the 
gate, 

And cut this epitaph alKive my bones ; 

I left UeA el brotktr a 

AU for tht rommon fjtfwl of u-omankmdP 

** Let me die too," said Cyril, “ having 
seen 

And heard the Lady I*syche." ■ 

I struck in: 

“ Albeit so mask'd, Madam, I love the 
truth ; 

Beceive it; and in me behold the 
Priiu'e 

Your countryman, affianced years ago 

To the Lady Ida : here, for here she 
was, 

And thua (what other way was left) I 

camcH” 

** O Sir, O Prince, 1 have no country ; 
none ; 

If any, this ; but none. Whate'er 1 
was 

Disrooted, what I am Is grafted here. 

Affianced, Sir T love-whispers may 
not breathe 

Within this vestal limit, and how 
should I, 

Who am not mine, say, live: the 
thunder-bolt 

Hangs silent ; but prepare : 1 speak ; 
it falls" 

** Yet [01 use," I said i “for that in- 
scription there, 

I th ink no more of deadly lurks therein, 

Than in a elappt^r clapping in a garth, 

To scare the fowl from fruit : if more 
there be. 

If more and acted on, what follows 1 
war; 

Your own work marr'd : for tliis your 
Academe. 
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Whicliever jiide be Victor, in the hmh 
lo(» 

Will topple to the trumpet down, anti 
pa^ 

With all fair theories only made to 
pLJ 

A storm iesi summer.*' “Let the 
J^ineess jud^e 

Of that" she said i “ farewell. Sir — 
and to you- 

I shudder at the sequel, but I go." 

“ Are you tliat Lady I'syche/' I re- 
join'd, 

“ Tlie fifth in line from that old Flo- 
riati, 

Yet hangs tiii portrait in my father’s 
halt 

{The gaunt old Baron with Ida beetle 
brow 

Sun-shaded in the heal of duaty fights) 

As he bestrode my Grandsire, wlien tie 
fell. 

Anil all elae fled : we point to it, and 
we say, 

The loyal warmth of Florian is not 
cold, 

But branehes current yet in kindred 
veins." 

“ Are you that Psyche/' Florian add- | 
ed : ** she ■ 

With whom 1 sang about the morning \ 
hiils, 

Flung ball, flew kite, and raced the 
purple fly, 

And snareil the squirrel of the glen 1 
are you 

That Psyche, wont to bind my throb- 
bing brow, 

To smooilte my jdllow, mix the foam- 
ing draught 

Of fever, tell me pleasant tales, and 
read 

My sickness down to happy dreams t 
are you 

That brother-sister Psyche, both in 
one 1 

You were that Psyche, but what are 
you now I *' 

“ Von are tliat Psyche/' Cyril said, 

“ for whom 

I would be that for ever which 1 seem, ] 


Woiriitn, if I might sit l^esidc your feet. 

And glean your scatter’d sapience.” 

Then once more, 

“ Are you that Lady Psyclie/' 1 began, 

“That on her bridal inorn before she 
past 

From all her old companions, when 
the king 

Kiss’d her pale cheek, declared that 
ancient ties 

Would still be dear beyond the south* 
ern lulls ; 

That were there any of our [)eople 
there 

In want or peril, there was one to hear 

And help them? h>ok 1 for such are 
these and I." 

“ Are you that Psyche,” Florian ask'd, 
“ to wiiom. 

In gentler days, your arrow- wounded 
fa wn 

Came flying while you sat beside the 
well I 

The creature kid liis muzzle on your 
lap. 

And fobb’d, and you sobb’d with it, 
and the blood 

Was sprinkled on your kirlle, and you 
wept. 

That was fawn’s blood, not brother's, 
yet you wept. 

O by tl»e bright bfod of my little 
niece, 

You were that Psyche, and what are 
you now ? " 

“You are that Psyche/' Cyril said 
again, 

“Tlie mother of the sweetest little 
maid. 

That ever crow’d for kisses " 

“Out upon it ! " 

She answer'd, “ peace! and why should 
1 iKit play 

Tlio Spartan MiHher with emotion, be 

The Lucius Junius Brutus of my kind ! 

Him you call great: he for the com- 
mon weal. 

The fading politics of mortal Home, 

As I might slay this child, if good 
neefl were. 

Slew both ids sons ; and I, shali 1 , on 
whom 
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** Be it so ” tlie utherp ** that we still 
may lead 

The new light up, and culminate in 
peace, 

For Solomoit may come to Slieba yet." 
Sitid Cyril, " Mad am-, he the wisest 
man 

Feasted the woman wisest thou, in 
halls 

Of I..ebaucinian cedar: nor should yoii 
('llio' Ma^lani yo« should answer, vci 
would ask) 

I,es8 welcome find among us, if you 
came 

Among us, debtors for our lives to you, 
Myself for something more." lie said 
not what, 

But '‘Thanks" she answer'd “Go: 

we liHve la*en too long 
Together: ket‘p your lioods about the 
face I 

Tl»ey do so that affect abstraction 
here. 

Speak little; mix not with the rest; 
and hold 

Your prouiise : all, 1 trust, may yet 
he well." 

We tumM to go, but Cyril took the 
child. 

And held her round the knees against 
his waist, 

And blew the stroll'u cheek of a 
trumpeter, 

While Fsyche watch'd them, smiling* 
and tlie ehtid 

Push'd her Hat hand against Ids face 
and laugh'd ; 

And thus our conference elosed. 

And then we stroll'd 
For half the day thro' stately tlieatrts 
Bench'd ereseent-wisc. Jn each we 
sat, we heard 

The grave Professor. On the lecture 
slate 

The circle rounded under female 
hands 

W i L ] I d a w 1 ess dem 0 n s t ra 1 \ on : f ol low 'd 
then 

A classic lecture* rich in sentiment* 
With scraps of thuudrous Epic lilted 
out 


By violet'hooded Doctors, elegies 

And quoted otles, and jewels five- 
word sdong 

That on the stretch'd forefinger of all 
Time 

Sparkle for ever: then we dipt in all 

Tiint trt'Utsof whatsoever is, the state. 

The total ehnmielcsof man, the mind. 

The morals, something of the frame 
the rm'k. 

The star, the bird, the fish, the shell 
the llower, 

Klmrte, ehemic laws, and all the real. 

And whatsoever eau Ijc taught and 
known ; 

TiU like three horses that have broken 
fence. 

And glutted all night long breast- 
deep In corn, 

We issued gorged with knowledge, 
and I spoke: 

“ Why, Sirs, they do all this as well 
as we." 

“They hunt old traits," said Cyril, 
“ very w-ell ; 

Btit when tiid woman ever yet in* 
vent ? " 

“ Ungraeious I " answer'd Floriati ; 
“ have you learnt 

Xo more* fiN>ui I'syehe's leclure, you 
that talk'd 

The trash ilmt made me sick, and 
almost sad I " 

“O trash," he sahl, “hut with a ker- 
nel in it. 

Sbouhl 1 ntd call her wise, who made 
me W'isel 

And learnt! 1 learnt more from her 
in a fiasli. 

Than if my brainpan were an empty 
hull. 

And every Muse tumbled a science in. 

A thousand hearts lie fallow in these 
hulls* 

And rcuinii these balls a thousand 
baby loves 

Fly twanging headless amws at the 
hearts, 

VVhcnc 4 ‘ follows many a vacant pang; 
hut O 

With me. Sir, enter'd In the bigger 
boy, 
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Of half this wfiHdj lie ^wenred from 
to aave 

A prince, a brother? a little will 1 
yield. 

Beat ao* pc'rt'liAnce, for uhj anti well 
for you, 

O barti, when lo%'o and duty claah 1 I 
fear 

My conscience wilt not count me fleck- 
leas ; yet — 

Hear my ccmdltiuna: promise (otlier^ 
irise 

You perirh) nn you came, to slip away 

ToHiay» tO’inorrow, soon: it sball be 
laiib 

Tlieso women were too liarbarous, 
would not ieam ; 

Tliey ileil, who might have sliamcd 
us - promise, uU,’’ 

What could we else, we prfmiised 
each ; ami she, 

Like some wild en^aiure ncwly-enjted, 
commeneed 

A to-ambfrn, so parinjj till she paused 

By FI ori an ' liolding out her lily 
arms 

Took both his liands, and smiling 
faintly said ; 

** 1 knew you at tlic first : tbo* you 
bare grown 

You scarce have altered : I am sad and 

glad 

To ioi yon, Florian. / give thee to 
dih^th, 

Jly bt other J it w*as duty spoke, not L 

My nce<lful seeming harshness, partbm 
it. 

Our mother, is she well ? ** 

With that she kbsM 

His forehead, then, a moment after, 
clung 

About him. ami betwixt them blos- 
som'd up 

From out a common vein of memory 

Sweet hotisebold talk, and phrases of 
the hearth, 

And far alluiiion, ttlf the gracious 
liews 

Began to glisten and to fall; And 
wIilIc i 


They stood, so rapt, we gating, came 
n voice, 

“ I brought n message here from I*ady 
Bhimdie/* 

Back siarleil she, and turning round 
we SAW 

The Ijidy Hlamdie's daughter where 
she Hfciml, 

Melissa, with her hand upon the lock, 

A rosy blonde, iind in A college gown, 

That clad her like an April daffodilly 

(Her mother's color) with her lips 
apart, 

And all her thoughts as fair within 
her eyes. 

As bottom agates seen to wave and 
float 

In crystal currents of clear ryonting 
seas. 

Bo sloml that same fair creature at 
the door. 

Then Lady I'syche, “Ah — Melissa — 
you ! 

You heard’ Us?” and MLdissa, “O 
pardon me 

1 heard, 1 could not help it, did not 
wish : 

But, dearest I#ady, pray you fear me 
not, 

Kor think I liear that heart within my 
breast. 

To give three gallant gentlemen to 
death.” 

*'I trust you,” said the other, “ f^w 
we two 

Were always friends, none closer, elm 
and viner 

But yet your mother's jealous tern- 
pern men I ^ 

l-et not your prudence, dearest, 
dr^iwse, or prfivc 

The Dunafd of a leaky vase, for fc*ar 

This whole fiiundaiion ruin, and I lose 

My honor, these their lives/' “Ah, 
fear me not ” 

KepUed Melissa; “no — I would not 
tell, 

No, not for all Aspasia's cleverness. 

No, not to answer. Madam, all those 
hard things 

'Hiat Sheba caiuc to ask of Soloinun.”' 


^ " 
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The Head of all the {^ol den-shafted 
firm, 

Tite bn^dimb'd lad that iiad a Ftyehe 
too; 

D He eleft me thro' the alomadier; and 
now 

What think joti of It, Klomti I do 1 
chase 

Tlie substance or the shadow ? will it 
hold f 

I hare no sorcerer’s malison on me, 

Ko ghostly hauiilings like his High- 
ness. 1 

Flatter myself that always erery* 
where 

I know the suhatance^ wdicn I see it. 
Weib 

Arv castles shadovra ? Three of them » 
Is she 

The sweet proprietress a shadow ! If 
not, 

Shall those three castles patch my 
tatter'd coat ! 

For dear are those tliree castles to my 
wants, 

And dear is sister Psyche to my heart. 

And two dear things are one of double 
worth, 

And much I mJglil ha%*e said, but that 
my Eone 

Unninmrd me r then the Doctors I O 
to hear 

The DfK'tors ! U to watch the thirsty 
plants 

Imhihing I once or twice I thought to 
rtjar, 

To break my chain, to shake iny 
mane : but thou. 

Modulate me, *Soul of mincing mim- 
icry ! 

Make licpLid treble of that bassoon, 
my throat ; 

Abase those eyes that ever loved to 
meet 

Star-sisters answering under crescent 
brows ; 

Almte tlie stride, which sjyeaks of 
man. anil loose 

A flying charm of blushes o’er this 
cheek, 

Where they like swallows coming oui 
of time 


Will wonder why they came; but 
hark the bell 
For dinner, let us go ! " 

And in we stream'd 
Among the columns, pacing staid and 
still 

By twos and tlirees, till ail from end 
to end 

With beauties every shade of brown 
and fair 

In colors gayer than the morning mist, 
The long hall glitter'd like a bed of 
flowers. 

flow might a man not wander from 
his wits 

Pierced thro* with eyes, but that 1 
kept mine own 

Intent on her, who rapt in glorious 
dreams, 

The second-sight of some Asirwan age, 
SalcompassM with professors; they, 
the while, 

Discuss'd a iloubt and tost it to and 
fro : 

A clamor thicken’d, roixt with inmost 
terms 

Of art and science: Lady Blanche 
A I one 

Of fadiil form and haughtiest linear 
ments, 

VV^itli all her autumn tresses falsely 
brown, 

Shot sidelong daggers at us, a tiger-cat 
In act to spring. 

At last a solemn grace 
Concluded, and wc sough t the gardens ; 
there 

One walk'd reciting by herself, and 
one 

In lliis hand held a volume as to read, 
And smootheil a petted jieacock down 
with that : 

8<ime to a low' song oar*d a shallop by, 
Or under arches of the inarhlc bridge 
Hung, shadow'd fruin the heat; some 
hid and sought 

In the orange thickets ; others lost a 
ball 

Above the fountain-jets, and back 
again 

With laug liter ; others lay about the 
lawns, - 
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Of th(^ older sort, nnd inurniurM that 
Ibtnr May 

Wa« pa«j$iiig : what was learning unto 
them I 

They wUhVI to marry ; they could 
rule a house ; 

Men liated learned wonien x but we 
three 

Sat muflieil like the Fates; and often 
came 

Melista hitlinp: all we saw with shafts 

Of gentle satire^ kin to charity ^ 

That harm'd nut : then day droopt ; 
the chapel bells 

Call'd us* wc left the walks ; we mixt 
with those 

Six hiimired niaidens clad in purest 
whilCt 

Before two streams of light from wall 
to wall» 

While the groat organ almost burst 
his p]{>es^ 

Groaning for power, and rolling thro' 
the court 

A long melodious thunder to the sound 

l)f solemn psalms, and silrer litanies, 

The work of Ida, to call down from 
Heaven 

A blessing on lier la1>ors for the world, 
tti. 

6wii«i and low, sweet sod low, 

Wind of the w nupm wa, 

Low. low, bri'nthc nnti blow, 

Wind of the western «?ji 1 
Over the roHIOfc wsirr» ro, 

Como fmiti the dying inriuD, snd blow, 
Hh>w him again to ims 
While my lllUc one, wliilif my pretty one, 
■leejM. 

Rteep and wt, alesp nnd reat. 

Father will come to tlwe noon; 

Reel, real, on mother's brenst. 

Father will come to ihw soon; 

Father wdit come to hla b«tK‘ in the nett, 
Rllver fttiU aU out of the w vat 
Under the atleer moon : 
ijlecp, my little one, tkt-p, my preuy one, 
aleep. 

Mom in the white wake of the morn- 
ing star 

Came furrowing aH the orient into 
gold. 


Wtj rose, and each hy other drest with 
care 

TIescended to the court that lay three 
parrs 

In shadow, hut the Muses' heads were 
touch'd 

Above the riarkne^ss frt^m their native 
East, 

Ttiore while we stood lieslde the fount, 
and watch'd 

Or iwcm'd to watch the dancing hub- 
hie, approach’d 

Melissa, tingiKl with wan from lack of 

nln-p, 

Or grief, and gU>wrng round her tiewy 
eyes 

The circM Iris of a night of tears; 

'"And fly,” she cried, fly, while 
yet you may ! 

My mother know-sr'* and when 1 
ask'fl her *" how," 

** My fault," she wept, " my fault ! and 
yet not mine; 

Yet mine in part. U hear me, pardon 
me. 

My mother, 'tis her wont from night 
to night 

To rail at l.4idy iXvche and her side. 

is he says the l^rincess should have 
licen the Head, 

Heri^elf and Lady Psyche the two 
aruis ; 

Ami so it was a greet! when first they 
came ; 

But T4idy I'syche was the right hand 
now, 

And she the left, or not, or seldom 
used ; 

Hers inort* than half the students, all 
the love. 

And so last night she felt to canvass 
you : 

Her country women 1 she did not envy 
her. ’ 

* Who ever saw sucdi wilil ImrharinfiB ! 

Girls ? — more like men ! ' and at these 
wonis the snake, 

My secret, seem'd to stir within my 
breast ; 

And oh, Sirs, could 1 hedp it, but tuy 
cheek 
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Began to burn anil burn, s«J her lynx 
eye 

To fix and make me hotter, IHI ahe 

luugird : 

H) marvellously mmle«t maiden, you! 

Men! girls, like meni why, if they 
had heeu men 

Yoh need not set your tliougbU in 
rubric thus 

For wholesale comment/ Pardon, I 
am shamed 

That I must needs repeat for my 
excuse 

What Iwks so little graceful : * men * 
{for still 

My mother went revolring on the 
word} 

'And 80 they are, — very like men 
indeed — 

And with that woman closeted for 
hours 1 * 

Then came these dreadful wortls out 
one by one, 

' Why — these — iit€ — men i ' 1 shud- 
der'd : ' and you know it/ 

'O ask me nothing/ 1 said: 'And 
she kntms toii, 

And she conceals it.' So my mother 
elutchVl 

The truth at fmce,1>ut with no word 
frtnn me ; 

And now' tlius early risen she goes to 
inform 

The Princess: Ludy Psyche will be 
crush'd ; 

But you may yet be saved, and there- 
ftiro fiy : 

But heal me witli your pardon ere you 
go/' 

What pardon, sweet Mell&sa, for a 
blush 1 " 

Said Cyril : “ Pale one, blush again : 
than wear 

Those lilies, better blush our lives 
away. 

Yet let us breathe for one hour more 
in Ileavfn” 

lie added, " lest some classic Angel 
Bpi^ak 

In scorn of us, 'They mounted, Gany- 
luedes. 


To tumble, Vulcans, on the second 
morn/ 

But 1 will melt this marble into wax 

To yield us farther furlough : " and he 
went. 

Melissa shook her doubtful curls, 
and thuuglvt 

He scarce would prosjjer. " Tell us," 
Flc^rian ask'd, 

" !low grew this feud betwixt the 
right and left/' 

“O long ago/' she said, " betwixt these 
two 

Division stnoulders hidden; His my 
mother. 

Too jealous, often fretful as the wind 

Pent ill a crevice : much 1 bear witli 
her : 

T never knew tny father, liut she says 

(God help her) she was wcnlded to a 
foot ; 

And still she rail'd against the state 
of tilings. 

She liad the care of Lady Ida's youth, 

And from the Queen's decease she 
brought her up. 

But when your sister came she won 
the heart 

Of Ida . they were still together, grew 

( For so tliey said ihemsidves) inoscu- 
lated ; 

Consonaut chords tliat shiver to one 
note ; 

One miinl in all things : yet my mother 
still 

Affirnis your Psyche thieved her tlie- 
oricB, 

And angled with tlien! for her pupirs 
love : 

8]ie calls her plagiarist; I know not 
w hat : 

But 1 muBt go : I dare not tany," and 
light, 

As flies the shadow of a bird, ilie fled. 

Then murmur'd Florian gazing after 
her, 

“An open-hearted maiden, true and 
pure. 

If 1 could love, why Ibis were she: 
how pretty 
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blushing was, and how ehc blush’d 
again, 

As if to close with Cyrira random 

w ish ; 

Hoi like your IVinccss cranun'd witii 
erring iiride, 

Kor like j>oor Psyche whom she drags 
in tow/' 


'^Tiie crane/' 1 said, “may chatter 
of the crane, 

The dove may murmur of the dove, 
but 1 

An eagle clang an eagle to the sphere. 

My prineeiis, U my princess I true she 
errs, 

But in her own grand way : being her- 
self 

Three limes more noble tlian three 
score of n»en, 

She set's herself in every woman else. 

And so she wears her error like a 
crown 

To blln<l the truth and me r for her, 
and her, 

Uebes are they to hand ambrosia, mix 

T1 w neet a r ; but — a li she — w bene er 
she moves 

The Samian I Jerfc rises and she s]H*aks 

A Memnon smlttcu with the morning 
Sun." 


So saying from the court we paced, 
and gain'd 

The terraw mngi*d along the North- 
ern front. 

And leaning there on those balusters, 

high • 

Above tlie empurpled champaign, 
drank the gale 

That blown about the foliage under* 
neatli. 

And sated with the innumerable rose. 

Beat balm upon our eyelids. Hither 
came 

Cyril, and yawning “0 hard task/' 
lie cried ; 

“ No fighting shadows here I I forced 
a w ay 

Thro' solid opposition crabb’d and 
gnorlU 


B^dter to clear prime forests, heave 
and thnmp 

A league of street in summer solstice 
dimii, 

Than hammer at this reverend gentle- 
won lan. 

1 knoi-k'd and, hidden, enter'd i found 
her there 

At |)oint to move, and settled in her 
eyes 

The gri't-n malignant light of coming 
sUnn. 

Sir, I was courteous, every plirase 
wxdl-inlVl, 

As man's eouUI be; yet maiden-meelt 
1 pniy'd 

Concealment; she demanded who we 
were, 

And w hy we came 1 I fabled nothing 
fair. 

But, your example pilot, told her alh 

Up went the hush'd amaj^> of liaiiU 
and eye. 

But w hen 1 dwelt ujion your old affi- 
ance. 

She answer'd shar|dy that 1 talk'd 
astray. 

I urgcKi the fierce inscriplion 'on the 
gate, 

And our three lives. True — we had 
limed ourselves 

With eyes, and w-e must take 
the chance. 

But such extremes, 1 toid her, well 
might harm 

The woman's cause. * Not more than 
iiow'/ she said, 

'So puddled as it is with favoritism/ 

1 tried the mother's heart, t^hame 
might iR'fall 

IfeLissa, knowing, saying not she 
knew ; 

Her answer was * J^euve me to deal 
witli that.’ 

1 spoke of war to come and many 
ilealliH, 

And siie replied, her duty was to 
sfwak, 

And duty duty, clear of consequeneci. 

1 grew dUeouraged, S>ir; but since 1 
knew 

No rock so Lard but that a til tie wave 
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May Wat adniJHfiian ui a iliouflaiid 
yoars* 

1 recoiunu^nred ; * Decidu not ere you 
pause. 

I find you hero U«t in tlic st-oond plat-e, 

Homo' say tko third — ihv autlioulio 
fouuda^ss you. 

1 offer boldty : we will seat you high- 
est : 

Wink at oiir advent ; help my ^prince 
to i^aiii 

His rigluful bride, and here I promise 
you 

Some palaee in our land, where you 
shall reign 

The head and heart of all our fair ahe- 
world, 

And your great name How on with 
’ broadening time 

For ever’ Well, she balaneed this a 
little. 

And tohi me alie would answer us to- 
day. 

Mean lime be mute: thus inueh, nor. 
more 1 gain'd.*' 

He ceasing, came a message from 
the Head. 

*'Tliat afternoon the rrincesa rode to 
take 

The dip of certain strata to the North. 

Would we go w ith her ? we should find 
the land 

Worth- seeing; and the river made a 
fall 

Out yonder:” then she pointed on to 
where 

A double hill ran up his furrowy forks 

Beyond the thick-leaved platans of 
tile vale. 


Agreed to, this, the day fled on thro* 
All 

Its range of duties to the appointed 
hour. 

Then summon'd to the porch w-e w-enL 
She stood 

Among her maidens, higher by the 
head. 

Her baek against a pillar, her foot on 
one 


Of those tame leopards. Kitten like 
he roll'd 

And pawM about her sandal- 1 drew 
near; 

I gazed. Un a sudden my stronge 
seizure eainc 

Upon me, the weird vision of our 
house : 

The Frincess Ida scent'd a hollow 
sliow, 

Her gay-f urrM cats a painted fant-tsy, 

Her college and her maidens, empty 
masks, 

And I myself the shadow of a dream, 

For all things were and were not* Yet 
1 felt 

My heart beat tliick witli passion and 
wiiJi awe ; 

Then fr^un my breast the involuntary 
sigh 

Brake, as she emote me with the light 
of eyes 

That lent my knee desire to kneel, and 
shook 

My pulses, till to horse we got, and so 

Went forth in long retinue following 
up 

The river as it narroir'd to tlic hills. 

I rode beside her and to me she 
said: 

“ O friend, we trust that you esteem'd 
us not 

Too harsh to your companion y ester- 
mom ; 

Unwillingly wo spake.” "No — ^not 
to her,” 

I answer'd, " but to one of whom we 
spake 

Your Highness might have seem'd the 
thing you say.” 

"Again 1 ” slie cried, "arc you am- 
bassad nesses 

From him to me? we give you, being 
strange, 

A license : speak, and let the topic 
die.” 

I stammer'd that I knew him — 
could have wish'd — 

“Our king expects — was there no 
precontract! 
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Then- is no trufr4ivarli.-il— sli, you 


see 111 

All he ami he could not see 

The bird of jMiiiijiige flying (niuih but 
long’d 

To follow: (jurely, if your Highness 
keep 

Your purport, you will shook him ev^n 
to death, 

Or baser courses, children of despair/' 

“Poor boy," she said, “can he not 
read — no laioks ! 

Quoit, tennis, ball — no gamesT nor 
deals in that 

Whleli men delight in, man ini exer- 
cise 1 

To nurse a blind hlenl like a girl, 

Methinks he sceiiia no better than a 
. , ffjj-i ; 

As girls were once, as we ourself have 
l>pcn : 

Wo had oiirdrenms; iierhaps he mixt 
with them : 

We toucii oiv our dead self, nor shun 
to do il. 

Being other — since w^e learnt our 
meaning hc^re. 

To lift the woman's fall'n divinity 

Upon an even pedestal with iniin/' 

She paust^d, and added with a 
ImngJitier smile 

And ns to prcconlrauls, we in<>ve, my 
friend. 

At no man's beck, but know ourself 
and llu'c, 

0 Vnshti, noble Vashtlf Summon'd 

out 

She kept her state, and left the 
drunken king 

To brawl at Shushan underneath the 
palms/' 

“Alas your Highness breathes full 
Kast/' I said, 

" On that which leans to you. I know 
the Prince, 

1 prize Ids truth ; and then how vast 

a work 

To assail ihU gray pri.HUuinenee of 
maut 


You grant me license ; might I use it T 
think; 

Ere half be done perchance your life 
iiijiy fail ; 

Then comes the feebler heiress of your 
plan, 

And takes and ruins all; and thus 
your pains 

May only make that footprint npon 
.sund 

Whicli oJd-reeurring waves of preju- 
dice 

Kesinooih to nothing: might 1 dread 
tJiat you, 

\V ith only Fame for spouse and your 
great details 

For issue, yet may live In vain, and 
miss. 

Meanwhile, what every woman counts 
her due, 

Love, children, happiness ? " 

And she exclaim'd, 

" Peace, you young savage of the 
Korihem wild! 

What! tho' ymir Prince’s love were 
like a Gml’s, 

Have we not made ourself the sacri- 
fice ? 

You are bold Indeed; we are not 
talk’d to thus : 

\ ct will w*e say for children, would 
they grew 

Like field-ffowers everywhere ! we like 
them well : 

But children die ; and let me tell you, 

Howe er you babble, great di^^ds can. 
not die; 

lliey with the sun and moon renew 
their light 

For ever, blessing those that look on 
them* 

Cliildnm — that men may pluck them 
from cmr hearts. 

Kill U9 with pity, brt'ak us with nur- 
se I vea — 

O — children — there is nothing upon 
earth 

More miserable than she that lias a 
sun 

And sees him err : nor would we work 
for fame; 
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Tho* she perhaps niif^ht reap tlie ap- 
ptaiiae of threat, 

Who Jearriii tlie onu i'ql- bto whence 
aficr-imiuis 

May tiicive the worlds Ihu’ she herself 
effect 

But little : wherofuro up auil act, nor 
shrink 

For fear our solid aim be djKsipaled 

By frail succeatk>nt. Would, iudecti, 
we had lieen, 

In lieu of many niortal Hies, a race 

Uf giants living, each, a thousand 
years. 

That we niighi see our own work out, 
and watch 

Tlie saufty footprint Jiarden into 
atone.*' 

1 answer'd nothitig, doubtful in 
myself 

If tliat sintnge Poebprincess with her 

grand 

Imaginations might at all Im won. 

And iiie broke out interpreting my 
thoughts : 

** No doubt we seem a kind of 
monster to you ; 

We are used to that : for w'omen, up 
till this 

Crainp'il under worse than South-sea 
isle taboo, 

Dwarfs of the gynieceum, fail so far 

In high desire, they know not, cannot 
guess 

How much tlieir welfare is a passion 
to us. 

If we could give them surer, quicker 
proof — * 

Oh if our end were less achievable 

By slow approaches, than by single 
act 

Of immolation* any phase of dcafli, 

We were as pn>mpt to spring against 
the pikes, 

Or down the fiery gulf as talk of it, 

To compass our dear sisters' lib- 
erties." 

She liow’d as if to vail a noble 
tear ; 


And up we came to where the river 

* sloped 

To plunge in cataract, shattering on 
bhuk blocks 

A breadth of thunder. O'er it shook 
tlie woods, 

And danced the color, and, Ik^Iow, 
stuek out 

Tlie lames of some %ast bulk tliat 
lived and roar’d 

Before man was. Siie ga^cd awhile 
and said, 

“ As these rude bones to us, are we to 
her 

That will \>c/* " Dare we dream of 
that," I ask’d, 

** Wliicli wrought U8, as the workman 
and his work. 

That practice btdtcrs ! ” « How,” she 
cried, you love 

'file nieiaphysies 1 read and earn 
our priae, 

A golden broocli : beneath an emerald 
plane 

Sits Diotlma, teaching him that dicnl 

Of heniloek ; our device ; wrought to 
tlie life; 

*She rapt u|Kjn her subject, he on her ; 

For there are schools for all," “And 
yet " I said 

“Methinks I liave not found among 
tlieni all 

One anatomic.” “Xay, we thouglit 
of that,” 

She answer*d, “ but it pleased us not : 
in truth 

We shudder but to dream our maids 
should ajio 

Those monstrous males that carve 
the living hound. 

And cram him with the fragments of 
the grave, 

Ur in the dark dissolving buman 
heart. 

And holy secrets of this microcosm, 

Dabbiing a shameless hand with 
shameful jest, 

Kncamaliae their spirits: yet we 
know 

Knowledge is knowknlge, and thii 
matter hangs : 

Howbelt ourself, foreseeing casualty. 
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Kor wiltiitfc men gIiouIJ come nniong 
U8, learnt. 

For many weary' mootia before we 
eatJie, 

Tins cruft of licaling. Were you 
Rick, ourself 

Would tend upon you. To your 
quest ion liowr, 

Whicli touclicR on the workman and 
Ida work* 

Let there be Itgfit and there was 
light ; ^tis so : 

For was, and is, and will be, are but 
is; 

And all creation is one act at once. 

The birth of light; but we that are 
not all, 

As parts, can eee but parts, now this, 
now that, 

And live, perforce, from thought to 
thought, and make 

One act a phuntom of suetTSsiun ; 
thus 

Our weakness somehow shapes the 
shadow. Time ; 

But in the shadovr will w'c work, and 
mould 

Tlie woman to the fuller day*” 

She spake 

With kind led eyes ; we rode a league 
beyond, ^ 

And, o*er a bridge of plncwood cross- 
ing, came 

On flowery levels underneath the crag, 

Full of ail beauty* O bow sweet” 
I said 

(For 1 was half-oblivious of my maskl 

*^To linger here w'ith one that loved 
us,” “ Yea,” 

She answer'd, ^^or with fair philoso- 
pliies 

That lift the fancy ; for indeed tliesc 
flelds 

Are lovely, lorelicr not the Flysian 
lawns, 

Wbere paced the Demigods of old, 
and sa w 

The * soft wdiito vapor streak the 
crowned towers 

Built to the Sun;” then, turning to 
hci maids, 


“Pitch our pavilion here upon the 
sward ; 

Lay out the viands.” At fbe word, 
they raided 

A tent of Rill in, elaborately wrought 
With fair Corinna's triumph ^ here 
she stood, 

Engirt wiih many a florid maiden* 
clieek. 

The woman conqueror; woTnan-con- 
quer'd I here 

llie Wardeti Victor of teiMhousand 
hymns. 

And all the jiieii mourn’d at his Ridei 
but we 

Set forili to climb; then, climbing, 
* Cyril kept 

With Psyche, wiih ilclrssa Florin n, I 
With mine alliuuecd* ^Iniiy a little 
band « 

Glancuil like a touch of sunshine on 
the rocks. 

Many a light foot slionc like a jewel 
set 

In the dark crag: and then wo turn’d, 
wc w'ound 

About the clitTs, the copses, out and in, 
llammering and clinking, chattering 
stony nan ICS 

Of shale and liomblcnde, rag and 
trap and liifl. 

Amygdaloid ami trachyte, till the Snn 
Grew linmiler toward Jiis death and 
fell, nnd all 

I'Tie rosy belghU came out above the 
lawns. 

IV, 

The fn lender falls on rattle walls 
Anil Miowy sumnilia old In storj' : 

Till' luiiiit lindit shukea across Ihe Iskrt, 
Aud tbe wild ratnrset leap in Riory. 
Blow, bugle, blow, set tlie wild echoes dyinfr, 
Blow, bugle ; uMucr, f^choes, dying, dying, 
dylag. 

O hark, O brar! tiow ibJu stid rienr. 

And ihiiincr, clearer, fsrllicr going 1 

O sweet tiiid fitr from cl lit snd scar 
TJw* liorijs of Eliland fsiudy bkiwing ! 
Blow, jet us l)€^r the purjde glens relaying * 
Blow, biiele ; aiuwer, eciMKS, dying, dylii|t 
dying. 

O Inve, tliey die la you rich sky, 

Tlu-y fftim on hill or tleM or riter: 

Otir echoes toll from soul to soul, 
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Aod for cviT nod fc»r pvpr» 

Blow, biiiflt, bluw, »i«t ihn wild eelioi*« HylniTi 
And uuMwiTr, <h:1ju 4», anawvr, dyluMr dydng, 
dying. 

"Tiiern ft inks the tiebuloua star wc 
cnii the Hun^ 

M that liyiHiefiesis of tlicire be souiul/' 
Said Ida; “let us down and reiit;" 
anil we 

Down frotn the lean and wrinkled 
preeipiees, 

By every eoppiee-feaiher'd chasni and 
cleh, 

Bropt thru’ ilte ambrosial gloom to 
where beluw 

Nq bigger than a glow-worm shone 
the tent 

Lamp-lit friim the inner. Once she 
li‘an‘d,on me, 

Desceinling ; once or twice she lent 
her haml, 

And blissful iiRlpitations in the blood, 
Stirring a sudden transport rose and 
fell. 

But when we planted level feet, 
and dipt 

Beneath the satin dome and onterM in, 
There leaning deep in broider'd down 
wo sank 

Our elbows r on a tripos] in the midst 
A fragrant lluine rose, and before us 
glow'd 

Fruit, blossom, viand, amber wine, 
and gold. 

Then she, “ I^^t some one sing to 
us ; liglillier move 

The niinuios fledged with music i'* 
and a maid. 

Of tliose lieside her, smote her harp, 
and sang. 

“Tcai™, Idle team, 1 know not whal they 
mean, 

T<>arfl from th« depth of some dh'lne rlespalr 
Rlie In the hean. and miher to the eye*. 

In ktoklDg on the happy Autumit'rlelJc, 

And thinEiug of the days lliat are no more. 

*' Froab the fl ret beam eUiteilnii on n will. 
That brine* our frlcnda up from the uader^ 
wnritl. 

Bad M the laat which rcddeiu over oao 


That iliika with all we Inve Inflow the v*'r(r»* ; 
mid, ao Ireah, the daya that are du more. 

. “ Ah, and and atrmngO as In dnrk aummer 
dawua 

The eariU>«t pii»e of half awaken'd hlrda 
To dying rnm, when uiilo dying eyei* 

The eaiH;]ueut alowly ^owa a glimmering 
aijuare; 

So uul, DO Binuigo, liie day* Uiat are no inore, 

** f^car Oft remember'd kiOHa after death. 
And iweet a* those by liopelciw fancy feign'd 
On 1I]M titut are for others; decpiia love, 
Beep nil flrut love, and wild with all regret; 
O m Ufe, the day* that are no luore.** 

She ended wit It such passion thal 
the tear, 

She sang of, shook and fetl, an erring 
pearl 

Lost ill her bosom: but with Bome 
dtsduin 

Answer'd the Princess, "If indeed 
there haunt 

About tlte moulder'd lodges of the Pait 
So sweet a voice and vague, fatal to 
men, 

Well needs it w’-e Bhould cram our ears 
with wool 

And BO pace by ; but tin lie are fancies 
hatch'd 

In silken-folded idleness i nor is it 
Wiser to wt*ep a true oceaBion lost. 
But trim our sails, and let old bygones 
be, 

While down the streams tlmt float us 
each and all 

To the iHsuo, goes, like glittering 
bergs fif ice. 

Throne after throne, and molten on 
the waste 

Becomes a cloud : for all things serve 
their time 

Toward that great year of equal 
niights and rights, 

N"or would J figlit with iron laws, in 
the end 

Found golden : let the past be past , 
let be 

Their eancidrrl Babels : tbo' the rougli 
kex break 

The starrM mosaic, and tlie Ijearii’ 
blown gnat 

Hang on the shaft, and the wUd flg 
tree split 


I 
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Their nitmstroui idols, lare not while , "OHwiiUowjfljfliip from thp jpoldm wiwdn, 

TJy Lo hvr, wild |^i|MMtnil ifcou btri-, »ud uj^s 

A . j* ^ 1- her luJue* 

A trumpet in the distance peahiig news j^ad tell her, ull her, ihjii I bUow thee/' 

Uf better, and Hope, a poising eagle, 

burns I ceased, and all tlie ladies, each at 

Above the uurUen morrow : " then to each, 

me; Like the Ithacenslan suitors in old 

" Know ym no song of your own land/' time, 

sJie said, Stared wiili great ey^es, and laughed 

“ Kot such m moans about the retro^ with alien lips, 

s]>ect. And knew not what they meant; for 

But deals with tlie other distance and still my voice 

the hues Kang false: but smiling ■" SCgt for 

Uf protnise; not a death's-head at the thee," she said, 

wine/' “ Bulbul, any rose of Gullstnn 

Shall burst her veil; inarKh-divers, 
Then I remember'd one myself had nil her, maul, 

m ade, B hall croa k t hce tUter, or t he i neadow- 

What time 1 watd/d the swallow tntke 

w inging south Grate her harsh kindred in the grass : 

From mine own land, part made long and this 

sinee, and |>art A mere love-poem i 0 for such, my 

A'ow while 1 sang, and maidenlike as friend, . 

far We hold tliem slight : they mind us of 

As 1 could ape tlielr treble, did I sing. tlie time 

When we made bricks in Egypt. 

0 SwslJow, Swallow, fl jloa, fljlnir South, Knaves are men. 

Fly to htT. ami fidl ufion her aiiat-d c;av«, That lute and tlute fantastic tende^ 

And tell hvr, tell her, wbai 1 tell to iLuc. ness 

■•O Ml b*r, 8w.ttow. I1..U I1»1 k»owm Ami .lre»8 the vivtim to the “P- 

And |utmt the gates of UcU with i'ar- 
That hridn niHl Aercc and Aeltlp li tli« South, u adiso, 

Ana lUrk and irua and leudt-r 1. die Xotih. ^ nd play the slave to pain the tyranny. 

« O Bnalln.. if I «>«M fnllo*. 1’““ ® <*f '•"""roiiee; 

Slid iiKhi '^t'pt her true eyes blmd for such 

Fpon laitlee, I would pipe nml irSll, h one. 

Ami chwp und twluer twenty mllhon kivtm. rogue of eanionets and serenades. 

•• O were I Ihnn that ah. mt«ht lake «»• In. * 

And tmy itw aa her boMta, and her heart ocao. 

Would ruck the inuwy tnulle till 1 dJt.-d. So they blasphomc the muse I But 

great is song 

** Why llnipereih she lo ciotho lu?r besrt Used to great ends : ourself have often 
iii'iih love, *^,,1 

TVlaylng im ihe tender uh delsya ineu , , , 

To clothe hcrecif, when all the woods are Valkyriau hymns, or into rhythm 
tfrecn ? ' dash'd 

^ „ a » a, j 1 The passion of the prophetess ; for song 

Swallow, tbot ihy brood b tjtduer unto freedom, force and growth 

£3fly to her, f do hut wanton In the Ronih. C^f spirit than to junketing and love. 

But In the Korth Ujiih ohicfl my avmi u luode. Love is it 1 Would this same mock* , 
^ ^ ^ , love, ami this 

Thl' ‘ Mock-Hynwn were laid oi. like winU-r 

A&d brief the tuiXfO tf beauty tu ih. Buulh. | hati, 
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Till an men grtw to rate uj at our 
worth, 

Not vapsalzi to lie Wat, nnr prettj halie* 

To be danilieil, no, but living wills, 
atnl sphered 

Whole in onraelvea and owed to none- 
Knougli ! 

But now to leaven play with profit, 
you, 

Know you no song, the true growth of 
your anil. 

Til at gives the manners of your coun- 
try-women ? 


She spoke and turn'd her sumptu- 
ous head with eyes 

Of shining exjK^ctatinn fixt on mine. 

Then while I ilmgg'd my brains for 
lueh a song, 

I Cyril, with whom the belUmoutIfd 
I gloss had wrought, 

I Or masterM by the sons® of sport, be* 

! gan 

I To troll a careless, careless lavem- 

I eaich 

I Of Moll and Meg, and strange experi- 
ences 

Unmeet for ladies - Florian nodded 
at him, 

I frowning ; Psyche flush'd and wnnn’d 
anil shook ; 

The lily like Melissa droop'd her brows ; 

“ Forbear,” the Princess cried ; For- 
liear, Sir,” 1 ; 

And heated lUro* ami thro' with wrath 
ami love, 

I smote him on the breast ; he started 
up ; 

There ruse a shriek as of a city sack'd ; 

Melissa clamor’d ** Flee the death \ ” 
. ** To horse,” 

Said Ida; ''home! to horse!” and 
fled, as flies 

A troop ijf amiwy doves athwart the 
dusk. 

When some one 1 tatters at the dove- 
cote-doors, 

l)i8ordt‘rly the women. Alone I stooil 

With Florian, cursing Cyril, vext at 
heart, 

In the pavilion; there like parting 
hopes 



I heard them passing from me : hoof 
by Imuf, 

And cTcry hoof a knell to my desires. 

Clang'd on the bridge ; and then an* 
other shriek, 

" Tlic Head, the Mead, the Princess, 0 
the Head!” 

For blind with rage she miss'd the 
plank, and roll'd 

In the river. Out 1 sprang from glow 
to gloom ; 

Tliero whirl'd her white robe like a 
blossom’d branch 

Tlapt to the horrible fall : a glance 1 
gave, 

No more ; liiit woman- vest ( h 1 as I was 

Plunged; and the flood drew; yet I 
caught her; then 

Oaring one ann, and bearing in my 
loft 

The weight of all the hopes of half 
the world, 

St rove to I lu ffet to land i n va i n. A tree 

Washalfniisrooted from his place and 
stoop'd 

To drench Jus dark locks in the gur- 
gling wave ♦ 

Mid-channeb Right on this we drov© 
and caught. 

And grasping down the boughs 1 
gain'd the shore. 


There stood her maidens glimmer- 
ingly group'd 

In the hoUow hank. One reaching 
forwani drew 

My hurt lien from mine arms ; they 
cried "she lives; ” 

They bore her back into the tent : hut 

So much a kind of shame within me 
wrouglit, 

Not yet endured to meet her opening 


eyes. 

Nor found my friends; but push'd 
alone on foot 

(For since her horse was lost 1 left 
her mine) 

Across the wtH>ds, and less from 
Indian craft 

Tlmii beellke instinct liivcward, found 
at length 


! 
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The garrk’Tj frortals. Two great 
siatiieB, Art 

Anil Scient'e* CftryatUl* lif toil tip 

A weight of etiihlem^ niid betwixt wore 
valve* 

Of opt^n-work jn wliioh the hunter 
mod 

Hi* rash intrusion, manlike, but hi* 
brows 

Had sprouted, and the brnnehes there- 
upon 

Spread out at top, and grimly spiked 
the gates. 

A little space ^vas left between the 

liurnSf 

Thro* which T clamber'd o'er at top 
with pain, 

Drop! on the sward, and up the linden 
walks, 

And, tost on thoughts that changed 
from hue to hue, 

Kow poring on the gtowwomi, now 
the Alar, 

I paced The terrace, till the Bear had 
wheel'd 

Thro' a great arc his seven slow suns. 

A step 

Of lightest who, then a loftier form 

Tlian female, Timving thro' the uncer- 
tain gloom, 

Bisturh'd nic w iih the doubt “ if this 
were she," 

But it was Florian. Hist 0 Hist/' 
he said, 

« Tliey seek us : out so late is out of 
rules. 

Moreover ‘ seize the strangers * is the 
cry. 

How came you here ? " 1 told him : 

I" said he, 

'* Last of the train, a moral leper, I, 

To whom none spake, half-sick at 
heart, return'd. 

Arriving all confused among the rest 

With hooded brows J crept into the 
hail. 

And, couchM iM-hind a Judith, under- 
neath 

The head of Holof ernes peep'd and saw. 

Girl after girl was call'd to trial : each 


Disclaim'd all 
of all, 

Melissa : trust me, Sir, T pitie<J her. 

She, question'd If she knew us men, 

at first j 

Was silent; closer prest, denied it t 
not ’ ' 

And llten, demanded if her mother 
kuew% 

Or I*gyclie, she affirm'd not, or de- 
nied J 

From whenee the Royal luind, famib 

lar with her, [ I 

Easily gather'd either guilt. She 
sent 

For I'Byclie, hut she was not there ; i 

she call'd ! 

For Psyche's child to cast it from 
the doors; * 

She sent for HInnche to accuse lier 
face to face; 

And I slipt out; but wbither will you 
now ? 

And where are rs,vche, Cyril ? both 

are Hed : ’ i 

What, if together? that were not so 
well. 

iVouhl rather we had never come I I 
dread 

His wildness, and the chances of the 
dark." 

And yet/' I said, **you wrong Idm 
more than 1 

That struck him : this is proper to the 
clown, 

Tho' smock'd, or furr'd and purpled, 

still the clown, ' 

To harm ilio thing that trusts him, 
and to shame 

That whtcl] lie says he loves; for 

Cyril, boweVr : 

He deal in frolic, as to-night — the j 
song 

Might have Wn worse and sinn'd in 
grosser lips 

Beyond all panlon — as it is, I hold 
Thesi* (lashes on the surface are not ' 
he. ; 

He has a solid base of temperament r i 

But as the waterlily starts nnd slides 
Upon the level in little puffs of wind. 


knowledge of us ; last 
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Tho* anchor'd to the bottom, bucU is 
he/' 

Scarce had I ceased when from a 
tamarisk near 

Two iViHncirs leapt upon ub, crying, 
“ Name# ; " 

He, standing still, was elutcIt'J ; but 
I began 

To thrid itje musky-circled nmzts, 
wind * 

And double in and out the tiolce, and 
race 

By ail the fountains: fleet 1 was of 
foot : 

Before me shower'd the rose in flakes ; 
Ifebiiii] 

I heard the puff'd pursuer \ at mine 
ear 

Bnhbleil the nightingale and heeded 
not. 

And secret laughter tickled ail my 
soul. 

At last I hook'd my ankle in a vine, 

That clasp t the fita of a MnemoByne, 

And falling on my face was caught 
and known. 

Tliey haled us to the Princess 
where Rhe sat 

High in the liall r aimve her droop'd 
a lamp. 

And made the single jewel on her 
brow 

Bum like the mystic fire on a mast- 
head. 

Prophet of storm : a h ami maid on 
each sole 

Bow'd toward her, combing out her 
long black hair 

Damp from the river j and close be- 
hind her stood* 

Eight daughters of the plough, 
stronger than men, 

Huge women blowzcd with health, 
and wind, and rain. 

And labor. Each was like a Druid 
nM'k \ 

Or like a spire of land that stands 
apart 

Cleft from the main, and wail'd about 
with mews. 


Then, ns ire came, the crowd divid- 
ing clove • 

An advent to the throne : and there- 
beside, 

Half-naked as if caugtit at once from 
Wd 

And tumbled on the purple footcloth, 
lay 

The lily-sbining child i and on the 
left. 

Bow'd on her palms and folded up 
from wrong. 

Her round white hhouUler shaken with 
her solrti, 

Melissa knelt; but Lady Blanche 
erect 

Stood up and spake, an affluent 
orator. 


“ It was not thus, O Princess, tn old 
days : 

You prized my counsel, lived uvmn 
my lips: 

1 led you then to all the Castalies ; 

1 fed you with the miik of every 
M use; 

I loved you like tliis kneeler, and you 
mo 

Your Recond mother: those were 
gracious times. 

Tlien enme your new friend: you 
In'gan to change — 

I saw it and grieved — to slacken and 
to cool ; 

Till taken with her seeming openness 

You turn'd your wanner currents all 
in her, 

To me you froze : this was my meed 
for all. 

Yet 1 boro up in part from aneient 
love. 

And partly that I hoped to win you 
back, 

And partly conscious of my own 
deserts. 

And partly that you were my civil 
lie.id, 

And chiefly you were born for some- 
thing great, 

In wiilch 1 might your fellow-worker 
be, 
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WliQii time should frtrrv^ ; atiJ thui» a 
ti«bK‘ B4:bcnic 

Grow up from eeed wc two long sinL'c 
bad »uwii; 

In U9 true growth, in her a Joiiah*K 
gourd. 

Up in one niglit and due to sudden 
iun ; 

We took this palace ; hut even from 
tlie first 

You stooti in ^our own light and 
darken’d niine. 

What student came Imt tliat you 
planed her path 

To Ijidy l*syche, younger, not so wdse, 

A foreigner, and 1 your counlry- 
wonian, 

1 your old friend and tried* she new 
in all ? 

But still her lists were swelfd and 
mine were lean ; 

Yet ! Iwre up in hope she would lie 
known r 

Tlion came these wolves; fAry knew 
her : fAry emiureci, 

Long*clo<»eted with her tlie yester- 
mom, 

To tell her what they were, and she 
to hear ; 

And me none told ; not less to an eye 
like mine 

A lidless wateher of the public weal. 

Last night, their mask was patent, 
and my ffK>t 

Was to you ; but 1 tliought again : I 
fear'd 

To meet a cold * We thank you, wc 
shall hear of it 

From Laiiy Psyche;* you had gone 
to her. 

She told, i>erforce; and winning easy 
grace. 

No doubt, for slight delay, rettiain'd 
among us 

In our young nursery still unknown, 
the stem 

Less grain than touchwood, while my 
hoTie*tl heat 

Were all miseounted as malignant 
haste 

To push my rival out of place and 
power* 


But pul die use require<i she should he 
known ; 

And since my oatli was faVn for 
publie use, 

I broke the letter of it to keep the 
sense* 

1 spoke nut then at first, but wateird 
them well, 

Sa%v that they kept apart, no mischief 
done ; 

And yet this day (tho* you should 
hate me for it) 

I came to tell you; found that you 
had gone, 

Hidd'n to the hills, she likewise: now, 
1 thought, 

That surely she will speak; if not* 
then I; 

Dill she? These monsters blazon'd 
what they wen*, 

According to the coarseness of their 
kind, 

For thus 1 hear; and known at last 
(my work)* 

And full of cowardice and guilty 
shame, 

I grant in her some sense of shame, 
she Hies ; 

And 1 ro^rnain on whom to wreak 
your rage, 

I, that have lent niy life to build up 
yours, 

I that have wnsteil here health, wealth, 
ami time. 

And talent, I — you know it — I will 
not boast : 

Dismiss me, and 1 prophesy your plan, 

Divorced from my experience, will be 
chaff 

For every gust of chance, and men 
will say 

We did nut kniw the real light, but 
chased 

Tlie wisp that f!i<'kers where no foot 
can tread/' 

She ceaM‘d : the iVineess answer'd 
cjohlly* “ nrmd : 

Your oath is broken : wc dismiss you : 

gn. 

For this Inst lamb (she jioiuted to the 
cluld) 
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Our tniiu] ia ehaivgcfl: we take it to 
oumeJf/' 

Ttieroat the Laiiv atrctch’d a vul- 
ture Ihruah 

And ahot from erooked ti|iB a haggard 
am lie. 

"The plan waa mine. I built the 
neat " slie aaifi 

"To hatch the cuckoo. Hise!*^ and 
storrpM to upilrag 

Melissa : s1h% half on her mother prop!. 

Half-drooping from her, turn'd her 
face, ami cast 

A liquid Icmk on Ida, full of prayer, 

\\'hich melted Floiiaii a fancy as she 
hung. 

A Nioliean daughter, one arm ont, 

Appealing to the bolts of Heaven; 
and while 

We gazed upon her came a little stir 

About the doorsj and oii a sudden 
rush'd 

Among us, out of breath, as one pur- 
sued, 

A woman-post in flying raiment. 

Fear 

Stared In her eyes, and chalk'd her 
face, and wing'd 

Her transit to the throne, whereby she 
fell 

Delivering seal'd dispatches which 
the Head 

Took half-amazed, and in her lion's 
mtxMl 

Tore optm, silent we with blind surtnisc 

Regarding, while she read, till over 
brow 

And chei>k and Imsom brake the 
wrathful bloom 

As of some Are against a stormy 
cloud. 

When the wild peasant rights him- 
self, the rick 

Flames, and his auger reddens in the 
heavens ; 

For anger most it seem'd, while now 
her breast, 

Beaten with some great passion at 
her heart, 

Palpi tatc^l, her hand shook, and we 
heard 


In the dead hush the paiars that she 
held 

Rustle : at once the lost lamb at her 
feet 

Sent out a hitter bleating for its dam ; 

The plaintive cry jarr’d on her ire; 
she crusli’il 

The scrolls togtdher, made a sudtlcn 
turn 

As if to speak, but, utterance failing 
her, 

She whirl'd them on to me, as who 
should say 

"Bead," and 1 rt-ad^two letters— > 
one lier sire's. 

" Fair daughter, when wo sent the 
rrince your way 

We knew not your ungracious laws, 
whieh Learnt, 

We, conscious of what temper you 
arc built, 

Came all in haste to hinder wrong, 
but fell 

Into Ills father's bands, who has this 
night. 

You lying close upon his territoty, 

biipt round and in the dark invested 
you. 

And here he keeps me hostage for his 
eon." 

Tlie second was my father's nmning 
thus: 

" You have our son : touch not a hair 
of his liead : 

Bonder him up unscathed : give him 
your hand : 

Cleave to your contract ; tho' indeed 
we hear 

You hold the woman istliol>etterman; 

A rampant heit^sy, such as if it spread 

Would make all women kick against 
tlieir I.rfjrds 

Thro' all the world, and which might 
well deserve 

That wo this night should pluck your 
palace down; 

And we will do It, unless you scud us 
back 

Our son, on the lusUnt, whoto'" 
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So fnr I rpatl ; 


And lAndukip, hnfo 1 heanl of, afk-r 


And tUon stood up and aijolte impHU* 
ouhIv. 

"O not to pry and pi^r on your 
tVftorvt\ 

But ltd Uy goldon u ifdie*, and a hope 

Tlie child of compact, did I 

lirt^ak 

Your prcH-dnct ; not a scomcr of your 
aea 

But venerator, Jtcalonw it should be 

AW that it might Ik^ ^ hear me. for I 
bear. 

Til o' man, yet human, whatsoe’er 
your wrongs, 

From the flaxen eurl to the gray lock 
a life 

Lc*fl mi tie than yoiira : my nurae 
would tell me of you ; 

1 babbled for you, as babjea for the 
moon. 

Vague brightness; when a hoy, you 
stfrtppVI to me 

From all liigli places, lived in all fair 
lights, 

Came in long breezes rapt from ni- 
most HiiutU 

Ami blown to inmost north ; at eve 
and da^vn 

With Ida, Ida, Ida, rang the woods; 

The leader wi hi swan in among the 
stars 

Would elaiig it, and lapt in wreaths 
of glowworm light 

The mellow breaker nmnnur’d Ida* 
Now, 

Because 1 would have reach’d you, 
had you Iwen 

Sphered up with Cassiopeia, or the 
enthroned 

Pe^sephon^ in Ifadefl, now at length. 

Those winters of alieyanee all worn out, 

A man I came to see you : but, indeed. 

Not in this frequence can I lend full 
tongue, 

O noble Ida, to tliosc thoughts that 
wait 

On you, their centre i let me say but 
this. 

That many a famous man and woman, 
town 


seen 

The dwarfs of presage: tbo* when 
known, there grew 
Another kind of la^auty in detail 
Made them worth knowing; but in 
you 1 foumi 

My boyish dream involved and daz- 
zk-d tlown 

And master’d, while that after-beauty 
makes 

Such head from act to act, from Isour 
to hour. 

Within me, that except you slay me 
here. 

According to your hitter siatutp book, 
I cannot cease to follow you, as they say 
The seal does music ; who desire you 
more 

Than growing iMiys their maniiood ; 
dying lips. 

With man/ thousand matters left to 
do, 

Tlie breath of life; O more than poor 
men wcnUli, 

Than siek men beallli — yours, yours, 
not mine — but half 
Without you; with you, whole; and 
of ih<ww‘ halves 

You wort ii lest ; and howe'er you biock 
and bar 

Your heart w iih system out from mine, 
I hob I 

That it lu‘eonies no man to nurse 
despair, 

But in the teeth of cieneh'd ant a go* 
nisi ns 

To follow lip the worthiest till he die: 
Yel that I fame not all uiiauliiorized 
Behold your father's letter/' 

On one knee 

Kneeling, I gave it, which she caught, 
and dash'd 

Ilnopen'd at her feet : a tide of fierce 
Invective stn-m'd to wait hehmd her 
lips. 

As waits a river level with the dam 
Iteady to burst and flood the world 
with foam : 

And so she would have spokcu, but 
there rose 


THE PRiHCESS; A MEDLEY. 41^ 


A hiihbuh in tho court of half the 
maiiN 

Gath^M tof^cthor: from the illumiiied 
hall 

Jx>ng lanes of aplcndor slanted o'er a 
press 

Of snowj shoulden, thick as herded 
ewes, 

And rainlMJw robes, and gems and 
gem tike eves, 

And gold ami gulden heads | they to 
and frn 

Fluctuau^d, ns flrtwers in storm, sonic 
red, some pale, 

All opien-niouth'd, nil gnzing to the 

liRht, 

gome crying there was an army in the 
land, 

And some that men were m the very 
walls, 

And some they eared not; till a 
clamor grow 

As of a new-world Babel, woman- 
built. 

And wnrst'-con founded ; high above 
them stnofi 

The placid marble Muses, looking 
jieace^ 

Not peace she lookVl, the Head: 
but rising up 

Robed In the long night of her deep 
hair, so 

To the ijp<m window moved, remaining 
there 

FiiE like a bcaeondower above the 
waves 

Of temjiest, when the crimson-rolling 
eye 

Glares ruin, and the wild birds on the 
light 

Dash themselves dead. She stretch'd 
her arms and call’d 

Across the tuniuLt and the tumult fell. 

** What fear ye, brawlers 1 am not 
I your Head ? 

On me, me, me, the storm first breaks r 
/ dare 

All these male- thunderbolu ; what Is 
it ye fear 1 


Peace I there are those to avenge us 
and tliey come : 

If not, ^myself were like enough, O 
girls, 

To unfurl the maiden banner of our 
rights. 

And clad in iron burst the ranks of 
war, 

Or, falling, protomartyr of our cause, 

Die ; yet I blame you not so much for 
fear ; 

Six thousand years of fear have made 
you that 

From which 1 would redeem you: but 
for those 

That stir this litibbub — you and you 
— I know 

Vour faces there in the crowd — to- 
morrow mom 

We hold a great convention ; tlien 
sliall tliey 

That love their voices more than duty, 
learn 

With whom they deal, djimtss’d in 
shame to live 

No wiser than their mothers, bouse- 
hold Stull, 

Live chattels, mincers of each other's 
fa me, 

Full of weak poison, turnspits for the 
clown. 

The drunkard's football, laughing- 
stock s of Time, 

Whose brains are in their hands and 
in their licels* 

But fit to flaunt, to dress, to dance, to 
ihrurn. 

To tmmp, to scream, to burnish, and 
to scour. 

For ever slaves at home and fools 
abroad." 

She, ending, waved her hands: 
thert^at the crowd 

Muttering, dissolved : then with a 
smile, that look’d 

A stroke of cruel sunshine on the 
el Iff, 

When all the glen^ are drviwn’d in 
azure gloom 

Of thunder shower, she floated to us 
i and said I 
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"Yati hiiTe done* well and like a 
gcnik-inan, 

And tike a prince : jou have onr 
timnks for nit ; 

And you look well too in your woman's 
dress : 

Well have you done and tike n gentle- 

tllBll. 

You saved our life : we owe you bitter 
thanks \ 

Better have died and spilt our bones 
in I lie tioud — 

Then men had said — but now — What 
tiinders me 

To take such bloody vengeance on you 
both I — 

Yet since our father — Wasps in our 
good hive, 

You wouid-be quencherB of the light 
to be, 

Barbarians, grosser tlian your native 
bears — 

0 would 1 had his sceptre for one 

hour! 

You that have dared to break our 
bound, and gull'd 

Our servants, wrong'd and lied and 
thwarted us — 

/wed with* heel I Imund by proeonf ract 

Your bride* your bondslave! not tho' 
all the gold 

That veins the world were pack'd to 
make your crowui 

And every spoken tongue should lord 
you. Sir, 

Your falsehood and yourself are hate- 
ful to us : 

1 trample on your olTers and on you: 

Begone: we will not look upon you 

more. 

Hero, push tliem out at gates." 

In wrath she spake. 

Then those eight mighty daughters of 
the phnigh 

Bent their broad facet toward us and 
addressM 

Their motion : twice 1 sought to plead 
my cause, 

But on my shoulder hung their heavy 
hands, 

The weight of destiny : so from her 
face 


They push'd us* down the steps* and 
thro' the court. 

And w ith grim laughter thrust ui out 
at gates. 

We cross'd the street and gain'd a 
jH^tty mound 

Beyond it, whence we saw the lights 
and lu'ard 

Tlie voices murmuring* While I 
listen'd, came 

On a sudden tlie weird seizure and the 
doubt ’ 

I seem'd to move among a w'orld of 
ghosts \ 

Tlie Princess with her monstrous ■ 

woiiiaivguanl, [ 

The jest and earnest w-orking side by 
side, 

The entaract and the tumult and the 
kings 

Were shadows; and the long fanlas^ 
tic night 

With all Its doings had and had not 
lK?en, 

And all things were and were not* j 

This went by | 

As strangely as it came* and on my 
spirits 

Fiettloil a gentle cloud of melancholy* 

Not long ; 1 shook it of! ; for spite of 
doubts 

And suiliten ghostly shadowings 1 was | 

one ! 

To whom the touch of all mischance 

Imt came . 

As night to him that sitting on a hill I ^ 

Sees the midsummer, midnight, Kor- | 

w'ay sun 

Set into sunrise ; then we moved away. 

Thv voire is hr»ti) lhn>' rolDiiff drama* ; 

TtiAt l^ni lo battle wtivn; hi? altuidaj 

Thy face ncm^ hla fniicy cornea. 

And kIvpii thf* battle to his hamda : 

A mtimi'nl* tt blk llw immfurt* blaw, p 

IJc sL-t^H hie hnnui about thy kiH-v; 

Thi* tieit* Itkc lire bo 1111*018 iho fw* 

And eirikn biia dead far iblno sad thoe. 

So Lilia sang: we thought her half- 
fHisscss'tl, 

She struck such warbling fury thro' 
the words j 
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And, afU'n feigning pique at whatalie 
call'd 

The raillery, nr grotesque, or false 
aubliiiie^ 

Like one tliut wishes at a dance to 
change 

The in 11 Me — cl a pi her hands and 
criiHl for war, 

Or some grand fight to kill and make 
an Old : 

And he that next inherited the talc 

Half turning to the Uroken Ktatue, said, 
Ralph has got your colors^ if I 
prove 

Your knight, and fight your hattle, 
what for me t 

It chanced, her empty glore upon the 
tomb 

Lay hy her like a model of her hand. 

8Jie took it and she Hung it. ** Fight,” 
slie said, 

‘'And make us all we w'ould be, great 
and pood/* 

He knight Like in his cap instead of 
casque, 

A cap of 'ryrol liorrowM from the hall. 

Arranged tlte favor, and assumed tlic 
Prince . 

Now, ^K^arce three paces measurt^d 
from the mound, 

We stumhleil on a stationary voice, 

And ** tSiand, w ho goes ? ** “ Two 

from the palace” I. 

” The second two : they wait,” he said, 
“ pass on ; 

His Highness wakes : ” and one, that 
elasli'd ill arms, 

Hy glim men tig lanes and walls of 
canvass UkI 

Tlireading the soldier^ity, till we 
heard 

The drowsy folds of our great ensign 
shake 

From blazon'd Hons o'er the imperial 
tent 

Whispers of war. 

Entering, the sudden light 

Dozed me half-blimh I stood and 
seem*d to hear. 


As in a poplar grove when a light 
wind wakes 

A lisping 4if the in numerous leaf and 
iiies, 

Each hissing in Ins neighliorV ear; 
and then 

A strangled titter, out of which there 
brake 

On all sides, clamoring etiquette to 
death, 

Unmeasured mirth ; while now the two 
old kings 

Began to wag their baldness tip and 
down, 

The fresli young captains flash'd their 
glittering teeth. 

The huge Imsh-licarded Barons lieavcd 
11 ltd blew. 

And slain with laughter roll'd the 
glLilcd 8quire, 

At length my Sire, hia rough check 
wet with leant. 

Panted from weary sides “ King, you 
are fn^^e ! 

We diti hut keep y^nu surety for our 
son, 

If this he, — ^or a draggled mawkln, 

thou. 

That tends her Imatled grunters in 
the sludge:" 

For 1 was dreneliM w'ith ooze, and 
torn with briers, 

More crumpled than a imppy from the 
sheath. 

And all one rag, dUprinced from head 
to heeh 

Then some one sent beneath hb 
vaulted palm 

A whisper'd jest to some one near 
him, “ Look, 

He has lieen among hia shadows.” 
“Satan take 

'riie oLil women and their sliadows 1 
(thus the King 

Roar'd) make yourself a man to fight 
with men. 

Go: Cyril told us all” 

As tmys that slink 

From ferule and the trespassH.' hiding 
eye, 

Away wc stole, and transient in a trice 
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Frtun wliat was kil o£ failed woiiian* 

Sweet is it to have done tlie tiling one 

sUiugh 

ought. 

Tu aUeaiiiiiigapleudarig and tho golden 

Wlien fallen in darker ways.” And 

aeak 

likewise I : 

Of barnett», iiutucd in tlic aun^ that 

“ Be comforted ; have I not lost her 

luiw 

tmi, 

Leapt from the dewy shoulders of the 

In whose least act abides tbe namelesi 

Karili, 

cliann 

And hit the Nortliern liilla* Here 

TImt none has else for ineT” She 

Cyril met us. 

heard, slie moved. 

A Jitlle shy at first, but by and by 

She moan’d, a folded voice ; and up 

We twain, with mutual pardon ask'd 

she sat. 

and given 

And raised the cloak from brows as 

For stroke and song, resolder'd peace, 

pale and smooth 

whereon 

As those that mourn Imlf^hrouded 

Follow'd hia tale< Amazed lie fled 

over death 

away 

In deathless marble. “ Her,” she 

Thro’ the dark land} and later in tlie 

said, “ my friend — 

night 

Farted from her — betray’d her cause 

Had came on Fayehc weeping: “then 

ami mine — 

we fell 

Where shall 1 breathe t why kept ye 

Into your father’s lurndjund there $hc 

not your faitli 1 

lies, 

0 bast* and bad 1 what comfort ? none 

Hut will not speak, nor stir,” 

for me ! ” 

He show’d a tent 

To whom remuraseful Cyril, “Yet T pray 

A stone>slmt off: we enter’d in, and 

Take comfort 1 live, dear lady, for your 

there 

ehiid 1 ” 

Among piled arms and rough ac- 

At which she lifted up her voiee and 

coutrements, 

cried* 

Fitiful sight, w rapp’d in a soldier’s 
cloak. 

“ Ah me, my babe, my blossom, ab, 

Like some sw-eet sculpture draped 

my child. 

from liead to foot, 

Mj' one sweet cjilld, whom 1 shall see 

And push'd liy rude hands from its 

nu more! 

pedestal. 

For now will cruel Ida keep her hack ; 

All her fair length upon the ground 

And either she will die from want of 

she lay : 

care, 

And at her head a follower of the 

Or sicken with ill-usage, when they say 

camp. 

The diild is liera — for every little 

A dmrr'il and wrinkled piece of wo- 

fault, 

manhood, 

The child is hers ; and they wUl beat 

Sat watching like a watcher by the 

my Kiri 

dead. 

HemeiiilKTlng her mother; 0 niy 

Tlien Florian knelt, and “Come” 

flower 1 

Or they will take her, they will make 

he whisper'd to her. 

her hard, 

“ Lift up your head, sweet sister : lie 

And she will pass me by in afler-life 

not tlius. 

With some cold Reverence worse than 

What have you done but right 1 you 

were she dead* 

could not slay 

Me, nor your prince; look up: be 

111 mother that I was to leave her there, 

To lag behind, scsjcd by the cry 

couifurLed ; 

they made. 
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The horror of the BhaTiie anion^ them 

The desecrated shriAc, the trampled 

all: 

year, 

But 1 wiH go and sit boshle the doors, 

The stnouldering Immestead, and the 

And iMiike a wild iwtition niglit ami 

household flower 

day, 

Tom from the lintel — all the com- 

Utiiil t hey hate to hoar me like a wind 

mon wrong ^ — 

Wailiiig for ever, till they open to me, 

A smoke go up iJiro* which I loom to 

Ami Jav my Utile blossom at iny feet, 

hur 

.Vly babe, rny sweet Aglaia, iny one 

Three times a monster: now she 

fhild : 

lightens scorn 

And 1 will take her up and go my way. 

At him tliat mars her plan, but thou 

And satisfy my soul with kissing her : 

would hate 

Ah 1 what might liiat man not deserve 

(And every voice she talk'd with 

of me 

ratify it, 

Who gave ine hack iny cliild t ** '* Be 

A nd every face she look'd on justify it ) 

comforted,'' 

Tlie general foe. More soluble is this 

Said Cyril, “ vou shall have it : " but 

knot, 

again 

By gentleness than war, I want her 

Slie veil'd iier brows, and prone she 

love. 

sank, and so 

What were I niglicr tliis altho* we 

Like tender things that ticdng caught 

dash'd 

feign death, 

Your cities iiHo shards with catapults, 

Spoke not, nor stirrVL 

Hhe would not love ; — or brought her 

By this a murmur ran 

chain 'd, a slave. 

Thro' all the camp and inward raeed 

The lifting of whose eyelash is my lord, 

the scouts 

Not ever would she love ; hut brood- 

With rumor of iTinee Arac bard at 

ing turn 

hand. 

Tije hook of scorn, till all my flitting 

We left litp by tiie woman, and with- 

chaiu^e 

out 

Were canglii within the record of her 

Found the gray kings at paHe: and 

wnmgs, 

“ I/mk you” cried 

And crush’d to death: and rather. 

Sly father tliat our compact be ful- 

Sire, than this 

flllM : 

I would the edd God of war himself 

You have spoilt this child ; she laughs 

were dead, 

at you ancl man ; 

Forgotten, rusting on his iron hills. 

She wrongs hersLdf, lier sex, and me, 

Rotting on some wild shore with ribt 

and him : 

of wrt'vk, 

But red-fared war has rods of steel 

Gr like an obbworld mammoth bulk’d 

and Are; 

in ICC, 

She yields, or war.” 

Not to lie molten out.” 

Then (himn turn'd to me: 

And roughly spake 

" We fear, indeetl, you spent a stormy 

My father, ** Tut, you know them not, 

time 

the girls. 

With our strange girl: and yet they 

Boy, when 1 hear you prate I almost 

say that still 

think 

You hive her. CUve us, then, your 

'I'hat id lot 1 ege n d cred ibie. Look you, 

mind at large : 

Sir! 

How say you, war or not ! ” 

Man is the hunter; woman is his 

" Not war, if possilde, 

game : 

0 king,” 1 said, ** lest from the abuse 

The sle<*k and shining creatuiet of the 

of war. 

chase. 


418 THE PR/HCESS: A MEDLEY. 

We hunt them for tlie beauty of Ihetr 

A maiden moon that sparkles on a sty, 

bkiris ; 

(ilorifying clown and satyr; whence 

They love for it, and we ride them 

they r»ccd 

down. 

More lireadih of culture : is not Ida 

Wheedling; and siding with them! 

rigid ? 

Out \ for shanto ! 

They worth it ! truer to the law witJi- 

l3oy, there's no n>ee that's half so dear 

in 1 

to them 

Severer in the logic of a life ? 

As he that does the thing they dare 

Tw ice as magnetic to sweet iiitliiences 

not dii, 

Of earth and heaven ? and she of 

Breathing and sounding beauteous 

whom you speak, 

buttle, comes 

My manlier, iooks as whole as some 

With the air of the trum[)et round 

sen-ne 

lilin, and leaps in 

CreatUm minted in the golden moods 

Among the women, snares them by 

Uf sovereign artists; not a thought. 

the s(‘«ire 

a toueli, 

Flatter'ii and fluster'd, wins, tin/ 

But pure as lines of green that streak 

dash'll with death 

(lie wliite 

He reddens wliat lie kisses: thus t won 

Gf the first snowdrop's inner leaves; 

Your moilicr, a good mother, a good 

1 wiy. 

wife, 

Not like the piebald niistellany* man, 

Worth w inning ; hut this firebrand — 

Bursts of great heart iind slips in 

gentleness 

sensual mire. 

To eueli ns her! if Cyril spake her true, 

But wlnde and one: and take them 

To catch a dragon in a cherry net, 

albin-all, 

To trip a tigress with a gossamer, 

Were we ourselves but half as goml, 

Were wisdom to it.” 

as kind, 

Yea but Sire/* 1 cried* 

As truthful, mueh that Ida claims as 

" Wild natures net'd wise curbs. The 

right 

soldier? No: 

Hail ne'er laTEi mooted, but as frankly 

Wlmt dares not Ida do that aiie should 

theirs 

priae 

As dues of Nature, To our point ■ 

The soldier 1 I beheld her, when slio 

not wan 

rose 

Lest J lose all.** i 

The yesternight, and storming in ex- 

” Nay, nay, you spake hut sense,” 

tremes. 

8a id Gama. ** We renu-niber love 

Stood for her cause, and flung defiance 

ourself 

dowm 

In our sweet youth ; we did not rate 

Gagelike to man, and had not ehumi’d 

him then 

the death, 

This red-hot iron to be shaped with 

No, not the soldier's : yet I hold her. 

blows* 

king, 

You talk almost like Ida : site can talk ; 

True woman : but you clash them all 

And there is something in it as you 

in one, 

say : 

That have as many differences as w'c. 

But you talk kindlier : we esteem you 

The violet varies from the lily as far 

for it. — 

As oak from elm: one loves the sol- 

He seems a gracious and a gallant 

dier, one 

IVince, 

The silken priest of peace, one this. 

I would he had our daughter : for the 

one that, 

rest* 

And some unwortMly; Uiutr sinleas 

Uur own detention, why, the cause! 

faith. 

weigh'd, 


THE PRINCESS; A MEDLEY. 419 

Fatherly fi^am — you uiseJ u» coar- 

And blossom-fragrant slipt the heavy 

teaustly ^ 

dtnvi 

We woiiM ilo jHueh to gratify your 

Gather’d by night and j>eace, wdth 

Prince — 

etLi-h light air 

On our mail’d heads r hut other 

We pnrdiin it; and for your ingress 

l ie re 

thoughts than Peace 

Upon the skirt and fringe of our fair 

Burnt in us, when we saw the em- 

land, 

battled squares, 

You did bul come as gfililius in ilie 

And squadrons of tlie l^rinee, tramp- 

night, 

ling the liowers 

Nor in the furrow broke the plough- 

With ehinior ; fur among them rose a 

man's iiead, 

ery 

Nor burnt the grange, nor buss'd Ihe 

As if to greet the king ; they made a 

tiniking-nijihh 

halt; 

Nor rohh'd the fanner of Ida bowl of 

The horses yell'd; they elash'd their 

enmni : 

arms ; the drum 

Uul let y4iur Frinee (our royal word 

Beat; merrily -Ido wing shrilFd the 

ufujo it* 

niartial fife ; 

He comes hark safe) ride wdlli us to 

And In the blast und bray of the long 

our lines, 

horn 

And siH-ak with Arac: A rat's w ord 

And ser|Hmt-lh mated bugle, umlulated 

is thriee 

'rim banner : anon to meet us lightly 

As ours with Ida r something tuny be 

jiranecd 

done — 

Three captains out; nor ever had 1 

1 know not what — and ours shall see 

seen 

us friends* 

Such thews of nicTi : the midmost and 

Y'ou, likewise, our late guests, if so 

Ihe highest 

you will. 

Was Arae ’ all about his motion 

Follow’ us : wijfi knows ? we four may 

clung 

build some plan 

Foursquare to optiosiiion.” 

The shadow of his sister, as the l>eam 
Of the Hast, that play'd upon them. 

Here lie reach'd 

maile them glance 

White hands of farewell to rny sire. 

Like those stars of the airy 

who grcrnTd 

(iiaiit's ^4ine, 

An answer which, half^muffled in his 

That glitter burnish’d by the frosty 

beard. 

dark ; 

Let so mueh out as gave us leave to 

And as the fiery* Sirius alters hue. 

go. 

And hick era into red and emerald. 

Tlien rode we with the old king 

shone 

Their morions, wash'd with morning. 

across the lawns 

as they came. 

Beneath huge trees, a ihousand rings 
of Spring 

And 1 that prated peace, when first 

In every IxiJe, a Sfing on every spray 

1 heard 

Of binls that pipcnl their Valentines, 

War-nmsie, felt the blind wild beast of 

and woke 

of force, 

Desire in me to infuse my tale of 

Whose home is in the sinews of a 

love 

man. 

In the old king's ears, who promised 

Stir in me as to strike : then took the 

help, ami ooTed 

king 

All o'er with houey’d answer as we 

Ills liirt^* hrimd sons; with now a 

rode 

wandering baud 
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And now a pointed finf^erptold lliem aJt : 

A coniniou light of toiiilea at our diu’ 
guitie 

Broke frcfiTi tlieir lips, and, ere the 
windy jest 

Had labor'd down with in his ample 
JungM, 

Tlie geniaJ giant, Arae. rolJM himself 

Thrke in the saddle, then burst out in 
words, 

** Uur land inTadetl, 'sdeath ! and he 
hiuiseif 

Your captive, yet my father wills not 
war r 

And, *sdeaih! myself, what care I, 
war or no 1 

But then this question of your troth 
reiLiains : 

And there's a dow-nright honest inean> 
ing ill her j 

She flies too liigJi, she flies too iiigh 1 
anil yet 

She ask'd liut space and f airplay for 
her scheme ; 

She prest and prest it on me — 1 my- 
self. 

What know I of these things ? but, 
life and soul 1 

I thought her half-right talking of her 
wrongs; 

I lay she flies too higli, *sdeath f what 
of that? 

I lake her for the flower of woman- 
kind. 

And so 1 often told her, right or wrong. 

And, l^ince, she can be sweet to those 
she loves. 

And, riglit or w rong, I care not : this 
is all, 

I stand upon her side ; she made me 
swear it — 

^Sdeath — and with solemn rites by 
candlelight — 

Swear by St, something — I forget 
her name “ 

Her that talk’d down the fifty wisest 
men ; 

She was a princes* too; and so I 
swore. 

Come, this is all ; she will not : waive 
your claim i 

If not, the foughten field, what else, 
at once 

Decides it, 'sdeath ! against my 
father's wilL" 

T laggM in answer loth In render up 

My precontract, and lotii by brainless 
war 

To cleave tbe rift of dilTerenee deenor 
yet ; 

Till one of thoie two brothers, Imlf 
aside 

And fingering at the hair about his 

To prit k us on to combat « Like to 
liked 

The woman's garment hid the 
woman's iiean.” 

A taunt that elench'd bJi purpose 
like a blow ! 

For fiery-ftiiort was Cyril’s countcr- 
scolT, 

And sharjk I nniwer'd, totiehM upon 
the point 

Where idle boys are eowards to tlieip 
shame, 

“ Decide it here : why not ? we are 
three to three.*' 

Then spake the thinr^ But three to 
three ? no more ? 

No more, and in our noble sister's 
cause 1 

More, more, for honor; every captain 
waits 

Hungry for honor* angry for his king. 

More, mons »*niie fifty on a side, that 
each 

May hreaihc himself, and quick! by 
o vert li row 

Uf tht^se or those, the question set- 
tled die.” 

**Vea ” answer'd 1, ” for this wild 
wreath of air, 

This flake of ruinhow flying on the 
highest 

Foam of men's deeds ^ this honor, if 
ye wilh [ 

h mH?ds must ho for honor if at all * 

Sinecp what decision ? if we fail, we 
fail. 

1 

] 

j 
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And if wt* win, Wf* full: bIh* wuuld not 

ktH^P 

Iltr compact." " 'Sdcathl but wc 
will Bcnit to licr," 

Baid Arac, " worthy n^aeons w hy ahe 
nhuLild 

Uhk by this Ubuc : Ictcmrniisudvc lUn/, 

And you shall have her answer by 
the word." 

" Boys ! " shriek'd tlie old king, but 
Tain tier than a hen 

To her false daughters in the pool \ 
for none 

Regarded ; neither seem’d there more 
to say i 

Back rode we to my fathLT''s camp, 
and ftjtind 

He tlirife had sent a herald to the 
gates. 

To learn if Ida yet would cede our 
claim. 

Or by denial Hush her batdding Teells 

Willi her own }>eojile's life ; three 
times he went : 

The first, he blew and blow, but none 
apjMi'arid : 

He batter'd at the doors ; none came t 
the next. 

An awful voice withiti had warn'd 
liiiii thence : 

The third, and those eight daughters 
of the plough 

Came sallying thro' the gates, and 
caught his hair. 

Ancl BO belabor'd him on rib and 
cheek 

They made him wild : not less one 
glance he caught 

Thro' open doors of Ida stationM 
there 

Unshaken, clinging to her purpose, 
firm 

Tho' compass'd by two armies and 
the noise 

Of arms ; and standing like a stately 
Tine 

Set in a cataract on an island-crag. 

When storm is on Che heigliU, and 
right and left I 

Suck'd from tlie dark heart of the 
long hills roll | 
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The torrents, dash'd to the vale: and 
yet her will 

Bred will in me to overcome it or fall. 

But when 1 told the king that t 
was pledged 

To fight in tourucy for my bride, be 
eliish'd 

His iron palms together with a cty ; 

llimself w'ould tilt It out among the 
lads ; 

But overlmme by alt his bearded 
lords 

With n^asons drawn from age and 
state, perforce 

He yieldcfl, wroth and red, with fierce 
demur ‘ 

And many a bold knight started up in 
heat. 

And sware to combat for my ctalm 
till death. 

All on this side the palace ran the 
field 

Flat to the garden-wall; and likewise 
here, 

Above the garden'® glowing bloasom- 
belts, 

A col u mil 'd entry shone and marble 
stairs. 

And great bronze valve®, embosa'd 
wiili Tomyris 

And what she iliil to Cyrii® after fight, 

Hut now fast barr'd \ so here upon 
the fiat 

All that long mom the lists were 
hammer'd up. 

And all that mom the heralds to and 
fro. 

With message and defiance, went and 
came ; 

Last, Ida's answer, in royal hand. 

Hut shaken here and there, and rol- 
ling words 

Oration-like. 1 kiss'd it and I read, 

O brother, you have known the 
pang® wy ftdi, 

I What iieals of indignation when we 
I heard 

Of those that I ron-c ramp'd their 
I women'® feet; 
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Of lamh in wliiuli at the aitar tlio 
1 K>or bride 

Gives lier Jtarsh groom for bridal-gift 
a scourge j 

Of living hejirts that crack within the 
fire 

Where siiioulder their dead despots ; 
and of those, — 

Mothers^ — that, all prophetic pity, 
ding 

Their prelty maids in the running 
rtoixt, and swoops 

Tlie vulture, beak and talon, at the 
lieart 

Made for all noble motion ■ and I saw 

Til at et|ual baseness lived in sleeker 
times 

With smoother men; the old leaven 
leaven’d all ; 

Millions of throats would bawt for 
civil rights, 

No woinnn named; therefore I set 
my face 

Against nil men, and Jived but for 
mine own. 

Far off from men 1 built a fold for 
them ; 

I stored it full of rich memorial ; 

1 fenced it round with gallant insti- 
tutes, 

And biting laws to scare the beasts 
of prey 

And proBpt^rid; till a rout of saucy 
boys 

Brake on us at our books, and marr'd , 
our pt^ace, 

Mask'd Jike our maids, blustering 1 
know not w-hat 

Of insolence and love, some pretext i 
held 

Of baby troth, invalid, since my 
will 

Scal'd not the bond — the striplings I 
— for their sport I — 

I tanieii niy leopards; shall I not 
tame these ? 

Or you I or 1 1 for since you tlihik me 
touch'd 

In honor — what, I would not aught 
of false — 

Is not our cause pure t and whereas I 
know I 


Your prowess, Arac, and what 
met hers blood 

You drsiw' from, liglit ; you failing, I 
abide 

What end soever: fail you will not. 
Still 

Take not Ills life : he risk'd it for my 
own I 

llis mother lives; yet whatsoe'er you 
do, 

Fight and fight vrell; strike and strike 
lionie. ( I dear 

Brothers, the woman's Angid guards 
you, you 

The sole men to be mingled with our 
cause. 

The aole men wo shall prize in the 
aftertime, 

Your very armor hnllow'd, and your 
stilt ues 

Bear'd, sung to, when, this gad-fiy 
brush'll as^ide. 

We plant a solid foot into the Time, 

Anil mould a generation strong to 
move 

With claim on claim from right to 
right, till she 

Whose name Is >^«ked with children's, 
know herself; 

And Knowledge in our own land 
make her free, 

And, ever following tliose two crowned 
twins. 

Commerce and conquest, shower the 
fiery grain 

Of frt'iNlorn broadeast over all that 
orbs 

Between the Northern and the Southern 
morn." 

Then came a postscript dash'd 
across the rest, 

'* See that there be no traitors in your 
cam p ; 

We sei'm a nest of traitors — none to 
trust 

Since our arms fail'd^ this Egj^pt- 
plague of men ! 

Almtist our maids were better at their 
homes. 

Than tlius man girled here: indeed I 
think 
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Our chivfeit is tin? liiilo child , 

Of one imworiliy mother; whieh slie 
loft; 

She shall not have U back: the child 
bIiiiLI grow 

To prke the autlicntic mother of her 
itiiinh 

I look it for an hour in mine own bed 

'fins morning; there tiie tender orpimn 
handrt 

Felt at nty heart, and seem'd to charm 
from liicnee 

Ti*e wriith 1 nursed against the world 
farewelL” 

I ceased; he said, "Stulibom, hut 
slje nmy sit 

Upon a king's right hand in thunder* 
storms. 

And breed up warriora ! See now, tho* 
youratdf 

Be dazzled by the wildfire Love to 
sloughs 

That swallow eoinmon sense, the 
spindling king. 

Tills Gama swatnp'd in lazy tolermnce. 

When the man wants weight, the 
woman takes it up, 

And topples down tlie scales; hut this 
is fixt 

As are the roots of earth and base of 
ail; 

Man for the field and woman for the 
heartli ; 

Man for the sword and for the needle 
she ; 

Man with the head and woman with 
heart : 

Man to command and woman to 
obey ; 

All else confusion. Look you! the 
gray mare 

la ill to live with, when her whinny 
shrills 

From tile to Rcnllory, and her small 
goiidmun 

Shrinks in his nrm<‘hair while the 
fires of lid I 

Allx with his luartUt hut you— she's 
yeiacoU*"^ 

Take, break her : strongly groom’d and 
straitly curb'd 


She might not rank with those detestr 
able 

Tliat let the banlting scald at home, 
and brawl 

Their rights or wrongs like potherbs 
in tlie street- 

They say slic's comely; there's the 
fairer cliance; 

/ like her none the less for rating at 
her! 

Besides, ihe woman wed is not as we. 

But sufiera ciinnge of frame- A lusty 
brace 

Of twins may weed her of her folly* 

Ihiy, 

The bearing and training of a child 

Is woman's wisdoiii.” 


Thus the hard old king : 
I took my leave, for it was nearly 


noon : 

I pored upon her letter which I held. 
And on the little clause take not his 


life:" 

I mused on that wild morning in the 
wockIs, 

And on the Follow-, follow, thou shall 


will : 

1 thouglit on all the wrathful king had 
said, 

And liow the strange be troth men t 
was to end ; 

Tlien I remember'd that burnt sor- 


cerer's curse 

Tiiat one should fight with shadows 
anil shtmld fall; 

And like a flaslj the weird affectioii 


came; 

King, camp and college turn'd to hol- 
low shows ; 

T seem'd to move in old memorial tilts. 

And doing battle willi forgotten 
ghosts, 

To dream myself the shadcjw of a 
dream : 

And cte I woke it was tlie point of 
noon, 

The lists were ready. EmpanopUed 
and plumed 

We enter'd in, and waited, fifty there 

Opposed to fifty, till the trumpet 
blared 
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At the barriLT like a wild horn in a 
laud 

Of eclioei*, and a moment^ and once 
more 

Tlie trnmpet, and Again : at which the 
siurni 

Of gal killing iioofa bare on the ridge 
of ejK'ars 

And riders front to front, until they 
ciosofi 

In conflict with the crash of shivering 
poinls, 

And thuntler* Y et it 8eein*d a dreatu. 
I dreamed 

Of fighting. On his haunches rose 
the eteeil, 

And into fiery splinters leapt the 
lance. 

Anil out of stricken Iiclmcts sprang 
the fire. 

Part sat like rocks; part rf?erd but 
kept their seats: 

Part roii'd on the cartJi and rose 
again and drew; 

Part stumbled mixi with floundering 
horses, Down 

From thofie two bulks at Arne’s side, 
and down 

From Arne’s arm, as from a giant’s 
flail, 

The large blows rain’d, as here and 
everywhere 

He rode the mellay, lord of the ring- 
ing lists, 

And ail the plain, — brand, maee, and 
shaft, and shield — 

Shock’d, like an iron-clanging anvil 
hnngM 

With liiimniers; till I thought, oan 
this he Ite 

From Gama’s dwarfish loins 1 if this 
be so, 

The mother makes us most — and in 
my dream 

I glanced aside, and saw the palace' 
front 

Alive with fi uttering scarfs and ladies* 
eyes, 

And highest, among the slat lies, 
statue-like, 

Between a cym bal’d Miriam and a 
Jael, 


With Psyche’s balie, was Ida wateh- 
kig Its, 

A single liaud of gold about her hair. 

Like a Saint’s glory up in iteaven r but 
she 

Xo saint — inexorable^ no tender- 
ness — 

Too bard, too cruel: yet she sees me 
fight, 

Yea, lei her see me fall ! with that 1 
dmve 

Among the thickest and bore down a 
I Vi nee, 

And Cyril, one. Yea, let me make 
my dream 

Alt tiiat I would. But that large- 
moulded nmu. 

His visage all agrin as at a wake, 

Miide at me thro* the prx‘ss, and, stag- 
gering hack 

With stroke on htroke the horse and 
hoi-M^man, came 

As comes a pillar of electric cloud. 

Flaying the roofs and sucking up the 
drains, 

And shadowing down the champaign 

till It smkes 

On a w<md, mid takes, and breaks, and 
cracks, and splits. 

And twists ,.110 grain with such a roar 
that Kartli 

Reels, and the herdsmen cry; for 
evcrj'thing 

Gave way before him : only Florian, he 

That lovetl me closer than his own 
rtgiit eye. 

Thrust ill ludwccn; but Arac rode 
him down; 

And Cyril seeing it, push’d against 
the Princ!e, 

With Psi’che’s color round his lie I met, 
tough, 

Strong, supple, sinew-cocflcd, apt at 
arms ; 

But tougher, h earlier, stronger, he that 
smote 

And thrvvf him : last I spurrid ; I felt 
my veins 

Stretch with fierce heat; a moment 
hancl to hand, 

And iword to sword, and horse to 
horse we hung. 


! 


** Sfimnifr t€mp<&i camt htr t€ar$ — 

‘ Sweet my ehitd^ / Ovt f&r thee.^ ” 

Till; 1 Princess* 



I 
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Till I struck out ftml shouted; the 
hlado glnnceih 

1 did but shear a feather, and dream 
and truth 

Flow’d from me ; darkness closed me ; 
and 1 fell* 


VI* 

Home ihe5’ brotiitht her warrloT dpfitl ; 

nor nwoon’d* nor uUer'^d cry : 

AIL Ih-r innklunn, wsti-tiiiiiif* naidp 
** i^bp rue«t weep or sht wUI au?-** 

Tlien Ihry piwl»c() him, soft niid low, 
Caird him worthy U» bt: InviMj, 

Truofit frifiid and nobleiit foe: 

Yet *hi; nt-Uher nfrolcu nor morcd* 

Stole n maiden fmm her plaec, 
tJffhtly to the wurrlor at«*pl 
Took ihf ftKN^clnth from tho fnee; 
Yntsbo tieUlHJT moved nor wept. 

Kom a nurse of ninety years, 
f^t his child upon her knee — 
l^ike summer tcm]>esi cajnn her icnr*— 

** £}wcct my child, I Jive for thee,*' 

My dri‘am bad never died or lived 
Rixaiti. 

Aj^ in some mystic middle state I lay ; 
SeeitiK I saw not, hearintt not I heiml : 
TJio’, if 1 saw not, yet they told me 
all 

So often that J ajH^ak as having seen. 

For eo it seemVl, or so they said to 
me. 

That all things grew more tragic and 
more strange ; 

That w'hen «ur side was vanquish’d 
and iny cause 

For ever lost, there wont up a great 
cry, 

The Prince is slain* My father heard 
and ran 

In on the lists, and there unlaced my 
casque 

And gro veil'd on my body, and after 
him 

Came Psyche, sorrowing for Aglaia. 

But high upon the palace Ida stood 
With Psyche’s ha In* in arm ; there on 
the roofs 

Like that great dame of Lapidoth she 

sajig. 


Our oBPmJea have fall'n, have falTa; tho 
•eKl, 

The Unit iMwd they tmiah'd nl In the dark, 
till* riiem end clefl the jmil. and frrowtt a hulk 
tif girth, ihat layn tm every side 

A thous:iud unuii uihJ rusliei in ihe l^ua* 

** Our enr mice liave fatrn, have fuli'a : they 
came ; 

The Jeuvii were wcl with women's teurw^ 
they heard 

A aoiiiL- of songs they would not uiidersUiiid : 
They mnrk'd it with the red eross io iho full, 
And would have bUowii it, uud are fairn 
ihemselvcs. 

"Our enemlf* have fairn, have fsiro : they 
enme, 

Tlw woodtuen with Iheir aies: lo the tree! 
tl ut we wdll make It fa^goia for Ihe lieu it h. 
And shape It pUmk uod tn^aju for roof and 
door. 

And bouts and bridges for the use of men. 

Our enemies have falVn, have fall'n : they 
struek : 

With their own btows they hurt themseivea, 
nor knew 

There dwelt an Iron nature in the grain : 

The glliteriitg me was hroken In their arm*, 
Thfir urma were sbutU'r'd to the shoulder 
hhido. 

" Our enemies have fall'n, but tlili tbnll 
ttmw 

A ttiirlii of J^ummer from the hent, a breadth 
Uf A titiimn, dropping frulls of iK^wer: aud 
rail'd 

With mnsle In the vrawInE breeze of Time, 
Tlie lojis shiill strike from star lo star, ibu 
fauijw 

move the stony bases of the world, 

" And now, O maids, behold our 
annetunry 

Is violate, our laws broken: fear we 
not 

To hn nk them more in tlicir bciit>of, 
wlioiic arms 

Champion’d our cause aTid won it with 
a day 

Blanch’d In our nmiaHand perpetual 
feast, 

When dames and heroines of (he 
golden year 

Shall strip a hundred hollows bare of 
Spring, 

To rain an April of ovation round 
Tlieir statues* home aloft, the 1 1 tree : 
hnt come, 

W© will bo liberal, since our righti 
are worn 
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Lot them imt Ue in tlio tent» with 
eonrtso maiikiiitl, 

Hi nuratii ; hut deseeiid, and proJTer 
those 

Ttic brethren of our blowl and cause, 
that there 

Lie bruised mul maimVl, the lender 
minietrles 

Of female Imitds and liospltallty." 

She spoke, and with tiie bul«? yet 
in her arms, 

Descend tn^, burst tlic great bronze 
valves, anil led 

A hundred maids in train across the 
Park» 

Some cowrd, and some bare-headed, 
on iliey came, 

Their feet hi flowers, her JovelieRt ; 
hy tliem went 

The enamor’d air tighing, and on 
their curia 

From llie high tree the blossom waver- 
ing fell, 

And over them the tremulous isles of 

light 

Sltded, they moving under shade : but 
Blanche 

At distance follow’d : so they came : 
anon 

Thro* open field into the lists they 
wound 

Timorously ; and as the leader of the 
bent 

Tlvai holds a stately fretwork to the 
8un, 

And follow’d up hy a liundretl airy 
dries, 

Steps with a tender foot, light as on 
air. 

The lovely, lordly creature floated 
on 

To where her wounded brethren lay ; 
there stay'd; 

Knelt on one — ^the ciuld on one, 

— and pn^st 

Their hands, and caU'd tliein dear 
deliverers. 

And happy warriors, and immortal 
names, ^ 

And said “You shall not lie in the 
taits hut here. 


And nursed by ihoae for whom yon 
fought, ami served 

With female hands and hospitality/’ 

Then, wliether moved hy this, or 
was it elm nee. 

She past my way. L’p started from 
my side 

The old lion, glaring witli his whelp* 
less eye, 

Bilent; but when she saw me lying 
stark, 

Dishelm’d and mute, and motionlessly 
pale, 

Cold ev’n to her, she sigli’d j and when 
she saw 

The haggard father’s faee and rev* 
erenil heard 

Of grisly twine, all dabbled with the 
IiJikhI 

Of his own son, shudder’d, a twitch of 
pain 

Tortured her mouth, and oVr her 
forehead past 

A shadow, ami her liue changed, and 
she said ; 

“ He saved my life : my brother slew 
him for it.” 

Ko more : at which the king in hitter 
scorn 

Drew from my neck the painting and 
the tress, 

And heUI them up: she saw them, 
and a day 

Bnsefrtim the distam'c on her memory, 

When the gmul Queen, her mother, 
shorts the tress 

With kisses, ere the days of Lady 
Btanehe; 

And then once more she look’d at my 
pah* face : 

Till understanding all the foolish 
work 

Of fancy, and the hitter elnsc of all, 

Her Iron will was broken in her 
mind; 

Her noble heart was molten in her 
breast ; 

Slie bowM, she set the child on the 
earth ; she laid 

A feeling tinger on my brows, and 
presently 
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** O Sirt*," p^he wild, ** Jie Uvea : he is 
nut dead v 

O lot luo have him with my brethren 
here 

In our own palace: we wUL tend on 
him 

Like one of these: if wi, any 
nieAnsi, 

To lighten this great clog of tliankS} 
that make 

Our progn^sa falter to the womaii^B 
goal” 

She paid : but at the happy word 
be lives 

My father stooj/d, re-fiither'd tt*vr niy 
wo n II I Is. 

So those two fo(‘s aliove my fallen life, 

With brow to lirow like" night and 
evening mist 

Their dark and gray^ while I’syclie 
ever stole 

A Uttle nearerp till the bal>e that by 
us, 

llalLlapt in glowing gau^e and golden 
hmie, 

Lay like a new-fairn meteor on the 
grass, 

Uncared for, spied its mother and 
began 

A blind and luibbiing laughter, and 
to dance 

Its body, and reach its fatling inno- 
cent arms 

Anri la;ey lingering fingers. She the 
npjM'Bl 

Brook'd not, but clamoring out ** Mine 
— mine — not yours, 

It is not yours, hut mine : give me the 
child " 

Ceased all on tremble: piteous was 
the cry : 

So stood the unhappy mother open- 
nmulhVb 

And tum'd each face her way: wan 
was her ciu*ek 

With hollow watdi, lier blooming 
mantle ton. 

Red grief aivd mollier's hungc-r In her 
eye, 

And down dead-heavy sank her curls, 
aud half 


Tlie sacred niotlier's bosom, panting, 
burst 

The laci*s lowarfi her babe ; but she 
nor eared 

Nor knew it, elamoring on, till Ida 
hi^ard, 

Look'll up, and rising slowly from me, 

SttNHl 

Erect ami silent, striking with her 
glance 

The mother, me, thcj chihl ; but he 
that lay 

Beside us, Cyril, batter'd ns he was, 

Trail'd himself upon one knee: then 
he drew 

Her rol>e to meet liis lips, and down 
she look'd 

At the arm'd man sidewaj'S, pitying 
as it st^mrd, 

Or self-involved; but when she learnt 
his face. 

Re nielli be ring his i 1 1-omen 'd aong, 
arose 

Once more thro' nil her height, and 
o'er Inm grew 

Tall as a figure lengthen'd on the sand 

When the fide ebbs in sunshine, and 
he said : 

"0 fair and strong and terrible 1 
Liom^s 

That with your long locks play the 
Lion's mane! 

But Love and Nature, these are two 
more terrible 

And stronger, bee, your foot is on 
our neeks, ' 

Wc Tanqniah'd, you the Victor of 
your will. 

What would you more 1 give her tlie 
child ! remain 

OrliM in your isolation : he is dead. 

Or all as dead : hi ncefortli we let you 
lie : 

Win you the hearts of women; and 
Iwwarc 

I^est, where you seek the common 
love of these, 

The common hate with the revolving 
whiid 

Should drag you down, and some 
great Nemesis 
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Break from a darken'd future, erown'd 
with fin.*, 

And tread you out for ever : but bow- 
BoeVr 

Fix'd in yourself, never in your own 
arms 

To hold your own, deny not her* to 
her. 

Give her the child I O if, I eay, you 
ket*p 

One pulse that beats true woman, if 
you loved 

The breast that fed or arm that dan- 
dled you, 

Or ovrn one port of seuae not flint to 
prayer, 

Give her the child! or if you icom 
to lay it, 

Yourself, in hands so lately claspt 
with yours, 

Or speak to her, your dearest, her 
one fault 

The tenderness, not yours, tliat could 
not kill, 

Give me it : / will give it her/' 

He said : 

At first her eye with slow dilation 
rolIM 

Dry flame, she listening; after sank 
and sank 

And, into tnoumfui twilight mellow- 
ing, dwelt 

Full on the child; she took it: 
“Frelty budJ 

Lily of the vale I half open'd Ixdl of 
the woods ! 

Sole comfort of my dark hour, when 
a world 

Of tniitorous friend and broken sys- 
tem made 

No purple in the distance, mystery, 

Fledge of a love not to be mine, 
farewell ; 

Tliese men are hard upon us as of old, 

We two must part : and yet how fain 
was 1 

To dream thy cause embraced in 
mine, to think 

I might be something to thee, when I 
felt 

Thy helpless warmth about my barren 
breast 


In the dead prime : but may thy 
mother prove 

As true to thee as false, false, false to 
me! 

And, if thou needs must bear the 
yoke, I w'isli it 

Gentle as freedom ” — here she kiss'd 
it : then — 

"All good go with thee! take it. Sir," 
and so 

Ijtid the soft babe in his hard-mailed 
hands, 

WJio turn'd hnlf-round to Psyche as 
she sprang 

To meet it, with an eye that swum in 
thanks ; 

Tlien felt it sound and whole from 
head to foot. 

And hugg'd and never hugg'd It close 
enough, 

And in her hunger mouth'd and mum- 
bled it. 

And hid her bosom with it; after that 

Fnt on more calm and added suppli- 
antly : 

" We two were friends ; 1 go to 
mint* own land 

For over: flnci some other: as for me 

1 scarce am fit for your great plans ; 
yet sp(*ak to me. 

Say one soft word and let me part 
forgiven/' 

But Ida spoke not, rapt upon the 
chihL 

Theu Arac. "Ida — 'sdeatb! you 
blame the man ; 

You wrong yourselves — the woman 
is so liard 

Upon the woman. Come, a grace to 
met 

I am your warrior: I and mine have 
fought 

Your battle : kiss her; take her hand, 
slie weeps : 

'Sdeaih! I would sooner flght thrice 
o'er than see it,” 

But Ida spoke not, gazing on the 
ground. 
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And reddening in ttie fiirirnwa of his 
ehin. 

And moved beyond Ills custom, Gama 
said ; 

" Tve heard that there is iron in the 
blood, 

And 1 bLdieve it Not one word ? not 
one ! 

Whence drew you this steel temper ? 
not from me, 

Not from your mother, now a saint 
with saints. 

She said you had a heart — I heard 
her say it — 

'Our Ida liuis a heart' — just ere she 
died — 

* But see that some one with authority 

Be near her sliJl' and 1 — 1 sought 
for one — 

All p<^*ojde said slie had authority — 

The Lady Hianehej mueli profit ! 
Not one word ; 

No! tlio' your father sues: see how 
you stand 

Still as Lot's wife* and all the good 
knigliU inainrd, 

I trust that there is no one hurl to 
death. 

For your wild whim ; and was it then 
for this, 

Was it for this we gave our palace up, 

Where we wit lid row from summer 
heats and state, 

And had our wine and chess beneath 
the planes, 

And many a pleasant Ijour witli Jier 
tliat's gone, 

Ere you were tu^rn to vest ust Is it 
kind ? 

Speak to her I say : is this not slie of 
whom. 

When first she came, all flush'd you 
said to me 

Now had you got a friend of your 
own age. 

Now could you share your thought ; 
now shouli] men 

Two women faster welded in one 
love 

Than pairs of wedlock; she you 
walk'd with, she 


You talk'd with, whole nights long* up 
ill the tower, 

Of sine and a rc, spheroid and azimuth. 

And right ascension. Heaven knows 
what; and now 

A word, but one, one little kindly 
won!* 

Not one to spare lier : out upon you, 
flint! 

You love nor her, nor me, nor any; 
nay. 

You shame your mother's judgment 
too. Not one I 

You will notl well — no heart have 
you, or such 

As fancies like the vermin in a nut 

Have fretted all to dust and bitter* 
ness/* 

So said the small king moved beyond 
Ikis wont. 

But Ida stood nor spoke, drain'd of 
her force 

By many a varying influence and so 
long. 

r>own thro' her limbs a drooping lan- 
guor wept : 

Her iiead a little l)cnt ; and on her 
mouth 

A doubtful smile dwelt like a clouded 
moon 

In a still water : then brake out my 
sire, 

Lifting his grim head from my 
wounds. O you. 

Woman, whom we thought woman 
even now, 

And were half fool'd to let you tend 
our son, 

Because he might have wdsh'd it — 
but w^e see 

The aci'omplice of your madness un- 
forgiven. 

And think that you might mix bis 
draught with death, 

When your skies change again : the 
rougher liaud 

Is safer : on to the tents : take up the 
XTince,” 

He rose, and while each ear was 
prick'd to attend 
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A telii|w»t, thro’ the ‘cloud that 

(litiini*d tii>r broke 

A genial warmth and light once 
more, and »boiie 

Thro* glittering dropu oix her sad 

friend. 

Come hither, 

0 Psyche/' she cried out^ ** ent brace 

me* come 

Quick while I melt ; make reconcile- 
ment sure 

With one that canixot keep her iiiind 
an hour : 

Come to the hollow heart they slander 

BO 1 

Kiss and be friends, like children 
being chid ! 

/ Bccm no more : / want forgiveneia 
too: 

1 Bhould have had to do with none 

hut maids* 

That have no links with men. Ah 
false but dear, 

I>car traitor* too much loved* why 1 — 
why T — Vet see* 

Before these kings we embrace you 
yet once more 

With ail forgivencBB, all oblivion, 
And trust* not love* you less. 

And now* O sire* 
Grant me your son, to nurse* lo watt 
upon him* 

Like mine own brotltcr. For my debt 
to him* 

Tliis nightmare weight of gratitude* I 
know it ; 

Taunt me no more : yourself and 
yours shall have 

Free adit ; we will scatter all our 
maids 

Till happier times each to her proper 

lieartli : 

What use to keep them here — now ? 
grant my prayer. 

Help* father* bWher, help; speak to 
the king: 

Thaw this male nature to some touch 
of that 

AVhieh kills me with myiclf, and 
drags me dow-n 

From my fixt height lo mob me up 
with all 


Tl>e BO ft and milky rabble of woman- 
kind. 

Poor weakling cv u as they are.” 

Passionate tears 
Follow'd : the king replied not : Cyril 
said : 

“ Vour brother* Lady — Ftorian*^ — 
ajik for him 

Of your great head — for he is 
w^ounded too^ 

That you may tend uiKin him with the 
|irince." 

** Ay so,*' said Ida with a bitter sniile, 

" Our laws are broken: let him enter 
tmj." 

Tlien Violet* she that sang the mourn- 
ful song* 

And had a cousin tumbled on the plain, 
PeiLtion’d too for him. ** Ay so*'* she 
said* 

"I stagger in the stream : I cannot keep 
My heart an eddy from the brawling 
hour: 

We break our laws with ease* but let 
it W* 

"Ay so?" said lUunehc: "Amazed 
am I to hear 

Your Highness: hut your llighneM 
breaks with case 

The law your litglmuss did not make : 
'twas I. 

I had Ixx-n wedded wife, I knew man- 
kind* 

And block'd them out; but these men 
caitie to woo 

Your Highness — verily I think to 

win.” I 

So she, and turn'd askance a wintry 

e3'e : f 

But bin with a voice* that like a hell « 

Toll’d by an earthquake in a trembling ^ 
tower* 

Hang ruin* answer'd full of grief and 
scorii. 

" Fling our doors wide ! all* all, not 
one* but all* 

Not only lie, but by my mother's soul. 
Whatever man lies wounded, friend 
or foe, 
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Shatl enlori if lie will, our girU 

rtit, 

THL the Kiortn die ! but luid you stood 
by u», 

The roar that breaks the Pharos from 
his base 

Had left us rock. She fain would 
sting us toOf 

But shall not, Pass, and mingle with 
your likes. 

We brook no further insult but are 
gone/' 

She turn’d; the very nape of her 
white neck 

Was rosed with indignation : but the 
1 Vi nee 

Her brother came; the king her father 
chann'd 

Her wounded soul with words: nor 
did mine own 

Refuse her proffer, lastly gave his 
hand. 

Tlien us they liftefl up, dead 
weights, and bare 

Straight to tlie doors: to them the 
doors gave way 

Groaning, and in the Vestal entry 
shriek'd 

The virgin marble under iron heels : 

And on they moved and gain’d the 
hall, and there 

Rested . but great the crush was, and 
eacdi base* 

To left and right, of those tall columns 
drown'd 

In silken fluetuation and the swarm 

Of female whisjiercrs : at tlie further 
end 

Was Ida by the throne, the two great 
cats 

Close by her, like supixirtcrs on a 
shield, 

Bow-back'd with fear : but in the cen- 
tre stood 

The common men with rolling eyes; 
amazed 

They glared upon the women, and 
aghast 

The women stared at these, aU silent, 
save 


When armor clash’d or jingled, 
while the day, 

Descending, struck athwart the hall, 
and shot 

A flying splendor out of brass and 
sleet. 

That o'er the statues leapt from head 
to head, 

Now fired an angry Pallas on the 
helm, 

Kow set a wrathful Dian’s moon on 
flnme, 

And now and then an echo started 
up. 

And shuddering fled from room to 
riMim, ami died 

Of fright in far apartments. 

Then the voice 

Of Ida sounded, issuing ordinance : 

And mo they bore up the broad stairs, 
and thro* 

The long-laid galleries past a hundred 
doors 

To one deep chamber shut from 
sound, and due 

To languid limbs and sickness; left 
me in it; 

And others utlierwhere they laid ; and 
all 

That afternoon a sound arose of hoof 

And chariot, many a maiden pasHing 
home 

Till happier times; but some were left 
of those 

Held sagest, and the great lords out 
and in. 

From liiose two hosts that lay beside 
the walls. 

Walked at their will, and everything 
was chang’d. 


vn. 

Aik me tio more: the mood mmy draw the 
■ea: 

The eloud may Ktoop fmm beavea and 
take Lhe stiape 

Wiili fedti to fitkl. of mountain or of cape: 
But □ loo foud, when have I answered ibetr 
Aik me no more. 


Aak me no more: wbal anawer ahoutd I 
give? 

T love not Indlow eheefc or faded eye : 

Yet, tJ my friend. I will not have tliee diet 
Aak m ao ffloru, lest t should bid thee Uve; 
A«k juv ao 
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Aik roe nu more; ihy fakte inci mine art 
leard : 

I lUovc ogalniit the elre4un and all In vain I 
Jjtl the ijreat river lake roe to (he main : 

Ho Euorct dear lovtp for at a touch I yield; 

Aak me no wore. 

8fi was th(?ir sanctuary violated, 

So their Imr coHego lurn’d to hoa* 
pital ; 

At first with all cotifusion: by and 
by 

Sweet order lived again with other 
laws; 

A kindlier inilnencc rclgn*d ; and 
everjrwhere 

Low voiees with the ministering hand 

Hung round the sick ; the maidens 
came, they talked. 

They sang, they read ; till she not fair 
began 

To gather light, and she that was, be- 
came 

Her fonner beauty treble ; and to and 
fro 

With iKHiks, with flowers, with Angel 
offices, ^ 

Like creatures native unto gracious 
act, 

And in their own clear element, they 
moved. 


And quench I ng lake by lake and tarn 
by tarn 

Expunge the world : so fared she gat- 
ing there ; 

So blacken’d all her world in secret, 
bbink 

And waste it seem*d and vain; till 
down she eamc, 

And found fair peace once more among 
the sk-k. 

And twilight dawn U ; and mom by 
morn the lurk 

Shot up aiul shriird in flickering gyres^ 
but I 

Lay silent in tbe muffted cage of life : 

And twilight gloom’d ; ami broader- 
grow'o tlie howers 

Drew the gn-at night into ihemtelvei, 
anil Hell veil, 

Star after star, arose and fell ; but 

Deeper than those weird doubts eou 
reach me, lay 

Quite sunder'd from the moving Uni- 
verse, 

Nor knew what eye was on me, nor 
the hand 

That nursi^l me, more than infants in 
their sleep. 


But sadness on the soul of Idn fell, 

And hatred of her weakness, blent 
w'itb shame. 

Old studies fail'd ; seldom she sjioke ; 
but ofl 

Clomb to the roofs, and gazed alone 
for hours 

On that disastrous leaguer, swarms of 
men 

Darkening her female field : void was 
her use, 

And she as one that elimba a peak to 
gaze 

O'er land and main, and sees a great 
black cloud 

Drag inward from the deeps, a wall 
of night. 

Blot out the slope of sea from verge 
to shore. 

And suck the blmding splendor from 
the sand, 


But rsyche tended Florian ; with 
lier oft, 

Melissa came ; for Blanche had gone, 
but leh 

Her child among us, willing she should 
keep 

Court-favor ■ here and there the small 
bright head, 

A light of healing, glanced about the 
couch, 

Or thro’ tiie parted silks the tender face 

Peep’d, shilling in u{)on the wounded 
man 

With blush ami smile, a medicine in 
themselves 

To wile the length from languorous 
hou^-s, and rlraw 

The sting from jiain ; nor seenfd it 
strange that soon 

He rose up wbotej and those fair 
ebarities 
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Join’d »t her »ule i nor stranger seem’d 

that liearls 

So gentle, m should elo^e 

in loTO, 

Than ^rhen two dewdrops on the petal 
shake 

To the same sweet air, and tremble 
dee|H*r down, 

And flip al onuc all-fragrant into one. 

Less prosperonsly the second suit 
obtain'd 

At first with Psyche, Not tho' Blanche 
had sworn 

That after that dark night among the 
fields 

She necfis must wed him for her own 
good name ; 

Not thr/ he built upon the balic re- 
stored i 

Nor tho' she liked him, yielded »!ie, 
but fear'd 

To incense the Head once more; till 
on a day 

When Cyril |deadcd, Ida came betiind 

Seen but of Psyche : on her foot ahe 
hung 

A moment, and she heard, at which 
her face 

A little flush'd, and she past on ; but 
each 

Assumed from tlionce a half-consent 
involved 

In stillness, plighted troth, and were 
at peace. 

Nor only these i I^ve in the sacred 

halls 

Held carnival at will, and flying struck 

With showers of random sweet on 
maiil and man. 

Nor did her father cease to press my 
claim, 

Nor did mine own now reconciled ; nor 
yet 

Did those twin brotheni, risen again 
and whole ; 

Nor Ante, satiate with his victory. 

But I lay still, and with me ofl she 
sat: 


Then came a change ; for sometimes 
I would catch 

Herliand in wild delirium, gripe tt hard, 
And fling it like a viper olT, and shriek 
Youarenot Ida;" clasp it once agnin. 
And call her Ida, tho' 1 knovr her not. 
And call her sweet, as if in irony. 
And call her hanl and cold which 
Bceit/d a truth : 

And still she fear'd that 1 should lose 
my mind, 

And often she believed that I should 
die 1 

Till out of long frustration of her care, 
And pensive tendance in the alUweaiy 
noons, 

And watches in the dead, the dark, 
when clocks 

Tlirohb'd thunder thro' the palace 
floors, or caU'd 

On flying Time from alt their silver 
tongues ^ — 

And out of inemories of her kindlier 
days. 

And sidelong glances at my father's 
grief, 

And at the happy lovers heart in 
heart — 

And out of hauntings of my spoken 
love. 

And lonely listen ings to my mutter'd 
dream, 

And often feeling of the helpless 
hands, 

And wort! less broodiugs on tbe wasted 
cheek — 

From all a closer interest flourish'd up, 
Tendcniess touch by touch, and last, 
to these. 

Love, tike an Alpine harebell bung 
witli tears 

By some cold morning glacier; frail 
at first 

And feelile, all unconscious of iUelf, 
Hut sucii as gather’d color day by day. 

I^t I woke sane, but well-nigh close 
to death 

For weakness : it was evening i silent 
light 

Slept on the painted w'alls, wherein 
were wrought 
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Two jicriinci tlesif^ns ; for on one 
nrofte 

The women up in wlUl revoh, and 
8torm*d 

At the Oppian law* Tiianie ahapes* 
tliej^ erainiuM 

Tlie forum j and half-oruali*d among 
the real 

A dwarf-Uke Cato cowerVl On the 
other aide 

Uortensia spoke against the tax; be- 
hindp 

A train of dames : by axe and eagle 
aatp 

With all their forelieads drawn in 
JConmn seowISp 

And half the wolfVnnlk curdled in 
their veins, 

Tlie fierce triumvirs ; and before them 
paused 

Hortensia pleading: angry was her 
fjiec. 

I saw the forms : 1 knew tiot where 
I w as ! 

They did but look like hollow shows ; 
nor more 

Sweet Jdii : tuitni to palm stie sat : the 
tlew 

Dwelt ill iier eyes, and softer all her 
shape 

And rounder set^m'd : I moved : I 
sigh Vi : a loiieh 

Came round my wrist, and tears upon 
my hand: 

Then all for languor and self-pity ran 

Mine down my face, and with what 
life 1 had. 

And like a fiow'er that cannot all un* 
fold. 

So drench’d it is with tempeai, to the 
siin, 

ITet, aw it may, turns toward him, I on 
her 

r'ixt my faint eyes, and utter’d whis- 
peringly : 


I ask you noiliing : only, if a dream. 

Sweet dream, be perfect- 1 shall die 
to-night. 

Stoo|i down and seem to kiss me ere I 
die,” 

I coulil no more, but lay like one in 
t ranee, 

That henra his burial talk'd of by his 
friends, 

And cannot speak, nor move, nor 
make one sign, 

But lies and dreads liis doom. She 
turned ; she paused ; 

She stoop’d ; and out of languor leapt 
a ery ; 

Leapt fiery Fassion from the brinks of 
death; 

Ami I belk‘%*ed that in the living world 

31 y spirit closed with Ida’s at the Ups ; 

Till back 1 fell, and from mine arms 
she rose 

Glowing all over noble slmme ; and all 

Her falser self slipt from her like a 

r*ilK?, 

Ami left her woman, lovoUcr in her 
nvmid 

Than in her mould that other, w hen 
she came 

From barren dei ps to conquer all 
with love; 

Ami down the streaming crystal 
drop! ; ami she 

Far*flceied by the purple island-sides, 

Naked, a double light in air and wave, 

To mei't her Graces, where they 
dec'k’d her out 

For worship without end ; nor end of 
mine, 

Stateliest, for thee! but mute she 
glided forth. 

Nor glaneed beliind her, and I sank 
amt slept. 

Fill’d thro’ ami tliro’ with Love, a 
happy slw'p. 


” If you l>e, what I think you, some 
sweet dream, 

1 would hut ask you to fulfil yourself r 
But if you be that Ida whom 1 knew. 


IX‘ep in the night 1 woke: she, near 
me, held 

A volume of I lie Poets of her land : 
'riiere to liersclf, all iu low tones, she 
lead* 
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^*Xow the crlmiKtii peul, ijow tin* 

whil&i 

Nor wavt^a ihv ryprtw Ui ibe pnlace walk ; 
Nnr wink a (ho Kt»ld tin Ltt ih«' poriibyry font : 
The lirtf-lly wake on; waken Uu»u wjlJU mv. 

Now dmopa the milk white m^aeock like a 
M!hu»l^ 

And hke a ij^hcut abe gllmmera ou bu me. 

Now lien the earth all Daruto to the aUm, 
And aU thy beari Jlea u|m-d unia me. 

Now alldea the allent meteor on, and Icavei 
A ahlnhi^ furrow% a* thy thuugbu in me. 

Now folda the IJIv all her Bweetneaa up^ 
And ali|» Into the o^ipiom of the Ltkc : 

Uo fold Lbyaelf, my deareat, thou, and allp 
Into my buaoin and be la«t in me/' 


I hcitrcl ht-r turn the pagie; «he 
found a jtmull 

Sw<H.‘t Idyl, and oate morej m low, 
she read^ 


“ Come down,0 maid, from yonder moun- 
lulu heijtbt; 

^liat {lU-iutiru hvea In bel}(bt (die ahepherd 

annig} 

In beiitht and eolcl, the ftplnidorof the hUIa? 
But Cf'iue lo move ao near the 1 leavens, uud 

To fflide a Bunlxiam by the hlaated Pine, 

To sit a alar upon the s|arkUaiE aplrc^ 

And come, for Ixtve is of the valley, come, 
For Ijcjve Js of the valley, come thou down 
And Rod him; by the happy tlirealiojd, be. 
Or band In hand with Plenty In the matze, 
Or rtMl with spirted purple of the vnU, 

Or foallke In the vIrH% nor carea to walk 
M'iih Ileatli and MominKon the allver borna. 
Nor wlU iliou snare him In the white ravlnoi 
Nor HrJ him dropt upon the drtha of lee, 
I'^hat b odd Unit slant in furrow cloven fuJkt 
To roll the torrent out of duaky doora' 

Hm follow; let the torrent dunce thee down 
To find him In the valley ; lei the vi lJd 
I.,enn 'beaded Katslea yelp atone, and U ave 
Tho monstrous kdgea there to slope, and 
spill 

Tlielr thoiiaaud wrealha of dangling water- 
smoke, 

That like A broken purposo waste In air: 

wasti^ Jiot tlioii ; but come ; for nil the votes 
Await ihee; azure pIMtirs of ihc hearth 
Ari^e to thee; the cldldren cnH, ami 1 
Thy shepherd plj»e, and tweet Is everj- sound, 
tsweeler thy voice, but every miijimI is sweet; 
Myrlsds of livuleta hiirryiiiit thro' the Isnn, 
The mosit of doves Jn immemorial ehtis, 

And murmuring of InnumersbJe bets." 

So she low-toned; while wUh shut 
eyea 1 lay 


LUleiiinft, then look'd. Pale w«» th* 
|K.'rfeet face; 

The bosom with lung sigha labor'd; 
and nuH<k 

Seem'd the full lips, and ntild the 
luiiitnoiis eyes. 

And the voice creiubled and tlic hand. 
She kuid 

Brokenly, that she knew it, she had 
fail’d 

In sweet humility ; had fail'd in all ; 

That all her labor was but as a bloek 

Left in ihe quarry ; but she still were 
loth. 

She still were loth to yield herself to 
one 

Til at wliolly seorn*d to help their 
erjinil rights* 

Against the sons of men, and barbar* 
oils laws. 

Site pray*d me not to fudge their 
cause from her 

That wrong’d it, sought far less for 
truth than |iower 

In knowledge : sometiiing wild within 
her breast, 

A greater than all knowledge, beat 
her dow'n. 

And she had nursed me there from 
week to week : 

Much had she learnt in little time. 
In lutrt 

It WAS ill counsel had misted the girl 

To vex true hearts ; yet was she but a 
girl — 

“ All fool, and made myself a Queen 
of farce I 

Wiioti tonics another sue hi never, I 
think, 

Till the Sun drop, dead, from llie 
signs.” 

Her voice 

Chokefl, and her forehead sank upon 
her hands, 

And her great heart thro’ all the 
fault ful Fast 

Went sorrowing in a pause I dared 
not break; 

TUI notice of a change in the dark 
world 

Was lispt about the acacias, aud a 
bird. 
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Tlial early w«ke to feed her little onea^ ' 

Sent from a dewy breast a cry for 
light : 

She moved, and at her feet the volume 

fell. 

"Blame not thyself too much/' 1 
fiaid, “ nor Ijlaine 

Too much the sons of men and bar- 
barous tawH - 

These were the rough ways of the 
w'orld till now. 

Ifcnceforth thou hast a helper, me, 
that know 

The woman's cause Is man's: they 
rise or sink 

Together, ilwarf 'd or godlike, bond or 
free: 

For she that out of Jjcthe scales with 
man 

The shining steps of Nature, shares 
with man - i 

His nights, his days, moves with him 
to one goal, 

Buys all the fair young planet in her 
hands — 

If she be small, slight-na lured, miser- 
able. 

How shall men grow? but work no 
more akme 1 

Our place is much : as far ns in us lies 

We two will serve them boili in aid- i 
ing her — 

Will clear away the parasitic forms 

That seem to keep her up but drag 
her down — 

Will leave her space to burgeon out 
of all 

Within her — let her make herself 
her own 

To give or kec‘p, to live and kam and 
be 

AU that not harms distinctive woman- 
homl. 

For woman is not undcvelopt man. 

But diverse : could we make her as 
the man, 

Sweet Love were slain : his dearest 
bond IS this, ' 

Not tike to like, but like in difference. 

Vet in the long yearn liker must they 
grow j 


' The man be more of woman, she of 
man ; 

He gain in sweetness and in moral 
height, 

Nor lose the wn^stling thews that 
throw the world j 

Bhe mental bn^adtli, nor fail in child- 
ward care, 

Nor lose the childlike in the larger 
mlml ; 

Till at the last she sot licrself to man, 
Like pt-rfecl music unto noble w ords ; 
And so these twain, uiK>n tlic skirls of 
Time, 

Sit side by side, full-sum mM in all 
their powers, 

Dispensing harvest, sowing tlie To-be, 
Seif-reverent each and reverencing 
each, 

Distinct in individualities, 

But like each other ev'n as those who 
love. 

Then comes the statelier Kden back 
to meti : 

Tlien reign the world's great bridals, 
ehasle and ealnt : 

Tlien springs I be crowning race of 
human-kind. 

May tliese tilings lie!” 

Sighing she spoke “I fear 
They^ will not.” 

" Dear, but let us type iliem now 
In our own lives, and this proud 
watchword rest 

Of equal ; seeing either sex alone 
Is half itself, and in true marriagt* lies 
Nor i^ual, nor unequal : each fulfils 
Defect in each, and always thought 
in thought. 

Purpose in purpose, will in will, they 
grow, 

The single pure and perfect animal, 
The two-ccM’d heart beating, with one 
full stroke. 

Life/' 

And again sighing she spoke : " A 
dream 

'Hiat onre was mine I what woman 
taught you this ? ” 

" Alone/* I said, " from earlier than 
1 know. 


, 
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Immorted tti rich forcshadowinf^s of 

" From yearlong poring on thy pic* 

the worltJ, 

tured eyes, 

1 loved the woman ; hc^ thil doth not. 

Ere seen 1 loved, and loved thee seen, 1 

live* 

and saw 1 

A drowning life, besotted in sweet 

Thee woman thro' the crust of iron B 

f self, 

moods D 

1 Or pines in and exi>anence worse than 

That mask'd thee from men's rover* 1 

1 death. 

ence up, and forcecl 

1 Or keeps his wing'd affections dipt 

Sweet love on pranks of saucy boy- 

, 1 with crime : 

hood; now, 

1 Yet was there one thro* whom 1 loved 

Giv'n back to life, to Ufe indeed, thro’ 

1 her, one 

tliee, 

1 Kot learned, save in gracious lionsC' 

Indeed 1 love; the new day comes, the 

\ 1 hold ways, 

light 

i Kot perfect, nay, but full of tender 

Dearer lor night, as dearer thou for 

wants. 

faults 

No Angel, but a dearer being, all 

Lived over : lift thine eyes ; my doubta 

^ dipt 

are dead, 

: In Angel insUney, breathing Para- 

My haunting sense of hollow shows ; 

1 dttK.% 

the ciiange. 

Interpreter between die Gods and 

This truthful change in thee has kill'd 

men, 

it. Dear, 

Who look'd all native to her place. 

Look up, and let tliy uature strike on 

and yet 

mine, 

On tiptoe seetn*d to touch upon a 

Like yonder morning on the blind 

sphere 

half-world ; 

Too gross to tread, and all male 

AppToatdi and fear not ; hreatbe u[>on 

minds perforce 

my brow s ; 

Sway*d to her from their orbits as 

In that line air 1 tremble, all the past 

they moved, 

Mely mist-like into this bright hour. 

And girdled her wiili music. Happy 

and this 

he 

Is mom to more, and all the rich to- 

With such a motlier I faith in tvoman- 

come 

kind 

ifoels, as the golden Autumn wood- 

1 Beats with his blood, and trust in all 

land reels 

tilings iiigh 

Athwart the smoke of burning weeds* 

Comes easy to him, and tho’ he trip 

Forgi ve me, 1 

and fail 

I waste my heart in signs; let be. My 

He shall not blind his soul with day/* 

bride, 

** But 1 ” 

My wife* my life. 0 we will walk this 

Said Ida, tremulously, "so all un- 

world, 

like — 

Yoked in all exercise of noble end* 

It seems yon love to cheat yourself 

And so thro* tiioie dark gates across 

with wards: 

the wild 

This mother is your model. I have 

That no man knows. Indeed I love 

heart! 

thee: come, 

Of your strange dnyhts^ they well 

Yield thyself up : my hopes and thine 

might be : 1 seem 

are one ; 

A mockery to my own self. Never, 

Accomplish thou my manhood and 

Prince j 

thyself; 

' You cannot love me,*' 

Lay thy sweet hands in mine and 

“ Nay but thee," 1 said i 

trust to me," 
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COXCLLSJUJf. 

So clo&p<l our tale, f>f whicli 1 gfire 
you all 

Tlic randotu scheme ns wildly as il 
n*se ; 

The words are mostly mine ; for wlien 
we eeaHed 

Tliero came a tnlnuto's pause, and 
Walter said, 

** 1 wish site had not yielded I then to 
mt\ 

^ Wliat, if you drest it up poetically I '' 

tio pray'd the men, the women : 1 gave 
nssent : 

Yet how to bind the scatter'd Beheme 
of seven 

Together tn one slieaf ? What style 
could suit ? 

The men rtquirexJ that I should give 
throughout 

The sort of mock* heroic gipantesque, 

With which vre hauter'd little Lilia 
first ; 

The women — and perhaps they felt 
their j>ower. 

For something in the ballads which 
they sang, 

Dr in their silent influence as they sal, 

Had ever secern'd to wrestle with bur* 
tesque, 

And drove us, last, lo quite a solemn 
close — 

They hated lainter, wish'd for some- 
thing real, 

A gallant fight, a noble princess — 
why 

Kot make her true-heroic — true* 
sublime ! 

Or all, they said, as earnest as the 
close ? 

Which yet with such a framework 
scarce could be* 

Tlietj rose a little feud ht'twixt the 
two, 

Betwixt the mockers and the realists: 

And 1, betwixt them both, to please 
them both, 

And yet to give the story as it rose, 

I moved as In a strange diagonal, 

And maybe iiciiUer pleased myself 
nor them* 


Bui Lilia pleased me, fur she took 
no part 

In our dispute : the sequel of the tale 

Had touch '<1 her; and she sat, she 
pluck'd tlie grass, 

She flung it from her, thinking : last, 
she fixt 

A showery glance upon her aunt, and 
said, 

** You — tell ns what we are " who 
mlglii have told, 

For she w-as cramiifU with theories 
out of books, 

But that there r<»se a shout : the gates 
were closed 

At sunsi't, and the crowd were swarm- 
ing now, 

To take their leave, about the garden 
rails* 

So I and some went out to these ; 
we climb'd 

The slope to Vivian-place, and turn- 
ing saw 

The happy valleys, haU in light, and 
half 

Far-shadowing from the vvest, a land 
of peace; 

Gray halls alone among their massive 
groves ; 

Trim Initidets ; here and there a rustic 
tower 

Half -lost m belts of hop and breadths 
of wheat; 

The shimmering glimpses of a stream; 
the seas ; 

A red sail, or a white; and far be- 
yond, 

Imagined more than seen, the skirts 
of France* 

Look til ere, a ga rden I '* said my 
college friend. 

The Tory memher's elder son, “and 
there ! 

God bless the narrow sea which keeps 
her off. 

And keiqis emr Britain, whole within 
herself, 

A nation yet, the rulers and the 
ruled — 

Some stmse of duty, sometliing of a 
faith. 
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Some reverence for the laws ourselves 
have tna^le. 

Some patient force to eliange 111 cm 
when we will, 

Sonic civic manhood firm against the 
crowd — 

But yonder, wliiff ! tljere comes a iml- 
iicn heat, 

Tlic gravest citizen seems to lose his 
head, 

Tlie king ii scared, the iohUer will 
not figiit, 

The little boys begin to shoot and 
stab, 

A kingdom topples over with a shriek 

Like an old woman, and down rolls 
the worii] 

In mock heroics stranger than our 
own \ 

Revolts, republics, revolutions, most 

Ko graver than a schoollioys’ barring 
out ; 

Too comic for the solemn things they 

aR‘, 

Too solemn for the comic touches in 
them. 

Like our wild Princess with as wise 
a dream 

As some of theirs — God bless the 
narrow seas \ 

1 wish they were a whole AtUniic 
broad/* 

** Have patience,” I replied, " our* 
selves are full 

Of social wrong; and maybe wildest 
dreams 

Are but the needful preludes of the 
truth ; p 

For me, the genial day, the happy 
crowd, 

The sport half-science, fill mo with a 
faitlt. 

This fine old world of ours is but a 
child 

Yet in the go-cart. Patience I Give 
it time 

To learn its limbs : there is a hand 
that guides.” 

In such discourse we gained the 

; garden rails, 


And there we saw Sir Walter where 
he stood, 

Before a tow-er of crimson Itolly-oaks, 
Among sisc boys, head under bead, 
and look'd 

No little lily-handed Baronet he, 

A great hroad-slioulderM genial Eng 
lishman, 

A lord of fat prlzcMixen and of sheep, 
A raiser of huge melons and of pine, 
A patron of Boine thirty charities, 

A pamphleteer on guano and on 
gra^n, 

A quarter^essions eli airman, abler 
none ; 

Fair-hair\l and redder than a w’mdy 
morn ; 

Now shaking hands with him, now 
liim, of those 

That stood the nearest — now ad- 
dress VI to siR^ech — 

Who spoke few words and pithy, such 
as closed 

Welcome, farewell, and welcome for 
the year 

To follow: a shout rose again, and 
made 

Tlie long line of the approaching 
rookeiy sw-ervo 

From the broad elms, and shook the 
branches of the deer 
From slope to slope thro' distant ferns, 
and rang 

OeyomI the bourn of sunset; O, a 
shout 

Blore joyful than the city-roar that 
hails 

Premier or kingT Why should not 
these great Sir^ 

Give up their parks some dozen times 
a year 

To let the people breathe I So thrice 
they cried, 

I likewise, and in groups they streamed 
away. 

But we went ba<‘k to the Abbey, 
ntul sat on, 

So niueh the gathering darkness 
eUarniVI : we sat 

But spoke not, rapt in iiamelesi 
reverie. 
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Perehanee upon the lutura man: the 

walls 

Blacketi’d about us. bats wheerd, and 
owls whoop'd. 

And gradually the powers of tlie 

niKkt, 

That range above the region of the 
wind, 

Lleopening the courts of twilight 
broke them up 


Tliro^ all the silent spaces of the 
worlds, 

Beyond all thought into the Heaven 
of Ileavvna. 

Last little Lilia, rising quietly, 

IHsrobed the glitntnering statue of 
8ir lialph 

From those rich silks, aod home well- 
pleased we went* 


MAUD; A MOXODRAMA. 

PART I. 

I. 

^ I- 

I HATE the dreadful hollow behind the little wood. 

Its lips in the field above are dabbled with blood-red heath, 

The red-ribb'd ledges drip with a si tent horror of blood. 

And Echo there, whatever is ask*d her, answers Death.** 

]]* 

For there in the ghastly pit long since a body was found, 

His who had given me life — O father ! O God I was it well ! 

Mangled, an<l flatten’d, and crush’d, and dinted into the ground ; 

There yet lies the rock tlmi fjdl with him when he fell. 

in* 

Did he fling himself down t who knows ? for a vast speculation had fail’d, 
And ever ho mutter’d and madden’d, and ever wann'd with despair. 

And out he walk'd when the wind like a Imjken worldling wail’d. 

And the flying gold of the ruin'd woodlands drove tliro' the air, 

IV, 

I remember the time, for the roots of my hair were stirr’d 

By a shuffled step, by a dead weight trail'd, by a whisper'd flight, 

And my pulses chwed their gates with a shdik on my heart as I heard 
The shrill-edged shriek of a mother divide tJie shuddering night. 


Villany somewhere! whose t One says, we arc villains all. 

Not he ^ his honest fame should at least by me he niaimainodt 
Hut that old man. nnw loni of the broad estate and the Hull, 

Dropi oil gorged from a scheme that had left us flaccid and drain’d. 

VI. 

Why do they prate of the blessings of Peace I we have made them a curse, 
I*iekpriek€»tN. eaeh hand lusting for all that is not its own; 

And lust of gain, in the spirit of Cain, is it better or worse 
Thau the heart of the ctU^eii hissing in war ou Ids own hearthstone? 


MAUD. 
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VII, 

But theie arc the days of advance, the work* of the men of mind, 

When who hut a fool would Imve faith In a tnoleatnan s ware or hia word 1 
Ja LI peace or war ? Civil war, as I think, and that of a kind 
The viler, aa underhand^ not openly hearing the sword, 

VIIL 

Sooner or later 1 too may passively take the print 

Of the golden age — why not T 1 have neither hope nor trust j 

May make my lieart as a millstone, set my faec as n fliiil. 

Cheat and be cheated, and die : who knows ? we arc ashea and dust 


IX, 

Peace sitting under her olive, and slurring the days gone by, 

When the pour arc hoveirU and Jiuslled together, eaeli sex J like swine. 
When only the ledger lives, and when only not all men lie; 

Peace in her vineyard — yes! — hut a company forges tlic wine. 


And the vitriol madness flushes up in the rufitan's head. 

Till the hkhy by-lane rings to the yell of the irampled wife, 
And chalk and alutii and plat^ter are sold to the poor for bread. 
And tlie spirit of murder works in the very means of life. 


XI, 

And Sleep must lie down army, for the villanous centre-bits 
Grind on the wakef ul ear in the hush of the moonless nights, 

While another is cheating tl»e sick of a few last gasps, as he site 
To pestle a iioison*d imison bchmd his crimson lights, 

XII. 

When a Mammonite mother kills her Imbe for a burial fee. 

And I'iniour-Mainmon grins on a pile of children's hones, 

Is it peace or war T better, war ! loud war by land ami by sea. 

War With a thousand battles, and shaking a hundred tlironea. 

XJII. 

For 1 trust if an enemy's fleet etme yonder round by the hill* 

And the rushing battle-bolt sang from the threeyecker out of the foam, 

That the smonth-faced snuhnoscfl rogue would leap from his counter and till. 
And strike, if he could, were it hut with his cheating yardwand, home- 

xtv. 

What ! am 1 raging alone ns my father raged in his mood T 
Must / too creep to the hollow and dash myself down and die 
Bather than hold by the law that I made, nevermore to hr4M>d 
Un a horror of shatter'd limbs and a wretched swindler's Ue t 
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WoulfJ tben? he lirtn-rtw (nr me t thorc wii* fore in tbe paintonfito abHckf 
L<wg for tli4> M\vni tJnriK tliat imtl inaik fa\nc liaitc to tUv gnw — 
Wmpt in A i^luiik, I saw Jittn, anil thought h<y would rise and speak 
And rave at the lie and ttie liar, all God, aa he used to rave* 

XVI. 

I am sick of the Hall and the hill, I am aiek of the moor and the main. 
Wliy should 1 stay 1 can a sweeter chance ever come to me here ? 
i>, liaving the nerves of niothm as well as the nerves of pain, 

Were it nut wise if 1 0ed from the ptace and tiic pit and the fear ? 

XVII. 

Workmen tip at the Hall 1 — they arc coming hack from abroad; 

The dark old place will be gilt by the toucli of a niilltonaire t 
I have heard, 1 know not whence, of the singular beauty of Aland; 

1 ptay'd with the girl when a child ; she promised then to be fair. 

xvni, 

Maud with her venturous climbings and tumbles and childish escopei, 
Maud the delight of the village, the ringing joy of the Hall, 

Maud with her sweet purse^mouth when my failier dangled tlie grapes, 
Maud tlic beloved of my moibcr, the moon-faced darling of all, — 

XIX. 

What is she now 1 My dreams arc bad. She may bring me a curse. 
No, there is fatter game on the nuMir; she will let me abme. 

Thanks, for the fiend best knows whether woman or man be the worse- 
1 will bury myself in myself, and the Devil may pipe to his own* 

If. 

Long have T «igh*d for a calm: Cod grant T may find it at last! 

It w ill never be broken by Maud, she has neither savor nor salt. 

But a Cfild and clear-cut face, as I found wlten her carriage past. 
Perfectly beautiful : let it Iw? granted her: where is the fault! 

All that 1 saw' (for her eyes were dtiwncast, not to he seen) 

Fau 1 ti ly fau I ll ess , i ci ly reg u I a r, s plen d i d ly nu 1 1 , 

Dead perfection, no more ; nothing more, if it had not been 
For a chance of travel, a paleness, on hour’s defect of the rose, 

Or an underlip, you may call it a little too ripe, too lull, 

Or the least little delicate aquiline curve in a sensitive nose. 

From w hich I escaped hearidree, w ith the least little toucli of spteen- 

rii. 

Cold and clear-cut face, why tome you so cruelly meek, 

Breaking a slumlaT in whicli all spleenful folly w'as drown’d, 

Pale with the golden la^am of an eyelash dead on the cheek. 
Passionless, pale, cold face* siar-swi*t»t on a glnoin profound ; 

W Oman Ll let, taking revenge too deep for a transient wnmg 
Done but in thought to your beauty, and ever os pale as before 
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Growinjf and failtrtg and growing upon me witlmut a aound, 
Luininnuft, geinlikcv glici^ttike, ik-ailiLike, half the night long 
Growing niul fading and growing, till I t^ukl War it nn more. 

Blit ar^se, and alJ by inyaeJf Jn my own dark garden ground, 
Linlening trow to the tide in ita liroad^flitng shipwit^cking roar, 

Koav to tije aeivani of a inaddeti^il tjeaeli dragged down by the ware, 
Walk’d in a w intry wind by a gliaaity glUitnier, and fouitd 
Tlie abimog daJlodil dead, aud Orion low bi hia grave. 


IV. 

I, 

A inilUon emeralds break from llie ntby-lniddeil lime'' 

In I he little grove where I sit — ah, wherefore eannot I be 
Like things of the season gay, tike the iMiuntiful season bland. 
When the far-off sail Is blown by the breejce of a softer elinie, 
Ilairdcrel in the liqtiiil azure bhaim of a ereaeeni of sea, 

Tlie siJent sapphi re-spa tigleU marriage ring of iJie land 1 


IT. 

Below me, there* is the village, and looks how quiet and small I 
And yet hubbies o'er like a city, witlj gossip, si'andal, and spile ; 

And Jack on Ids alediousc bench luts as many lies as a Czar ; 

And here on the landward side, by a red rot'k* gUmnHirs the Hall ; 
And up in t]ie high Hall-garden I sec her pass like n light ; 

But sorrow seize me if ever tJiat light be my leading starl 

lit. 

When have I ImwVl to her father, the wrinkled head of the race t 
I met her to-day with her brother* hut not to her brother I bow'd ; 

I Ijow'd to his lofly-sEster as she rode by on the moor ; 

But tlie fire of a foolish pride flash'd over her beautiful face, 

0 child, you wrong your iitnuty* believe it, in being so proud ; 

Yout father lias wealth well gotten, and 1 am uaineless and poor. 

IV. 

1 keep but a man and a maid* ever ready to slander and steal ; 

I know it, and smile a hard-aet smile* like a. stole, or like 

A wiser epicurean* and let the world Imve its way t 

For nature is one" with rapine, a harm no preacher can heal ; 

Tlie M.iyfly is tom by the swallow, the sparrow spear'd by the shrike. 
And the whole little wood where 1 sit is a world of plunder and prey. 


r. 

We are puppets* Man in his pride, and Beauty fair in her flower; 
Do we move outmdves* or are moved by an unsei^n hand at a game 
That pushes us off from (be board, and otliers ever succeed f 
All yet, we cannot l>e kind to each other here for an hour; 

'We whisper, and hint, and cliuckte* add grin at n brother's shame ; 
H>wever we brave tl out, we men are a little breed* 
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A monstmud eft was nf olil iIjo I^inl and Master of Earthy 
Tor him did Im high sun Jiaiiie, nad lus river billowing ran, 

And he felt hiiaaelf in Uh force to be KuLure's crowning race* 

As nine months go to the sliatiing an infant rijie for his liirth, 
nniny a million of ages have gone lo the iiiuking of man; 
lie now is first, but is he the last T is lie not too baisol 

vii 

Tlie man of aeieiice himself la foinler of phiry, and vain. 

An eye well-practitied in nature, a spirit bounded and piwir; 

The paasionaic lieart of iho poet is wliirl'd into folly and vice, 

I would not marvel at either, but keep a temiKTHtc hniUi; 

Por lint to desire or iidnnre, if a imn could learn it, wert* more 
Til an to walk all day like the sultan of old in a garden of spice, 

Yiin 

For the drift of the Maker is dark, an lats hid by the nih 

"SVIjo knows the ways of ilie vvorld, liow tiod will bring them about 1 

Onr planet is one, the suns are many, the wiwid is whle, 

8hall I weep if a I'oland fall T shall 1 shriek if a Hungary faiH 
Ur an infant civilization be nih'<l with rod or with knout ! 

/ tinve not made tlie world, and lie tlint made it will guide. 


tx. 

Be mine a philosophor'a life in the quiet woodland ways, 

Where if I eannol la* gay let a passionless jauice be iny lot, 

Far-off from the clamor of imm bedied in the hubbub of lies ; 

From tiie long-neekM git-se of the world lliat an- ever bissing dispraise 
Beeunse llieir naturea are little, and, wlitdher be heed it or not. 

Where each man walks with Uia heud in a cloud of iioisonous dies. 


And most of all would 1 flee from the cruel madness of love. 

The lioiiey of jujison-llowers and all the tneasurelcss ill. 

Ah Maud, you milk-white fawn, you are all unmeet for a wife. 
Your motlier is mute in her grave as her imnjn'^ in marble above ; 
Yiiur falher is ever in lAindun, you wander about at your will ; 
You have but fed on the roses and lain in the lilies of iife. 


V, 

t, 

A voice by the cedar tree 
In the meadow under the I lain 
8hc is singing an air that is known to 
me, 

A passionate ballad gallant and gay, 
A martial song like a IruinjH-rs eall! 
Singing alone in the morning of life. 


In thehappy mommgof lifeand of May, 
Singing of men that in baltle array, 
Iteiniy in heart and ready in hand, 
Mareli with banner and bugle and fJfc 
To the death, for tlieir native land, 

II, 

Maud wilh lier exquisite face, 

*And wild vdicc |H?aliug up to tlw 
sunny sky. 


MAUD. 


And likL* sunny gerat on an Eng- 
lish gm^Rj 

Maud in the light of her youth and 
her grai3e» 

Singing of lh*nth, and of Honor that 
cannot die, 

Till 1 well eould weep for a time ro 
aordid and mean, 

And tnyself ao languid and baao. 

iti. 

Silenev, l>eautifui voice 1 
Be still, for you only trouble llie 
mind 

^|^"ilh n joy in which 1 cannot rejoice, 
A glory I shall not find. 

Still! I will liearyini no more, 

For your RWeeincss hardly leaves me 
a choice 

But to move to the meadow and fall 
lie fore 

Her feel on the meadow grass, and 
atiore, 

Kot her, who is neither courtly nor 
kind, 

Eot her, not her, but a voice. 

VL 

1. 

Morning arises stormy and pale, 

Ko sun, but a wannish glare 
In foil! ufKin fold of huclcsB <dc>ud, 
And the budded jieuksof the woofiare 
bowM 

Caught and cuiTM by the gale: 

1 had f allied It would be fair, 

I!. 

Whom but Maud should I meet 
Last night, when the sunset bum'd 
On the blossom'd ga hi e-ends 
At the head of the %dilage street, 
Whom but Maud should f meet ! 

And she touch'd my hand with a smile 
so iweet, 

She made me divine amends 
For a courtesy not return'd. 

111. I 

And thus a delicate spark 
Of glowing and growing light 
Thro* the livelong hours of the dark 
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Kept itself warm in the heart of mj 
dn^ams. 

Really to burst in a color'd flame ; 
Till at last when the morning came 
In a clouil, it faded, and seems 
But an ashen-gray delight 

IV. 

What if with her sunny hair. 

And smile as sunny as cold. 

She meant to weave me a snare 
i>f some coquettish deceit. 

Cl e<i pa trad ike as of old 
To entangle me wdien we met. 

To have lier lion roll In a silken net 
And fawn at a victor's feet. 

V. 

Ah, what shall I lie at fifty 
Should Nature keep me alive. 

If 1 find the world so bitter 
When I am but twenty*flve f 
Yet, if she were not a cheat. 

If Maud Were all that she seem'd, 

And her smile were all that 1 d ream'd, 
Tlicn the worhl were not so hitter 
But a smile could make it sweet. 

VI. 

What if tbo* her eye seem'd full 
(If a kind Intent to me, 

What if that damly-flesjwt, he, 

That jewel I'd nipss of millinery, 

That oil'd ami curl'd Assyrian Bull 
Smelling of musk and of insolence, 
Her brother, from whom I keep aloof. 
Who wants the finer politic seiiie 
To mask, tho' but in his own behoof, 
With a glassy smile his brutal scorn ^ 
What if he had told lier yestermorn 
How prettily for his own sweet sake 
A face of tenderness might be feign'd, 
And a moist mirage in desert eyes. 
That so, when the rotten huslinga 
shake 

In another month to his brazen lies, 

A wretched vote may be gain'd. 

vif. 

For a raven ever croaks, at my side, 
Keep watch and ward, keep watch 
and ward. 


# 


446 


MAUD^ 


Or thi>u wilt ihHr tiwil. 

too, inyst'if fmni mywif I irusrti. 

For oftpti a ni«nV own anfftj pride 
Is cap and belli for a fooL 

Perhaps the smile and tender tone 
Came out of her pitying womanhood, 
Fur am 1 not^ am I not, here atone 
So many a summer since slie dieil, 

My mother, wlio was so gentle anc] 
good? 

Living alone hi an empty lionse, 

Here half-hid in the gleaming wood. 
Where 1 hear the ik-ad at midday 
moan, 

And the shrieking rush of the wainscot 
mouse, 

And my own and name In comers 
cried, 

When the shiver of dancing leaves Is 
thrown 

About its echoing chambers wide, 

Till a morbid liate and horror have 
grt>wn 

Of a world in which 1 haye liardly 
inixt. 

And a morbid eating lichen %t 
On a heart half 4 urn ’d to stoad^ 

IJL 

0 heart of stone, are you flesh, and 

caught 

By that you swore to withstand ! 

For what waa it else within me wrought 
But, 1 fear, the new strong wine of 
love. 

That made my tongue so stammer and 
trip 

When I saw the treasured splendor, 
her hand, 

Come sliding out of her sacred glove, 
And the suntigbt broke from her lip ? 

X* 

1 have play’d with her when a child ; 
She remeinlH^rs it now we meet. 

Ah well, well, well, 1 lauy be beguiled 
By some coquettish deceit. 

Yet, if she were not a cheats 


tf Maud were nil that she seem'd, 

And lier iniile lind all that I drt^am’d, 
Tlien tlie world were not so hitter 
But a smile could make It sweet. 

VIL 

I. 

Did 1 hear it half In a dore 
Long since, I know not w here ? 
Did ] dream it an hour ago, 

When asleep in this arm-chair T 

ti. 

Men were drinking together, 
Drinking and talking of me ; 

" Well, if it prove a girl, the boy 
Will have plenty : so let it be/' 

It!. 

Is it an echo of something 
Bead w'itli a boy's delight, 

Vjgiers noilding together 
In some Arabian night ? 

IV* 

Strange* that I hear two men, 
Somewhere* talking of me ; 

** Well* if it prove a girl, my boy 
Will have plenty; so let it be/' 

VI IL 

She came to the village church. 

And sat by a pillar alone ; 

An angel watching an urn 
Wept over her, carved in stone ; 

And once, but once, she lifted her 
eyes. 

And sudilenly, sweetly, strangely 
blush’d 

To And they were met by my own ; 
And suddenly, sweetly, tuy heart Wat 
stronger 

And thicker, until 1 heard no longer 
The snowy-banded, dilettante* 
IMicaie-handed priest intone; 

And thought, is it pride, and mused 
and sigh’d 

“ No surely, now it cannot be pride" 


J ^ 1 
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IX. 

1 was walkEnf? a mile, 

More tliaiT a mile from the shore, 
The Bun look'4 out with a smile 
lk*twixt thu elou<1 anil the moor. 
And Hdiiiji at »et of day 
<Jvc-r iLe dark riiiw>r land, 

UH|iidly riding: far away. 

She waved to me with her hand» 
There were two at her side, 
Sometidng flash'd in the sun, 

Down liy the hill 1 saw tliem ride. 

In a moment they were gone : 

Like a suilden sfuirk 

Struck vsinlj^ in the night. 

Then returns the dark 

With nn niore hope of light* 

X* 

K 

Siek, am 1 sick of a jealous dread ? 
Was not one of the two at her side 
Thw new-made lord, whose splendor 
plueks 

Tlie ilavifih hat from the villager's 
head ? 

Whose old grandfather has lately died, 
Gone to a blacker pit, for whom 
^rimy nakedness dragging his trucks 
And laying his trams in a poison'd 
gloom 

Wrought, till he crept from a gutted 
mine 

Master of half a servile shire, 

And left his coal all turn’d Into gold 

To a grandson, first of his nuUle lino, 
Eif k ia 1 h e grace gl 1 yo ra c n desire, 
StfSMiE.,!*! ilue i^ower that all men 
adt^rc. 

And simiK'r and set their voices lower, 
Anil soften as if to a girl, and hold 

A we-stricken breaths at a w'ork divine, 
Seeing his gewgaw castle shine. 

New as Ins title, built last year. 

There amid perky larches and pine. 
And over the sullen-purplo moor 
(Look at it) pricking a cockney ear. 

II. 

What, has he found my Jewel out t 

For one of tlie two that rode at her 
side 

1 Bound for the Hall, I am sure was he ! 
Bound for the Hall, and L tliiuk for a 
bride. 

Blithe would her brother's acceptance 
Ite* 

Mauil could W gracious too, no doubt 
To a lord, a captaiu, a |uiildetl shape, 

A bought commission, a waxen face, 

A rabbit mouth that is ever agape ^ 
Itoughl ! what is it he cannot buy t 
And therefore snlenetlc, jiereiojml, 
base, 

A wounded tiling with a raitcomus ery, 
At war with myself and a wretched 
race, 

Sick, sick to the heart of life, am 1* 

HI* 

I>ast w(H'k came one to the county 
town. 

To preach our poor Tittle army down, 
And play the game of the despot kings, 
1'ho’ tlie state has done It and thrice 
as widl : 

This broad-brimm'd hawker of holy 
things. 

Whose ear is eranini'd with Ms cotton, 
and rings 

Even in dreams to the chink of liU 
penee. 

This huckster put down war I can he 
tell 

Whether war bo a cause nr a conse- 
quence t 

Put down the passions that make 
earth Hell 1 

Down with ambition, avarice, pride, 
Jealousy, down 1 cut off from the mind 
The hitter springs of anger nncl fear ; 
Down ifMj, dow n at your own fireside. 
With the evil tongue and the evil ear, 
For each js at war with mankind. 

tv* 

I wish 1 could hear again 

The chivalrous battle suilg 
'I’hat she warhkHl alone in her joy I 

1 might p€»rguade myself then 

She wtmld not do herself this great 
wTong, 

To take u wanton dissolute boy 

For a man and leader of mem 


• 
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T, 

Ah Gi>d, for n nmn with heart, head, 
hand. 

Like aoine of the aim pie great ones 
gone 

y For ever and ever by, 

I One still alrong man in a blatant land, 
Wlmtever iliey call him, wJiat care I, 
Aristoerat, democrat, autocrat — oue 
Who can rule and dare ,ii<>t ii cj 

VI* 

And ah for a man to arise in me, 
That the man 1 am may cease to be 1 

XL 

1 * 

O let the solid ground 
Xot fail lieneatli my feet 
Before my life lias found 

What sutne have found so sweet ; 

. Then let come what come may. 

What matter if 1 go mad, 

1 aliall have had my day, 

II. 

Let the sweet heavens endure* 

Kot close and darken above me 
Before 1 am quite quite sure 
That there is one to love me; 

Then let eomc what come may 
To a life that has bcim so sad, 

1 shall have had my day* 

V 

XIL 

I, 

Birds in the high Hall -garden 
When twilight was falling, 

Maud, Maud, Maud* Maud, 

They were ciydug aiid calling, 

]j* 

Where was Maud ? in our wood ; 

And I* who else, was with her. 
Gathering w<»od|and lilies. 

Myriads blow togetiier. 

Ill* 

Birds in our wood sang 
Hinging thro' the valleys^ 

Maud is here, here* hero 
In among Uie UUes, 


I IV' 

I kiss'd her slender liand* 

I 8Ue took the kiss sedately; 

Maud is not seventeen* 

But she is tall and stately* 

V. 

I to cry out on pride 
Who liitve won Her favor! 

0 Maud were sure of Heaven 
M lowUuess could save her, 

VI, 

1 know the way she went 
Home with her maiden posy. 

For her fei^t have touched ttie meadows 
And left the daisies rosy* 

rn. 

Birds in the high Hall-garden 
Were crying and cal Ling to her, 
Where is Maud, *Vlaud, Maud ! 

Due is come to woo her* 

vni* 

Look, a horse at the door, 

And little King Charley snarling. 
Go back* my lonl, across the moor. 
You are not her darting* 

XIIL 

I, 

Seom'd, to be seom'd by one that I 
scorn, 

Is that a matter to make me fret ? 
That a cttlamity hard to be liome ? 
Well, he HI ay live to hate me yet. 
Fool that 1 mil to he vext with his pridcl 
I jmst him* 1 was crossing his lands ; 
lie stoo^l on the path a little aside; 
llis face* as I grant, in spite of spite. 
Has a broad'blowu comelineis, red 
am! white* 

And six feet two, as T Ihink, he stands; 
But his essi‘uees turn'd the live airsick, 
And barlmrous opulence jewel-thick 
Suim'd itmdf on his breast and bis 
haiuU* 

tL 

Who shall call me ungentle, unfair, * 

I long'd so heartily then and there 
To give him the gmsp of fellowship ; 
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ButVhUc I pagt he was humming an | 
air, 

StepI, and then with » riding whip 
Leisurely tapping a glossy boot. 

And curving a conlutneHtius Up, 
Gorgon iaeii me from head to foot 
With a stony B ritish alare> 

]iip 

Why sits he here in his father's chair T 
That old man never cornea to his place ; 
Shall J believe liiin ashamed to be 
seen I 

For only once, in the village street, 
Last year, I caught a glimpse of his 
fare, 

A gray old wolf and a lean. 

Seareely, now, would 1 call him a 
cheat ; 

For (ben, perhaps, as a child of doct*it, 
She might hy a true descent be untrue ; 
And Maud is ns true as Maud is sweet . 
Tho* 1 fun<*y her sw-eetness only ilue 
To the sweeter blood by tlic other side j 
Her niulher has been a thing complete, 
However she came to be so allied. 

And fair without, faithful within, 
Maud to him is nothing nlctn . 

Borne peculiar mystic grace 
Made her only the ciiihl of her umiUor, 
And heap’d the whole Inlicrited sin 
On tliat huge scaiK*gnat of the race, 
All, alt piKUi the brotlicr, 

IV, 

Peace, anjpy spirit, ami let him l>e I 
Haj not bis sister smiled On me t 

XIW 

h 

Maud has a garden of roses 
And lilies fair on a lawn ; 

There she walks in her state 
AtkI tends upon bed and bower. 

And ililthor 1 climb'd at dawn 
And stood by her g.arden-galc; 

A lion ramps at the top, 

He is cUapt by a passion-fioireri 

II. 

Maud's own little oak-room 
(Which Maud, Like a precious stone 


Set in the heart of the earveti gloom^ 
Lights wdth herself, when alone 
She sits by her music and bfioki 
And her brother lingers late 
With a roystering com|iany) looks 
rpmi Maud's owm garden*gate : 

And i thought as 1 stood, If a hand, 
as white 

As ocean-foam in the mnon, were laid 
On the hasp of the window, and my 
Delight 

Had a sudden desire, like a glorious 
ghost, to glide, 

Like a bt^am of the seventh Ilcavcn, 
down to my side, 

There were but a step to be made. 

HI,. 

Tfic fancy flatter'd my mind. 

And again seem'd overbold ; 

Now I tbought that she cared for me. 
Now I (bought she was kind 
Only because she w'as cold. 

IV. 

T heard no sound where T stood 
Hut the rivulet on from the laxvn 
Punning down to my owm dark wood; 
Ur the voice of the long sea-wave as 
it swell 'd 

Kow and then in the dim-gray dawn ; 
But ! look'd, and round, all round the 
bouse I beheld 

The death-white curtain drawn ; 

Felt a horror over me ert^ep, 

IMckle my skin and catch my hreath. 
Knew that the dentb-white curtain 
meant but sleep, 

Yet I shudder'd ami thought like a 
fool of the sleep of death. 

XV. 

So d.ark a mind within me dwells, 

And I make myself such evil cheer, 
Tliai if / Im? dear to some one else, 
Then some one else may have ui uch 
lo fear ; 

But if / l>e dear to some one else, 
Tlien 1 should be to myself more 
dear. * 
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Shall 1 not take care of all that I think* 
YeaoT'n of wretched meat and drink. 
If 1 be dear, 

If 1 bo dear to Bome one eke. 


XVI 

L 

Hub lump of oarth liaa left htB oBtaie 
The lighter hy the loaa of his %veigiit ; 
And BO that ho find what he went to 
aevk, 

And fulaome Pleasure clog him, and 
drown 

His heort in the gross tnud-honcj of 
town* 

He may stay for a year who has gone 
for a week: 

But this is the dny when I must speak, 
And I see my Oread coming down, 

() this is the day 1 

0 benotiful creature, what am 1 
That 1 dare to look her way; 

Til ink 1 may hold liominion sweet, 
Lord of the pulse that is lord of her 
breast, 

And dream of her beauty with tender 
dread, 

From the delicate jVrab areh of her 
feet 

To the grace that, bright and light as 
the crest 

Of a p(‘aeock, liu on her shining head, 
And she knows it not: O, if she knew it. 
To know herbeanty might half undo it. 
] know it the one bright thing to save 
My yet young life in the wilds of Time, 
Perliaps from madness, iierhaps from 
crime. 

Perhaps from a selfish grave. 

n. 

What, if she be fastened to this fool 
lord. 

Dare I bid her abide by Iver word I 
Bhould I love her so well if she 
Had given her word to a thing so low T 
Shall ! love her as well if she 
Can break her word were it even for 
me? 

1 tnist that it ia not so* 


III* 

Catch not my breath, O clamoroui 
heart, 

I..et not niy tongue be a thrall to my 
eye. 

For f THUS I tell her before we part, 

1 must tell her, or die* 

XVIL 

Go not, happy day. 

From the sbltiing fields. 

Go not, happy day. 

Till the maiden yields* 

Kosy is the West, 

Rosy is the South, 

Roi«es are her chet^ks. 

And a rosi^ her 
When the happy Ves 
Falters from her lips, 

Pass and blush the news 
Over glowing ships ; 

Over blowing sicas, 

Over seas at rt^st. 

Pass the happy newt. 

Blush it thro' the West; 

TUI the rod man dance 
By his red cedarUree, 

Anil tlie red matrs babe 
Leap, bc'yond the sea- 
Blusb from West to Fast, 

Blush from East to West* 

TUI tlie West is East, 

Blush it thro' the West, 

Rosy is the West, 

Roity ia the ^nmth, 
liosc's are her chei^ks. 

And a rose her mouth. 

XV HI. 


T have led her home, my love, my 
only friend. 

There is none like her, none* 

And never yet so warmly ran my 
blood 

And sweetly, on and on 

Calming itself to the long-wish'd-for 
end, 

Full to the banks, close on the prom- 
ised good. 
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ii. 

None like her, none. ^ 

Ju 8 l now the ilry-tongued laurele 
pattering talk 

BeemM her light foot along the 
gnrtleti walk. 

And sliook my heart to tliink «he 
cornea once iiiopc ; 

Out even then I heard lier close the 
door, 

The galea of Heaven are closed, and 
she is gone. 







s 
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III. 

There Is none like her, none. 

Nor will be when our siiiuiiiera have 
deceaserl. 

O, art thou sighing for TA'hanon 
In the irmg hvK^tL- that streams to thy 
delicious East, 

Sighing for Udianon, 

Dark cellar, tlio* thy limbs have here 
increased, 

Upon a pastoral slope as fair, 

And looking to the South, and fed 
\Vith honey’d rain and deHcaUs air. 
And ha u uteri by ilje starry head 
Of her whose gentle will lias cliangcd 
iny fate, 

And made my life a iierfumed altar^ 
dame; 

Atnl over whom thy darkness must 
have spn*ad 

With such delight aa theirs of old, 
thy great 

Forefathers of the thornless garden, 
there 

Shadowing the snowdimb’d Kve from 
wliom she came. 


IV. 

Here will I lie, while these long 
branches sway, 

And you fair stars that crown a 
happy day 

Go in and out as if at meiry play, 

Who am no more m all forUirn, 

As when it seem’d far belter to be 
born 

To labor and the mattock-harden’d 
band. 


Than nursed at case and brought to 
understand 

A sad astrology, Uie boundless plan 

That makes you lyrauis in your iron 
skief. 

Innumerable, pitiless, passionless eyes, 

CohTflrt'S, yet with jiower to bum and 
brand 

His notbingneas into man. 

T. 

But now sbine on, and what care T, 

Who iu this stoTiny gulf have found a 

pearl 

The counmri'barm of space and hol- 
low sky. 

And do accept my mailness,and would 
dio 

To save from sonio slight shame one 
simple girL 


VI. 

Would die ; for sullen-seeming Death 
may give 

More life to Imvc than ia or ever was 

In our low world, where yet Tu sweet 
to live. 

Let no one ask mo how it came to 
imss ; 

ft seems that I am happy, that to me 

A livelier emerald twinkles in the 
grass, 

' A purer sapphire melts into the sea. 

vti. 

Not die; but live a life of truest 
breath. 

And teach true life to fight with 
mortal wrongs. 

O, why should Love, like men m 
drinking-songs, 

Spice Ids fair banquet with the dust 
of death 1 

Make answer, Maud my bliss, 

Maud made my Maud by that long 
loving kiss, 

Life of my life, wilt thou not answer 
this 'i 

“The dusky strand oi Ikath inwoven 
here 

With dear love’s tie, makes Love 
himself more dear.'* 
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viit. 

Is that etiehttntcd moan only the 
swell 

Of the long wares tliai ro]l in yonder 
bay \ 

And 1 1 ark the clock within, the sUrer 
knell 

Of twelve sweet hours that past in 
bridal white/ 

And died to live, long as my pulses 
play; 

Bui now by this my lore has closed 
her sight 

And givcii false death her hand, and 
stolen away 

To drcainful wastes where footless 
fancies dwell 

Among the fragments of the golden 
day* 

May nothing there her maiden grace 
afl'Hght 1 

Dear licart, 1 feel with thee the 
drtiwsy spell. 

My bride to be, my evermore delight, 

My own hearths heart,. my ow^nesi own, 
fa re Weil ; 

It is but for a little space I go : 

And ye meanwhile far over moor and 
fell 

Beat to the noiseless music of the 
night I 

Has our whole earth gone nearer to 
the glow 

Of your soft splendors that you look 
so bright ^ 

I have eiimb*d nearer out of lonely 
Hell. 

Beat, happy stars, timing with things 
lielow. 

Beat with my heart more blest than 
heart can tell, 

Blest, but for some dark undercurrent 

W'tKf 

That seems to draw — but it shall not 
be so: 

Let all be well, be well. 

XIX. 

I. 

Her brother is coming back to-night, 

Breaking up my dream of delight. 


tt. 

My dream % do I dream of bliis ! 

I iiave walk'd awake with Trutlu 

0 when did a morning shine 

So rich in ajiniepicnt as this . 

For my dark'dawniug youth. 
Darken'd watching a mother decline 
And that dead man at her heart and 
mine; 

For who was left to watch lier but 1 1 
Vet so did I let my freshness die. 

in, 

1 trust that I did not talk 
To gentle Maud in our walk 
(For often in lonely w’aiide rings 

1 have cum*d him even to lifeless 
thitigs) 

Bui 1 trust that I did not talk, 

Not touch on her father's sin : 

I am sure I did but speak 
Of my mo tiler's faded clieek 
When il slowly gn-w so thin, 

That 1 felt she was slowly dying 
Text with lawyers and harass'd with 
debi: 

For how often I caught her with eyes 
all wet, 

Shaking her head at her son and sigh- 
ing 

A world of trouble witbiu 1 

IT, 

And Maud loo, Maud was moved 
To speak of the mother she loved 
As one scarce less forlorn, 

Dying abroad and it seems apart 
From him who had ceased to share 
her heart, 

And ever mourtiing over the feud, 
The household F'ury sprinkled with 
blood 

By whicli our houses are tom : 

How strange was what she said, 

Wiien only Maud anti the broUier 
Hung over her dying bed — 

That Maud's dark father and mine 
Had bound us one to the other, 

Bet ro tiled us over their wine. 

On the day when Maud was bom; 
Seal'd lier mine from her first sweet 
breath* 
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Mine, mine by a right, from birth till 
death. 

Mine, mine — our falher* have awomn 

V, 

Bnt the true blood ipilt had in it a 
heat 

To diesoive the precious seal on a 
bond. 

That, if left wncanceU'il, had been so 
sweets 

And none of us thought of a some- 
thing beyond, 

A desire that awoke in the heart of 
the child, 

As it were a duty done to the tomb, 
To be friends for her sake, to be re- 
conciled 1 

And 1 was cursing them and my 
doom, 

And letting a dangerous thought run 
wild 

While often abroad in tfie fragrant 
gloom 

Of foreign churches — I ace her 
there, 

Bright English lilj^ breathing a 
prayer 

To be friends, to be reconciled ! 

Tt. 

But then what a flint is he? 

Abroad, at Florence, at Home, 

1 And whenever she touch'd on mo 
This brother had latigli’d her down. 
And at last, wlien each eanie home, 
Jle liad darken'd into a frown, 

Chid her, and forbid her to speak 
To me, her friend of the years be- 
fore ; 

And this was what had redden'd her 
cheek 

Wlicn 1 bow'd to her on the moor. 

TII, 

Yet Maud, altho' not blind 

To the fauhs of hts heart and mind, 

I see she cannot but love him. 

And says he is rough hut kind, 

And wishes mo to approve him. 

And tells mo, wbou she Jay 


Hick once, with a fear of worse. 

Then lie left his wine and horses and 
play. 

Sat with her, read to her, night and 
day. 

And tended her like a nurse. 

VIII, 

Kind ? but the deathbed desire 
Spurn'd by this heir of the liar — 
Hough but kind T yet I know 
He has plotted against me in this, 
That tie plots against me still. 

Kind to .Maud T that were not amiss. 
Well, rough but kind ; why let it be 
so: 

For shall not Maud have her will t 


IX. 

For, Maud, so tender and true. 

As long as my life endures 
I feel r sliall owe you a debt, 

'J1mt I tMiver can hope to pay; 

And if ever I should forget 
That 1 owe this debt to you 
And for your sweet- sake to yours; 
tJ then, what then shall I say I — 

If ever 1 tkttidd forget, 

May God itnike me more wretched 
Tliau ever 1 have been yet I 

X. 

So now I have sworn to bm^^ 

All this dead boily of hate, 

I feel so free and so clear 
By the loss of tliat dead weight. 

That I should grow light-headed, I 
fear. 

Fan fast ieaily merry ; 

But that her brother comes, like a 
blight 

On my fresh hope, to the Hall to 
night, 

XX. 

1. 

Strange, that I felt so gay, 

Strange, that / tried to*day 
To bc^guile her melanehoLy ; 

The Sultau, as we name hinv-^ 
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Sho [ijclnot wish to blame him ^ 

But he Text lier atifl perplex t her 
With hia worldly talk and folly: 

Wa» it II tie lo reprove her 
For St call ni:^ out of view 
From a little laxy lover 
Who but claims hur as hii clue 1 
Or for chilling his tiart^sscs 
By the coldness of her inatmera, 

Kay, the plainness of her drcMeat 
Kow 1 know her but in two. 

Nor can pronounce u]k>ii it 
Jf one should ask me whether 
The habit, hat, and feather, 

Or the frock and gipsy bonnet 
Be the neater and completer; 

For nothing can lie swti^ter 
Than maiden Maud in either, 

II. 

But to-morrow, if we live. 

Our ponclerons squire will give 
A grand political dinner 
To half the nquirelings near ; 

And Maud will wear her jewels. 

And the bird of prey will hover, 

And the titmouse liope to win her 
With his chirrup at her car, 

in. 

A grand political dinner 
To the men of many acres, 

A gathering of tlw T»ty, 

A dinner and then a dance 
For the maids and marriage-makers, 
And every eye but mine will glance 
At Maud in ail her glory. 

IV, 

For I am not invited, 

Bui, with the Sultan's pardon, 

I am all as well deliglUed, 

For I know her own rotte-garden, 

And mean to Unger in it 
Till the dancing will lie over ; 

And then, oh then, come out to me 
For a minute, but for a minute, 

Come out to your own true lover. 
That your true lover may k .‘0 
Your glory also, and render 
All hontage to his own darling, 

Queen Maud in all her s|dendoF. 


XXI. 

Rivulet crossing my ground, 

And bringing me down from the 
Bail 

Tills garden-rose that I found, 
('orgetful of Maud and me. 

Ami Lost in trouble and moving round 
Here at the iiead of a tinkling fall, 
And trying to pass to the sea ; 

O Rivulet, born at the Hall, 

My Maud has sent it by thee 
fif 1 read her sweet will right) 
t)n a hlushing miMton to me, 
trying ID odor and color, **Ab, ha 
Among tiie roses to-night.'' 

XXIL 

I. 

Come into the garden, ^faud. 

For the blac^k bat, night, Uai down, 
Come into the garden, Maud, 

1 am here at tlic gate alone ; 

And the woodbine spices are wafted 
abroad, 

.And the musk of the rose U blown. 

II. 

For a breeze of morning moves. 

And the planet of Love is on high,^ 
Beginning to faint in the iighi that 
slie loves 

On a bed of dafftxlU sky, 

To faint in tbc light of the sun she 
loves. 

To faint in Ills light, and to die. 

III. 

All night have the roses heard 
The dute, violin, bassoon ; 

All night has the casement jessamine 
stirrM 

To the dancers dancing in tune ; 
Till a silence fell with the waking 
bird, 

And a hush with the setting moon. 

I 

( I said lo the lily, “ Tlicre is but one 
B'ith whom she has heart to Ite gay. 
When will the dancera leave her 
alone t 
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She U weary of dance and play.” 
Kow half to the acttlnit moon are gone, 
And half to the rUing day ; 

|Low on the aond and loud on the 

1 atone 

I The laat wheel eehoea away, 

T, 

I iaid to the roae, ‘^Tlie brief night 
goes 

In babble and rerel and wine, 

0 young lonblorcr^ what aigba are 
those, 

For one that will never tie tliinc 1 
But mine^ but mine/' bo 1 iware to 
the rote, 

"For ever and ever, mine ” 

Tl. 

And the loul of Uio rose went Into 
my blood. 

As the music clash'd in the ball ; 
And long by the garden lake 1 sloc^ 
For I heard your rivulet fall 

From the lake to the meadow and on 
to the wood. 

Our wood, tiiat if dearer than all ; 

VII. 

From the meadow your walks have 
left so sweet 

That whenever a March-wind sighs 
He sets the jewel-print of your feet 

In violets blue as your eyet, 

To the woody hollows in which we 
meet 

And the valleys of Paradise. 

vut. 

The slender acacia would not shake 
One long milk-bloom on the tree ; 
The wliite lake-blossoni fell into the 
lake 

As the pimpernel dozed on the leaj 
But the rosF^^^awake all night for 
your sake, 

Knowing your promise to me ; 

The lilies and roses were all awake, 
They sigh'd fur the dawn and thee. 

IX. 

Queen rose of the roiobud garden of' 
girls, 

Clome luthcr, the dances are done, 

In gloss of satin and glimmer of 
pearls, 

Queen lily and rose In onej 

Shine out, little head, sunning over 
with curls, 

To the flowers, and be their sun. 

X. 

There hat fa lien n splendid tear 

From the passion-flower at ilie gate. 

She it coming, my dove, my dear ; 

She is eoming, my life, my fate; 

The red rote ciiet, ** She is near, she 
li near; ” 

And the white rose weeps, She is 
late ; ” 

The larkspur listens, " I hear, 1 hear; ” 

And tlic lily wliltpcrs, ** 1 wait," 

xt. 

Sho it coming, my own, my sweet ; 

Were it ever so airy a tread, 

My heart would hear her and Iient, 

Were U earth In an earthy la*d ; 

My dutt would hear her and Iwat, 

Had L lain for a century dead ; 

Would start and tremble under her 
feet, 

And blottom In purple and red. 

PART IL 

I 

1. 

fault wo* mine, the fault waa 
mine " — 

^Vlly am I tilting here so stunn’d and 
Btill, 

riucking the harmleBs wiJd-flower on 
the lull t — 

It is this guilty hand ! — 

And there rites ever a passionate cry 

From underneath In tlic darkening 
land — 

What is it, that has bi-en done I 

O dawn of Eden bright over earth 
and sky, 

Tlic fires of Hell brake out of thy 
rising sun, 

Tlie fires of Ikdl and of Hate ; 

For she, sweet soul, had hardly Btmkcn 
a word. 
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llT • 

I Is It gont^ T my ]>uUe» beat ^ 

IWJiat WM ill a Ijfing trick of the 

I brain f 

■Yet 1 tlmughl I snw bcr stand, 

I A shadow fJierc- at my feet, 

iHigh over the shadowy land. 

lit is gone; and the iieavena fall in a 

I , gentle min, 

■When they should burst and drown 
with deluging storms 
The feeble vassals of wtne and anger 
auil lust, 

The little hearts that know not how 
to forgive ; 


I When her brother ran in his rage to 
I the gate, 

I He came with the liabe-faeed lord : 

I Heaird on her terms of disgrace, 

I And while she wept, and I strove to 
I be cool, 

I He fiercely gave me the lie, 

I iill 1 with as flense an. anger spoke, 

I And ho stniek me, madman, over the 
I face, 

I ^^ruQk me before the languid fool, 

I « ho was gaping and grinning by ; 

I Struck for himself an evil stroke; 

I iV rought for his house an irredeem- 
I able woe; 

I For front to front in an hour we stood, 

I And a intliion horrihio bellowing 
echoes broke 

I From the red-ribb\I hollow behind 
the wood, 

I And thunder d up into Heaven the 
I Christ less cwlc, 

ITImt must have life lor a blow. 

I Ever and ever afresh they seem’d to 
I grow. 

I ^ fading eye ? 

■''IJie fault was mine," he whisper’d. 

" fly I " f 

glided out of the joyona wood 
■The ghastly Wraith of one that I 
I know ; 

lAnd then? rang on a sudden a pas- 
I aionate cry, 

■ A cry for a brother’s blood : 

lit will ring in my heart and my ears. 

■ till I die, till I die. 


Arise, my God, and strike, for we hold 
Thee Just, 

Strike dead the whole weak race of 
venomous worms. 

That sting each other hett^lnthediut: 
We are not worthy to live. 

IL 

I. 

See what a lovely shell, 

Small and pure as a pearl, 

Eying close to my foot. 

Frail, but a work divine. 

Made so fairily well 
With delicate spire and whorl. 

How exquisitely minute, 

A luiracle of design 1 


What is it ? a learned man 
Could give it a clumsy name. 
Let him name it who can, 

IThe beauty wouid he the same. 


T!ie tiny cell is forlorn. 

Void of the little living will 
That made it stir on the shore. 

Did he stand at the tlianiond door 
f>f his house in a rainbow frill T 
Util he push, when lie was uncurl’d, 
A golden foot or a fairy horn 
'I'liro* his dim water- world I 

rv. 

Slight, to he crush’d with a tap 
Df my finger-nail on the sand, 
Small, but a work divine. 

Frail, but of force to withstand, 
I'car upon year, the shock 
Of cataract seas that snap 
The three decker’s oaken spine 
Athwart the ledges of rock. 

Here on the Breton strand! 


Breton, not Briton ; hero 

Like a shipwreck’d man on a coast 

Of ancient fable and fear 
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Plapiiod with a flittmjsr to and fro, 

A disease, a bard iiKH^lmnie ftboat 
That never came from un liigh 
Kor ever arose from below, 

Htit only niovoa with tJn* moving eye. 
Flying a tong the bind and the main — 
^Yhy should it look like Maud ? 

Am r to be overawed , 

By what 1 cannot but know 
Is a juggle bom of tlie brain T 

VI. 

Back from the Breton coast, ^ 

8lck of a nameless fear. 

Back to tike dark seadine 
Looking, thinking of aJJ f have lost; 
An old song vexes my ear; 

But that of Lamech U mine* 

V I I. 

For years, a nK'asureieR!i ilt. 

For years, for ever, to part^ — 

But she, she wnuhl love me still; 

Ami as long, t j fiod, as she 
Ba%*e a grain of love for me. 

So long, no doulkt, no d<iubt. 

Shall 1 nurse in my ilarlc lieart. 
However weary, a spark of will 
Not to be trampliHl out. 

VIII. 

Strange, that the mind, when fraught 
With a passion ao intense 
Cine would think that it well 
Might drown all life in the eye, — 
Thai it should, by ladng so over* 
wrought. 

Suddenly strike on a sharper sense 
For a shell, or a flower, little lliings 
WJiich else would have l>eeii past by! 
Ami now I rcmemlKT, I, 

When he lay dying there, 

Lnoticed one of his many rings 
(For he had many, poor worm) and 
thought 

It is hit mother*! bair, 

IX, 

Who knows if he lie dead I 
Whether I need liave lied t 
Am I guilty of blood I 


However this may be, 

Comfort her, comfort her, all things 
good, 

While 1 am over the sea ! 

Let me anti my passionate love go by. 
But sp(>ak to her all things lioly and 
high, 

Whatever happen to me! 

Me and my harmful love go by ; 

But conic to her waking, find her 
asleepi 

Powers of the lieight, Powers of the 
deep. 

And comfort her tho* I die. 

nr. 

Courage, poor heart of stone f 
I will not Hsk thee why 
'Hiou eanst not understand 
'Hiat ihou art left for ever alone : 
Courage, poor stupid heart of stone, — 
Or if 1 ask tliee why. 

Cure not thou to reply : 

She is hut dead, and the time it at 
hand 

When thou shall more than die- 
JV. 

I, 

O that Twere possible 
After long grief and fiaiu 
To find the arms of my true love 
Bound me once again ! 

If, 

When T was wont to meet her 
In the Silent womly places 
By the lioine that gave me birth, 

We st(M»d trancetl in long embraces 
MiKt with kisses sweeter sweeter 
Than anything on earth. 

Ilf. 

A shadow Hits Wfore me, 

Kot thou, but like to thee: 

Ah Christ, that it were possible 
For one short hour lo see 
The sou Is we loved, that they might 
tell us 

Wliat and where they be. 
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IV. 

It lertdi me* forth at cronhi^, 

It Jigtitlj wbvh and sti^nls 
In a cold white rohe before me, 

When all iny spirit reels 

At the slioiitB, the lengues of light*, 

And tlic roaring of tlic wltcels^ 

V. 

Half the night I waste in sight, 

Half in dreams 1 sorrow after 
The clelight of eorly skies ; 

In a wakeful doze I sorrow 
For the hand, tlie lips, the ejet, 

For the meeting of the morrow, 

Tlie delight of lLapp 3 ' laugliter. 

The delight of low replies. 

vn 

'Tit a morning pure and sweet* 

And a dew)* splendor falls 
On the tiiile flower that clings 
To the turrets and the walls ; 

**118 a moniing pure and sweet, 

And the light and shadow fleet j 
She is w'alking in the meadow. 

And the wocHlIand echo rings ; 

In a moment we shall meet ; 

Biic Is singing In the meadow 
And the rivulet at her feet 
Itipples on in light and shadow 
To the ballad that the sing*. 

Ttl. 

Do I hear her sing as of old* 

Wy bird with the shining head, 

Wy own dove with the lender eye T 
But there rtnga on a sudden a jms- 
sionate cry. 

There is some one dying or dead, 
.And a sullen thunder is roll'd ; 

For a tumult shakes the city. 

And I wake, njy dream is fled ; 

In tiie shuddering dawni, Whojd, 
Without knowledge, without pity. 

By the curtains of my beiT 
That abiding phantom cold. 

VlII. 

Get thee hence, uor come again. 


Mix not im*mory with douM, 
Pass, thou deathlike type of pain. 
Pass ami <Tase to move al>ont I 
'’I'is the blot upon the brain 
Tliat witi show itself without- 


IX. 

Then I rise, tb« eavedrops fall. 
And the yellow vapors choke 
The great city sounding wide ; 
The day comes, a dull red hall 
Wrapt In drifts of lurid smoke 
On the misty river-tide. 


X. ! 

Thro' the hnhhnb of the market 
1 steal, A wasted frame, 

It emsset here, it crosses lliere, ’ 

Thro' all that crowd confused and 
loud, 

The shadow still the same j | 

And on my henv)’ eyelids - 

angulsli hangs like sJiame. 


XI. 

Alas for her that met me, 

That hearti me softly call, 

Came glimmering thro' the laurels 
At the quiet t venfall, 

In the ganlen by the turrets 
Of the old manorial hall. 


Xlf. 

Would the happy spirit descend, 
From the realms of light and song, 
In the chamber or the street. 

As she looks iiniong the blest. 
Should 1 fear to greet my friend 
Or to sa)' " Forgive the wrong,” 

Or to ask her, '* Take me, sweet. 

To the regions of thy rest ” ! 


Xlll. 

Blit ttiO broad light glares and beats, 
And the shadow flits and fleeU 
And will not lei me be ; 

And 1 loathe the squares and streets^ 
And Ihc faces that one mf?ets, 

Ilearis with no love for me: 

Always 1 long to creep 
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Into iome «tUl cuvem deep. 

There to weep, and weep, and weep 
My whole taul out to thee. 

V* 

1 , 

Dead, lon^t dead, 
hong dead I 

And my heart la a handful of dust, 
And the wheels ffo over my head, 
And my bonea are aliaken with pain, 
For into a Bhaltow grave they are 
thrust, 

Only a yard beneath the atfcet, 

And the hoofa of tJie iioraea beat, 
Iwat, 

The hoofs of the horses beat, 

Beat into my scalp and my brain, 
With never an end to tlie stream of 
passing feet, 

Briving, hurrying, marrying, butying. 
Clamor and rumble, and ringing and 
clatter, 

And here beneath it is all aa bad, 

For I thought the dead bad peace, but 
It is not so ; 

To have no peace in the grave, is that 
not sad t 

But up and down and to and fro, 
Ever alK>ui me the dead men go; 

And then to hear a dead map ehatler 
Is enough to drive one mad. 

11 . 

Wretchedest age, since Time began, 
Tfiey cannot oven bury a man ; 

And tho* we paid our tithes in the 
days that are gone, 

Not a bell was rung, not a prayer was 
read ; 

It is that which makes tis loud in tlie 
world of tlie fiead ; 

There is none that dues bis work, not 
one ; 

A touch of their office might have 
sufficed. 

But the cliurcbmen fain would kill 
their church, 

As the churches liave kill'd their 
Christ- 


I Iff. 

fw, there is one of us sobbing, 

No limit to his distress ; 

And another, a lord of all things, 
praying 

To his own great self, as T guess ; 

And another, a statesman there, be- 
traying 

His party-secret, fool, to the press ; 
And yonder a vile physician, blnhhing 
The case of his patient — all for 
what I 

To tickle the maggot bom in an 
empty head. 

And wheedle a world that loves him 
not. 

For it is but a world of the dead. 

IV. 

Xothfng but idiot gabble ! 

For the propliecy given of old 
And then not understood, 

Has come to pass as foretold ; 

Kot let any nmn think for the public 
good. 

But babble, merely for babble. 

For I never whisper'd a private affair 
Within the hearing of cat or mouse, 
No, not to myself in the chiiH^t alone, 
But 1 iK^ard It shouted at once from 
the top of the house ; 
Everythiug came to be known, 

Who told him we were thcfcT r ^ 


T* 

Not that gray old wolf, for ho came 
not back 

From the wilderness, full of wolves, 
where he u«d to lie ; 

He has gather'd the bones for his 
o'ergrown whelp to crack ; 

Crack them now for yourself, and 
howl, and die* 


I^ophet, curse me the blabbing lip. 
Ami curse me the British vermin, the 
rat ; 

I know not whether he came lu the 
Hanover sinp. 


i 
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Bui I know llmt he Uea and listens 
mute 

In an ancient mnnsion’s crannieA and 
holes ; 

Arsenic, arsenic, sure, wnuU! do it, 

Except til at now we poison our babes, 
poor souls I 

II is all used up for that. 

vn. 

Tell him now : ibo is stamling liere at 

my liea*! ; , . , 

Not beautiful now, not even kind ; 

He may take her now ; for she never 
speaks her mind. 

But Is ever the one thing silent here. 

She Is not of us, as 1 divine ; 

She eomes from another stiller world 
of the dea«l. 

Stiller, not fairer than mine. 

Till, 

But 1 know where a ganlen grows, 

Fairer limn aught in the world be* 
side, 

All made up of the lily and rose 

Til at blow by night, when the season 
is gooil, ^ 

To the souml of dancing nrnstc and 
dutea ; 

It is only flowers, they had no fruits, 

And 1 almost fear they are not roaes, 
but blood j 

For the keeper was one, so full of 
pride, 

He linkt a dead man there to a spcc- 
iml bride ; 

For he, if he had not been a Sultan of 
brutes, 

Would he have that hole in Ids side t 


IX. 

But what will the old man wy t 
He laid a cruel snare in a pit 
To catch a friend of mine one stormy 
day ; 

Yet now 1 could even weep to think 


of it; 

For wlrat will the old man say 
Wlien lie eomes to tlie second corpse 
in the pit I 


Xi 

Friend, to be struck by the public 
foe, 

Tiien to strike 1dm and lay him low. 

Til at were a public merit, far, 

Whatever the Quaker holds, from 
sin ; 

But the re<l life spilt for a private 
blow — 

I swear to you, lawful and lawless 
war 

Are scarcely even akin. 


XI. 

0 me, why hare they not buried mo 

deep enough ! 

Is it kind to have made me a grave so 
rough, 

>re, that was never a quiet sleeper f 
Maybe still I am but half-dead ; 

Then I cannot be wholly dumb ; 

1 will ery to the steps above my head 
And somebody, surely, some kind 

heart will come 
To bury me, bury me 
l>eepcr, ever so little deeper. 


PART III. 
VI. 


My life has crept so long on a broken wing 
Tliro^ cells of madness, liaunts of horror and fear. 
That I come to be grateful at last for a little tbingt 
My mood is changed, for it fell at a time of year 
When the face of night is fair on iJie dewy downs. 
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And the flhininit dafTodil dies, nnd the ChAJioteer 
And itaro' han^r like glodotis crowns 

Orer * |cr»Te low down in tlie west, 

That like a siient lij^htninpr imdcr the stars 

Bhe soemM to divide in a dream from a hand of the blest^ 

And spoke of a hope for the world in the coming wars — 

And in that liope, dear soul, let trouble have rest. 

Knowing I liiny for tlieo/* and pointed to Mara 
As he glow'd like a ruddy sMeld on Uie Lion's breast. 

It. 

And it was but a dream, yet it yielded a dear delight 
To have look’d, tlm* but in a dream, upon eyes so fair. 

That had been in a weai^ world my one thing bright; 

And It was but a dream, yet it tighten'd my despair 

When 1 thought lliat a war would arise In defence of the rights 

That an Iron tyranny now should bend or cease, 

The glory of manUc^ stand on his ancient height, 

Kor Britain's one sole God lie the millionaire t 
Ho more shall commerce be all in all, and Fetce 
Pipe on her pastoral hillock a languid note. 

And watch her harvest ri]>en, her herti increase, 

Kor the cannon-bullet rmi on n slotliful shore, 

And the cobweb woven across the cannon^'s throat 
Shall shake its threaded tears in 11 le wind no more. 

tn. 

j. And as months ran on and rumor of battle grew, 

^ ** Jt is time, it is time, O passionate heart,'* said I 

(For 1 cleavtHi to a cause that I felt to be pure and true}, 

** It is lime, Cl passionate heart and morbid eye, 

^ That old hysterical mock -disease should die. ^ 

And I stood on a giant deck and mix'd my breath 
^ With a loyal people shouting a battle cry, 

^ Till 1 saw the dreary phanlom arise and dy 

Far into the North, and battle, and seas of deatK 


IV. 

Let it go or star, so 1 wake to tbe higher aims 
Of a land tliai has lost for a little her lust of gold, 

And love of a pt^ace that was full of wrongs and shames. 
Horrible, hateful, monstrous, not to be told; 

And hail once more to the banner of battle unudl'dl 
Tbo' many a light shall darken, and many shall weep 
For those that are crush'd in the clash of Jarring daims. 
Yet (lod's just wrath shall be wreak'd on a giant iiar; 
And many a darkness into the light shall leap, 

And shine in the sudden making of splendid names. 

And noble thought be freer under the sun. 

And the heart of a people beat with one desire ; 
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For the peue, th*^i 1 deem'd no peace, I* over and done. 

And now by the aide of the Black end the Baltic deep. 

And deathful-grinnintr moutht of the forirew, damea 
The blood-r^ blosaoin of war with a heart of fire, 

T. 

Let it flame or fade, and the war roll down like a wind, 

We hare proved we have hearta in a cauRe, we are noble *till. 
And myself have awaked, aa it aeems, to the better mind; 

It ii belter lo fifthl for the good than to rail at the ill ; 

I liave felt with my native land, I am one with my kind, 

1 embrace the purpose of God, and the doom asaign'd. 


EI^OCH ARDE2T 

AND OTHER POEMS. 


ENOCH ARDEN, 

Loxo Imui of cliff breakings hare left 
a chasm ; 

And In the ch^m arc foam and yel- 
low Bandit; 

B^yonil, nnl roofs about a narrow 
wharf 

In cluster; then a mouldered church; 
and higher 

A long street chmbi to one talbtower'd 
mill ; 

And high In heaven behind it a gray 
down 

With Danish barrows; and a liaset- 
wood, 

By autumn nutters haunted, flourishes 

Green in a enpliko hollow of the 
down. 


Here on this beach a hundred years 
ago, 

Three children of three houses, Annie 
IjCC , 

The prettiest little damsel in flie port, 

And Philip Ray the miUer's only son. 

And Enoch Anlen, a rough sailor*s lad 

Made orphan by a winter shipwreck, 
play'd 

Among the waste and lumber of the 
shore, 

Hard coils of cordage, swarthy fish- 
ing-nets, 

Anctiors of nxsty*fluke, and boats up> 
drawn ; 


And built their caatles of dissolving 
sand 

To watch tliem overflow'd, or follow- 
ing up 

And flying the wliile breaker, daily 
left 

Tlic little footprint daily wash'd away, 

A narrow cave ran in beneath the 
cliff: 

In this the children play'd at keeping 
house. 

Enoch was host one day, Philip tho 
next. 

While Annie still was mistress; but 
at times 

Enoch would hold possession for a 
week : 

" This is my iiouse and this my UtUe 
wife." 

**iline too" said Philip “turn and 
turn about”: 

VVlven, if they quarrelled, Enoch 
stronger-made 

Was master; then would Philip, his 
blue eyes 

All flootled with the helpless wrath of 
tears, 

Shriek out " I hate you, Enoch/* and 
at this 

The little wife would weep for com- 
pany, 

And pray them not to quarrel for her 
sake, 

And say she would be little wife to 

l^th. 
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But when the dawn of fosy chiid* 
hood past, 

And llie new wanntli of life'# ascend- 
ing sun 

Was feU by either, either flxt his 
heart 

On that one girl; and Enoch spoke 
his love, 

But Philip loved in silence ; and the 
girl 

Seem*d kinder unto Philip tlian to 
him; 

But she loved Enoeli ; tho* she knew 
it not, 

And would if ask'd deny it Enoch 
set 

A purpose evermore Ijefore his eyest 

To hoartl all savinga to the uttermost, 

To purehaae his own boat, and make 
a home 

Por Anniet and so prosper'd that at 
last 

A luckier or a bolder fisherman, 

A carefuller in peril, did not breathe 

For leaguers along that breakor'beaten 
coast 

Than Enoch. Likewise had he served 
a year 

On board a merchantman, and made 
himself 

Full aailor; and he thrice had pluck'd 
a life 

From the dread sweep of the down- 
strcainiiig seas ; 

And all men look'd upon him favora- 
bly ; 

And ere he touch'd his one-and* 
twentieth May, 

He purchajfcd his own boat, and made 
a home 

For Annie, neat and nestlike, halfway 
up 

The narrow street that clamber'd 
toward the oiilL 

Then, on a golden autumn even- 
tide, 

Tlje younger people making holiday. 

With bag and sack and basket, great 
and small, 

Went nutting to the hajccls. Philip 
stay'd 

(liis ffttlier lying iick and nteding 

him) 

An hour behind; but as he climb'd 
the hill, 

dust where the prone edge of the ' 
wood tiegan 

To fealher toward the hollow, saw the 
pair, 

Enoch and Annie, sitting hand-inr 
hand, 

Uti large gray eyes and weather- 
beaten face 

All-kindled by a still and sacred fire, 

Tiiat buni'd as on an altar Philip 1 
look'd, 

And in their eyca and faces read hii 
dooni ; 

Tlien, as their faces drew together, 
groan'd. 

And slipt aside, and like a wounded 
life 

Crept down into the hollows of the 
wmid ; 

There, while the rest were loud in 
merrymaking, 

Had his dark hour unseen, and rose 
and luiBt 

Bearing a lifelong hunger in his heart 

So these were wed, and merrily 
rang the bells, 

And merrily ran the years, seven 
iiappy years. 

Seven happy years of health and 
competence, 

And mutual love and honorable toil; 

With children ; first a daugiiler. In 
him woke, 

Witii his first babe's first cty, the 
noble wish 

To save all earnings to the uttermost. 

And give his child a l>etUr bringing-up 

Than hia had been, or hera; a wish 
renew'd, 

When two yean after came a boy to be 

The rosy idol of her solitudes, 

While Knocli was abroad on wrathful 
seas, 

Or often journeying landward ; for in 
truth 

Enoch's white hone, and Enochs 
oceauapoil 


MA^OC/I 


ni? mtcT, and hit farp, And wantmf^ yet a boa 
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Rough-reilden'd wiflTa tliousand win 
ler gatei. 

Not only to the market-croia were 
known. 

Out in ttje leafy lanea behind the 
dowiii 

Far as the portal-warding lion-whelp, 

And peacock-yewtree of tlie lonely 
Halt, 

Whose Friday faro was Enoch's min- 
istering. 

Then came a clknnge, as all thlngf 
human change. 

Ten miles to northward of the narrow 
port 

Open'd a larffcr haren : thither met\ 

Enoch at times to go hy land or 


g yet a boa ts wa in . Would 
he go * 

Tliere yet were many weeks before slie 
sail'd, 

Sail'd from tliis port. Would Enoch 
hare the plm?e! 

And Enoch all at once assonted to it, 

Ilejoiciiig at lliat answer to his prayer. 

So now that shadow of mischance 
appear'd 

No graver than as when tome little 
cloud 

Cuts off the fiery highw^ay of the sun. 

And Isles a tight m t lie offing : yet the 
wife — 

When lie was gone — the children — 
what to do T 

Tlicn EnoeWay long-pondering on his 


sea; 

And once when there, and clambering 
on a mast 

In harlior, hy mischance be slipt and 
fell: 

A limb was broken when they lifted 
him ; 

And while he lay recorering tliere, 
his wife 

Bore him another son, a sickly one : 

Another hand crept too across hit 
trade 

Taking her bread and theirs * and on 
him fell, 

AUho' a grave and staid God-fearing 
man, 

Yet lying thus inactive, doubt and 
gloom. 

He seem'd, os in a nightmare of tlie 
night. 

To see his children leading evermore 

Low miserable lives of hand-to-mouth, 

And her, be loved, a beggar; then he 
pray’d 

"Save them from this, whatever 
comes to me." 

And while he pray'd, the master of 
that ship 

Enoch had served in, hearing his mis^ 
ehatice, 

Came, for he knew the man and 
valued liim, 

Reporting of lus vesKd Chma-bound, 


plans; 

To sell the boat — ^ and yet he loved 
her well — 

How many a rough sea had ho weath- 
er'd til her ! 

lie knew her, as a horseman knows his 
horFc — 

And yet to sell her — then with what 
she brought 

Buy goods and stores — set Annie forth 
in Inule 

With ail that seamen needed or their 
wives — 

So might she keep the house while he 
WHS gone* 

Should he not trade himself out yon- 
der? go 

Tills voyage more than once? yea twice 
or thrice — 

As oft as needed — last, returning rieh, 

Become the master of a larger craft, 

With fuller profits lead an caiiier life, 

Have all his pretty young ones edu- 
cated. 

And pass his days in peace among Ids 
own. 

Thus Enoch in his heart determined 
ail : 

Tlien moving homeward came on Annio 
pale* 

Nursing the sickly babe, her latest-born. 

Forward ihe star led with a liappy cry* 
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Anti Infil the feelile infant in hit 
WUuni Kuncli tauk» and handled all his 

linibSp 

Appraised his weight and ftmdled 
falherlikep 

T!ut bad no heart in break bis purposes 
'In Annie, till the inorraw, when lie 
spoke. 

Tlien first since Enoch's golden ring 
had girl 

Her finger, Annie fought against bis 
will; 

Yet not vvitb brawling opposition sbe, 
Hut tnanifoUl entreaties, many a tear. 
Many a sad kiss by day by nlglit re- 
new'd 

(Sure that all evil would cpnie out of 
it) ^ 

Besought lunipSupp]] eating^ if be cared 
For lier or his dear children, not to go* 
lie not for Ids own s^df caring but her, 
Her and her children, let her plead in 
vain; 

So grieving held bis will, and boro It 
tliro'* 

For Enoch parted with bis old sea- 
friend, 

Bought Annie goods and stores, and 
set Ills band 

To fit their little streetward sitting- 

rtMim 

With shelf and comer for the goods 
and stores. 

So all ilay long Ull Enoch's last at 
home, 

SImking iht-ir pretty cabin, liammcr 
and axe. 

Auger and law, while Annie seem'd to 
liear 

Her own death -scaffold nusing, sbrill'd 
and rang, 

rill this was ended, and his candul 
band, — 

'Hie space was narrow, — having or- 
der'd all 

Almost Hs neat and close as Nature 
packs 

Uer hloisoin or her seedling, paused ; 
and he, 


Who needs would work for Annie to 
the Inst, 

Ascending tired, heavily slept till mom. 

And Knocdi faced this morning of 
fare well 

Brightly and boldly. All his Annie's 
fears, 

Save, as his Annie's, were a laughter 
to him. 

Yet Enoch ss a brave OofUfesring man 

Bow'd himself down, and in that mys- 
tery 

Where^ G«ddn-man is one with man- 
in-God, 

Pray'd for a blessing on his wife and 
babes 

Whatever came to him : and then be 
laid 

Annie, this voyage by the grace of 
God 

Wilt bring fair wmiber yet to all of its. 

Keepn clean Jtearth and a clear fire for 
me, 

For ril be Imek, my girl, before you 
know it." 

Then lightly rocking baby's eradlo 
and he, 

This pretty, puny, weakly little one,— 

Nny ^ for 1 love him all the better for 
it — 

God bless him, be shall sit upon my 
knees 

And 1 will tell him tales of fondgu 
parts, 

And make him merry, when I come 
home again. 

Come, Annie, come, cheer up before I 
go." 

Him running on llitts hopefully she 
heard* 

And almost hoped herself ; but when 
he turn’d 

The cummt of bii talk to graver things 

In sailor fashion roughly semionriung 

iJn providence and trust in Heaven, 
she heard, 

Heard and not heard him ; as the vil- 
lage girl. 

Who sets her pitcher underneath the 
ipriug, 
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using on him that usod to fitl it for 

bcF, 

Bears and not hears, and lets it over* 
flow. 

At lengtli she spoke “ 0 Enoeli, you 
are wise ; 

Anil yet for all your wUdoni well 
know 1 

That I sliall look upon your faexj no 
more,'' 

" Well then," said Enoch, " 1 shall 
look on yours. 

Annie, the ship 1 sail in passes here 

( He named the day ) get you a seaman*! 
glass. 

Spy out iny face, and langh at all your 
feats.^ 

But when the last of tlmse last mo- 
ments came, 

" Annie, my girl, cheer up, bo com* 
foned, 

Look to the babes, and till I come 
again 

Keep everything shipshape, for 1 must 
go. 

And fear no more for me ; or if you 
fear 

Cast all your cares on God ; that an- 
chor holils. 

Is He not yonder in those nttermost 

Parts of the uioruingT if I flee totheae 

Can 1 go from Him ? and lliesca Is Hb, 

The sea is HU i He made it/’ 

Enoch rose, 

Cast his strong arms about Ids droop- 
ing wife, 

And kisB*d his wonder-stricken little 
ones ; 

But for Uic third, the sickly one, who 
slept 

After a night of feverous wakefulness. 

When Annie would have raised him 
Enueli said. 

Wake him not ; lei him sleep ; how 
should the child 

BememWr this t ** and kiss'd him in 
his cot. 

But Annie from her baby’s forehead 
dipt 


A tiny curl, and gave it : this he kept 

Thro* all his future; hut now hastily 
caught 

His hundlt*, waved his hand, and went 
his way. 

She, when the day that Enoch 
meiuionVI, came, 

Borrow'd a glass, but all in rain: 
{lerlmps 

She could not fix the glasa to suit her 
eye; 

Perhaps her eye was dim, band trem- 
ulous; 

Slie saw him not ; and while he stood 
on deck 

Waving, the moment and the vessel 
post, 

Ev'n to the last dip of the Tonishing 
sail 

She watch’d it, and departed weeping 
for him ; 

Then, tho* she mourn’d hb absence ns 
hia grave. 

Set her sad will no less to ehlmc with 
his. 

But throve not in her trade, not being 
brcil 

To barter, nor compensating the want 

By shrewdness, neither eapahle of lies, 

Kor asking ovemmdi and taking less, 

And still foreboding ‘^what would 
Enoch iay T " 

For more than once, in days of diM- 
culty 

And pressure, had she sold her wares 
for less 

Than what site gave in buying what 
she sold : 

She fail’d and sadden*il knowing it ; 
uml thus, 

Expectant of that nows which never 
came. 

Gain’d for her own a scanty suste- 
nance. 

And lived a life of silent melancholy* 

Now the third child was sickly-bom 
and grew 

Vet sicklier, tbo* the mother cared for 
it 
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With all n carvi ncverihe- 

leai, 

Wlicther hor business often call'd her 
from it. 

Or thro* the want of what it nccdeil 
most, 

Or means to pay the voice who IjcsC 
could tell 

What most it needed — howaoe'er it 
was, 

After a lingering-, — ere she was 
aware, — 

LUce tije caged bird escaping Biutdenty, 
The little innocent soul diited away. 

In that same week when Annie 
buried it, 

PhilipT true heart, which hunger'd for 
her peace 

{Since Knocli left ho ha*! not look'd 
u^n Iter I, 

Smote him, as Itaving kept aloof so 
long 

Surely,” said Philip, " I may ace her 
now. 

May be some little eomfprt”; there- 
fore went, 

I’ast thro' the solitary room in front. 
Paused for a inoineni at an inner door. 
Then struck ft tiirice, anti, no one 
opening, 

Enter'd; but Annie, scateci with her 

I resh from the burial of her little one. 
Cared not to look on any human face, 
But turn'd her own toward ilu; wall 
and wept. 

Then Philip standing up said falter- 
ingly 

“ Annie, 1 came to ask a favor of you/' 

lie spoke ; the passion in her moan'd 
reply 

" Favor from one so sa*l and so forlorn 
As 1 am!” half abash'd him; yet 
uniisk'd, 

Hb haslifulness and tenderness at war, 
fie set himself beside her, saying to 
her I 

■* J came to speak to you of what he 
wish'd. 


Enoch, your husbatid: 1 hare ever 
said 

Yon chose the best among us^a 
strong man ^ 

For where he llxt his heart he act his 
hand 

To do the thing ho will'd, and bore it 
thro'. 

And wherefore did he go this wcarj 
way. 

And leave you lonely I not to see the 
world — 

For pleasure t — nay, but for cho 
wherewithal 

To give his babes a better brInging-up 

Than his had been, or yours . that warn 
his wish. 

And if he come again, vext will he be 

To And the precious morning hours 
were lost. 

And It would vex him even In hii 
grave, 

If he could know his babes were run- 
ning wild 

Like colts about the waste. So, Annie, 
now — 

Have we not known each other all our 
livcsl 

I do beseech you by the loye yon 
bear 

Him and his children not to say me 
nay — 

For, if you will, when Enoch comes 
again 

Why then he shall repay me — if you 
will, 

Annie— for I am rich and weU-to4o, 

Now let me put the boy and girl to 
school : 

This is the favor tliat I came to ask,” 

Then Annie with her brows against 
the wall 

Answer’d ” I cannot look you in the 
face; 

I seem so foolish and so broken down. 

When you came in my sorrow brrjke 
me down ; 

And now 1 think your kindness breaks 
me down; 

But Knoch lives ; that is home in on 
me: 
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He will repay yom money can be 
repaid; 

Not kindnc&s such iia yours/' 

And Philip ask'd 
“Tlien you will let me, Annie 1 " 

Tlicre she turn’d* 
She rose, and fi%l her swinmiing eyes 
upon lihn, 

And dwelt a moment on liia kindly 
tace, 

Then calling down a bletsing on his 
head 

Caught at his hand, and wrung it pas- 
sionately* 

And past into the little garth beyond. 
So lifted up in spirit he moved away. 

Thou Philip put the boy and girl to 
seliool. 

And bought them needful books, and 
everyway* # 

Like one who does his duty by his own* 
Made himself theirs; and tlio' for 
Annie’s sake* 

Fearing the laay gossip of the port* 

He oft denied Uii heart his dearest 
wish* 

And seldom croit her threshold* yet 
lie sent 

Gifts by the children* gardenrherbs 
and fruit, 

The late and early roses from his wall* 
Or conies from the down* and now and 
llien, 

Willi some pretext of fineness in the 
meal 

To save the offence of clmritable, flour 
From his tall mill that whistled on the 
waste. 

But Philip did not fathom Annie’s 
mind i 

Scarce could the woman when he came 
u]>on her, 

Out of full heart and boundless grati- 
tude 

Light on a broken word to thank him 
. with. 

But Philip was her cMidren's all-m- 
all; 

From distant corners of the street they 
ran 

'I’o greet his hearty welcome heartily ; 

Lords of bis house and of his mill were 
they; 

Worried liis passive ear with petty 
wrongs 

Or pleasures, liung upon him* play'd 
with him 

And call'd him Father Philip. Philip 
gain'd 

As Enoch lost; for Enoch seem'd to 
them 

Uncertain as a vision or a dream* 

Faint as a figure seen in early dawn 

Down at the far end of an avenue, 

Going we know not where : and so ten 
years* 

Since Enoch left Ids hearth and nativo 
land* 

Fled forward, and no news of Enoch 
came. 

It chaiiceil one evening Annie's chil- 
dren long’d 

To go with others* nutting to the wood, 

And Annie would go with iliem; then 
ilicy liegg'd 

For Father Philip (as they call'd him) 
too: 

Him, like the working bee in blossom- 
dusU 

Blanch'd with bis rolll, they found; 
and saying to him 

** Come with us Father Philip " he 
denied ; 

But when the children pluck'd at biiu 
lo go, 

He laugh'd, and yielded readily to 
their wish, 

For was not Annie with tbera t and 
they went. 

But after seating half the weary 
down, 

Just where the prone edge of the wood 
began 

To feather toward the hollow* all her 
force 

Fail’d her ; and sighing, " Let me rest " 
she said : 

So Philip rested with her well-content ; 


470 


ENOCH ARDEN 


While nil the younger one* with jubi- 
lant. erie* 

Broke from their elderi, and tumul- 
tuous ly 

Down thro' the wlutoning haiels made 
a plunge 

To the hot tom f nnd dispersed, and 
bent or broke 

Tike lithe reluctanl boughs to tear 
away 

Tlicir tawny cluaters, crying to eacli 
other 

And calting, here and therCr about the 
wood. 

But Philip sitting at her side forgot 

Her presence, and remember'd one 
dark hour 

Here in this wood, when like a wounded 
life 

He crept into the shadow : at last he 
said, 

Lifting ilia lioncst forehead, “ LUten, 
Annie, 

How merry they are down yonder in 
the wood. 

Tired, Annie 1 for she did not speak 
a word, 

“ Tired ? " but her face had fall’n upon 
her hands; 

At which, as with a kind of anger in 
him, 

•'The ship was lost,'* he said, “the 
ship was lost 1 

No more of that! why should you kill 
yourself 

And make tliem orphans quite? And 
Annie said 

“I thought not of it: but — f know 
not why — 

Their voice# make me feel so solitary/' 

Then Philip coming somewhat closer 
spoke, 

“ Annie, there is a thing upon my 
mind. 

And it has lieen upon my mind so long. 

That tho' I know not when it first 
enme there, 

1 know tliat it will out at lasU O 
Annie, 


It ia beyond all hope, against all 
chance, 

That he who left you ten long year* 
ago 

Should stilt be living; well then^ 
let me speak : 

I grieve to see you poor and warning 
help i 

I cannot help you as I wish to do 

Unless — they say that women are so 
quicks 

Perhajis you know wliat I would liave 
you know^ 

I wish you for my wife. I fain would 
prove 

A father to your children: I do 
think 

They bve me as a father? I am sure 

That 1 love them as if they were iidne 
own ; 

And 1 believe, if you were fast my 
wife. 

That afirr all these sad uneertain 
years. 

We might be slili as hippy as God 
grants 

To any of his ereaturea. Think upon 
it: 

For I am well-tcnlo — no kin, no care, 

Ko burthen, save my care for you and 
yours : 

jlnd we have known each other all our 
lives, 

And 1 ha ve loved you longer than you 
know," 

Then answer'd Annie ; tenderly she 
sptikc ; 

“ You have been as God*# good angel 
in our liouse. 

God bless you for it, God reward you 
for It, 

Philip, with something liappier than 
myself. 

Can one love twice T can you be ever 
loved 

As Enoch was ! what is it that you 
aski" 

“ 1 am content " he answer'd “ to he 
loved 

A little after Enoch*" « Q " ^he 
cried, 
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Scared ax it were, Pliilip, wait 

a while ; 

H Enoch eotaea — but Enoch will not 
come — 

Yet wait a year, a year is not io Ifmg: 

Surely I ahatt be wiBcr in a year \ 

0 wait a little I PhUip sadly said 

Annie, as I have waited all my life 

1 well may wait a iittle.“ ICay " aiie 

cried 

** I am bonnd : you have tny promise 
'■ — in a year : 

Will you not bide your year as 1 bide 
mine t " 

And Philip answer'd ** I will bide mi' 
year/' 

Here both were mute, till Philip 
gland n ft up 

Beheld the dead flame of the fallen 
day 

Pass from the Danish barrow over* 
head ; 

Then fearing niglit and chill fur 
Aimie, rose 

And sent his voice beneath him tliro' 
the wood. 

Up came the children laden witlv tlieir 
spoil; 

Then all descended to tJte port, and 
there 

At Annie's door he paused and gave 
his hand, 

Saying gently " Annie, wlien I sjKjke 
to you, 

That was your hour of weakness, I 
was wrong, 

I am always bound to you, hut you 
are free," 

Then Annie weeping answer'd "lam 
bound/' 

She spoke ; and in one moment as 
it were, 

Wliile yet site went about her house- 
hol<I ways, 

Ev^u ax file dwelt upon his latest 
words. 

That he had loved her longer than she 
kiu-w. 

That autumn into autumn flash'd 
again. 


And there be stood once more before 
her face. 

Claiming her promise. “ Is It a year V* 
she ask'd. 

" Yes, if the nuts " lie said '' be ripe 
again: 

Come out and sec/' But she — she 
put him off — 

So much to look to — such a change 
month — 

Give her a month — she knew that 
she was bound — 

A month — no more* Then Philip 
wdih his eyes 

Full of that lifelong hunger, and kU 
voice 

Bhaking a little Hkeadrunkartl's hand, 
"Take your own time, Annie, take 
jour own lime," 

And Annie could have wept for pity 
of him ; 

And yet she held him on delaymgly 
With many a scarre-believable excuse, 
Trying his truth and his long-euffer- 
ance, 

Till half^another year had siipt away. 

By this tile lazy gossips of tlie port, 
Abhorrent of a calculation crost, 
Began to chafe as at a persfinal wrong. 
Some tbouglit that Philip did but 
trifle with her ; 

Some that she but held off to draw 
him on ; 

And others laugh'd at her ajid Philip 
too. 

As iimtde folk that knew not their 
own minds. 

And one, in whom all evil fancies ctung 
Like serpent eggs togeiiier, langhingly 
Would hint at worse in eltlier. Her 
own son 

W'as silent, iho' he often look'd his 
wish; 

But evermore the daughter prest upon 
her 

To wed the man so dear to alt of them 
And lift the household out of poverty ; 
And Philip's rosy face contracting 
grew 

Careworn and wan; and ail tlieso 
things fell on her 
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Shaip aa reproach^ 

At last one night it chanced 
That Annie could not alccp^ but tar* 
neatly 

Pray'd for a sign "my Enoch la he 
gone ? ** 

Then compass'd round by the blind 
wall of night 

Orook'd not the expeetant terror of 
her heart, 

Started from bed, and struck herself 
a light, 

Tlion despcnitely seized tlic holy Book, 
Suddenly set It wide lo find a sigHi 
Suddenly put her finger on the text, 
"Under the palm-tree," That was 
nothing to her: 

No meaning there : she closed the 
Book and slept : 

When io 1 her Enoch sitting on a 
height. 

Under a palm-tree, over liim the 
Sun: 

“He IS gone/' she thought^ “he is 
happy, he is singing 
Hosanna in the highest: yonder shines 
The Sun of Uigliteousness, and these 
be palms 

Whereof the happy people strowing 
cried 

* Hosanna in the highest!'" Hero 
slie woke, 

Hesolvcd, sent for him and said wildly 
to him 

**TIicre is no reason why wo sliould 
not wed," 

"Then for GckI's sake," he answer'd, 
" both our sakes, 

So you will wed me, let it be at once/' 

So these wore wed and merrily rang 
the bells, 

Merrily rang the bolls and they were 
wed. 

But never merrily beat Annie's heart, 
A footstep seem'd to fait beside lier 
path, 

She knew not whence ; a whisper on 
licr ear. 

She knew not what; nor loved she to 
be left 


Alone at home, nor ventured out 
alone. 

What aird her then, that ere she 
enter'd, often 

Her hand dwelt lingeringly on the 
Jateh, 

Fearing to enter: Philip thought he 
knew: 

Such doubts and fears were common 
to her state. 

Being with child : but when her child 
was bom, 

Then her new child was aa herself 
renewM, 

Then- the new mother came about her 
heart, 

Tlien her good Philip was her alhin-aU, 

And that mysteriaus instinct wholly 
died. 

And where was Enoch I p^ospe^ 
ously sail'd 

The ship "Good Fortune," tho' at 
setting forth 

Tlie Biscay, roughly ridging eastward, 
shook 

And almost overwhelm'd her, yet 
unvext 

She sljpt across the summer of the 
world. 

Then after a long tumble about the 
Cape 

And frequept interchange of foul and 
fair. 

She passing thro' the summer world 
again. 

The breath of heaven came continu- 
ally 

And sent her sweetly by the golden 
isles, 

Till silent in her oriental haven. 

There Enoch traded for himself, 
and liought 

Quaint monaters for the market of 
those times, 

A gilded dragon, also, for the babes. 

Less lucky her home-voyage : at 
first indeed 

Thro' many a fair sea -circle, day by 
day, 
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Scftrco-TOckirijr, lior full-biutetl 
lieail 

Stared oVr tJie ripple Jeaiberiiig from 
her Ijtiw# t 

Then foUowM onEmfl, amt then wimk 
varinhle, 

Then balHing^ a loitg coume of them ; 
anti last 

6 tom*, auch »a drove her under moon* 
ieaa 1 tea vena 

Till liartl upon tile cry of “ breakerB ” 
came 

The enwh of ^tn, and the )obb of all 

But EniKtlt and two others. Half the 
night, 

Buoy'd up<in tfoatmg tackle and 
brtiken spars, 

These drifted, stranding on an isle at 
morn 

Bich, but the loneliest in a lonely sea. 

ICo wnnt was there of human sustc^ 
nnnee, 

Soft fruirifge, mighty nuts, and nour- 
ishing roots ; 

"Nor save f(>r pity was it hard to take 

The heipiess life so wild that it was 
tame^ 

There in a seawanl-gazing mountain- 
gorge 

They built, and thatch'd with leaves 
of palm, a hut. 

Half hut, half native eavem. So the 
three, 

Set in this Eden of all plenteousneas, 

Dwelt with eternal summer, ill- 
contenl. 

For one, the youngest, hardly more 
than hoy, 

llurt in that night of sudden ruin and 
wreck, 

I*ay lingering out a five-years* death* 
indife- 

Tljey could not leave him. After he 
was gone, 

Tlje two remaining found a fallen 
stem ; 

And Enoch's comrade, careless of 
Inmself, 

Fire-hollowing this in Indian fashion, 
feU 


Rnn-stricken, and that other lived 
alone. 

In those two deaths be read God's 
warning ** wait.*' 

The mountain wut>ded to the peak, 
the lawns 

And winding glades high up like ways 
10 Heaven, 

Tlie slender coco's drooping crown of 
plumes, 

The lightning flash of insect and of 
bird. 

The lustre of the long conTolvnloses 
That coil'd around the stately stems, 
and ran 

Ev'n to the limit of the land, the glows 
And glories of the broad l^lt of the 
w'orlil. 

All tiiesc he saw ; but what he fain 
hail seen 

lie could not see, the kindly human 
face, 

Kor ever hear a k indly voice, but heard 
The myriad shriek of w iieeling occHU- 
fowl. 

The league-long roller thundering on 
the reef, 

The moving whisper of huge trees 
tliai branch'd 

And blossom'd in the zenith, or the 
sweep 

Of some precipitous rivulet to the 
wave, 

As down the shore ho ranged, or all 
day tong 

Sat often in the sc^award-gazing gorge, 
A shipwreck'd sailor, waiting for a 
sail I 

Ko sail from day to day, hut every day 
llie sunrise broken into scarlet shafts 
Among the palms and ferns and 
precipices ; 

The blaze upon the waters tq the eas! ; 
I'he blaze upon Ids island overheml ; 
The blaze upon the waters to tlie west ; 
Then the great stars that globed 
themselves in Heaven, 

The holioivcr-bellow'ing ocean, and 
again 

The scarlet shafts of sunrise — but no 
sail. 
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There often m J»e wsteh’d or fteem^d 
to wntdi, 

So itllh the golden discard on him 
paused, 

A pUantoni made of many plmntomi 
moved 

Before him I taunting him, or be him* 
self 

Moved haunting people, tiungs and 
places, known 

Far in a darker isic beyond the line ; 

The babes, their babble, Annie, tiie 
small Ikouse, 

Ttie climbing street, the mill, tlie 
leafy lanes, 

The peacock-yew tree and the lonely 
Hall, 

The home he drove, the boat ho sold, 
tiie chill 

Kovember dawns and dcwy-glooming 
downs, 

llte gentle shower, the sniell of dying 
leaves, 

And the low moan of leadcnKM>lor'd 
seas. 

Once likewise, Iti the ringing of his 
ears, 

Tlio' faintly, merrily — far and far 
away — 

He beard the pealing of bis parish 
hells; 

Then, tho' he knew not wherefore, 
started up 

Shuddering, and when the beauteous 
hateful isle 

Hetum'd upon lum, bad not his |ioor 
heart 

Spoken with 'I'liat, which being every- 
where 

Lets none,wljo speaks with Him, seem 
ail alone, 

Surely tlic man had died of solitude. 

Tims over Enoch's early-silvering 
head 

The sunny and rainy spasons came 
and went 

Year after year. Ills hopes to see 
his own, 

Aud pace the sacred old familiar 
fields. 


Not yet bad perish'd, when bis lonely 
dortm 

Came suddenly to an end. Anothcf 
ship 

(She wantcfl water) blown by baffling 
winds. 

Like tlje^ Good Fortune, from her 
destined course. 

Stay'd by this isle, not knowing where 
she lay: 

For since the mate had seen at early 
dawn 

Acn^ a break on the mUt-wreathen 
isle 

Tlie silent water slipping from the 
bills, 

Ttiey sent a crew that landing bunt 
away 

In search of stream or fount, and 
fill'd the shores 

With clamor. Downward from his 
tnuuutain gorge 

Stept the long-hair*d, lcng<beardcd 
solitaiy, 

Brown, looking hanlly human, 
strangely clad, 

Muttering and mumbling, idiotlike it 
seem'd, 

With inarticulate rage, and making 
signs 

They knew not wbat : and yet he led 
the way 

To where Uie rivulets of sweet water 
ran ; 

And ever as he mingled with the crew. 
And beard them talking, his long- 

bo unden tongue I 

Was lonsen'd, till he made them I 
understand ; t 

Whom, when their casks were fill'd j 
they ti«ik alKjard : 

And there the tale he utter'd brokenly, 
Scaree-credited at first but more and j 
more, j 

Ainiuced and melted all who listen'd j 
to it r I 

And clothes they gave him and free i 
passage home ; 1 

But oft be work'd among the rest and 

shook I 

llis isolation from him. None of 
these 
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Came from his country, or coulil An* 
iiwer liiin. 

If queBliony, auglit of wlmt Ire cared 
to know. 

And dull the Tojage was with long 
delays, 

The TCftscI searee sea* worthy; but 
evermore 

Ilia fancy ded before the lazy wind 

Ketuming, litl beneath a clouded 
moon 

Jle like a lorer down thro* all hts 
blood 

Drew in tire dewy meadowy raortimg* 
breath 

Of England, blown across her ghostly 
wall I 

And that same morning officers and 
men 

Levied a kindly tax upon themselves. 

Pitying the lonely man, and gave liim 
it; 

Then moTing up the coast they landed 
him, 

Ev'n in that harbor whence he sail'd ■ 
before. 

There Enoch spoke no word to any 
one, 

But home wan! — home — vrhat hornet 
had he a home ! 

II is imme, he walk'd. Bright was that 
afternoon, 

Sunny but chill ; till drawn thro' cither 
chasm. 

Where either haven open'd on the 
deeps, 

Itoird a sea-haze and whelm'd the 
world in gray ; 

Cut off the length of highway on be- 
fore, 

And left but narrow breadth to left 
and right 

Of wither'd holt or lillh or pasturage. 

On the nigli-naked tree the robin 
piped 

Disconsolate, and thro' the dripping 
haze 

Tlie dead weight of the dead leaf bore 
It down : 

Thicker the drizzle grew, deeper tlic 
gloom ; 


Last, as it seem'd, a great nilst-blotted 

liglit 

Flared on him, and he came upon the 
place. 

Then down the long street haring 
slowly stolen. 

Ills heart foresliadowing all calamity, 
His eyes upon the stones, he reaeird 
the liome 

Whore Annie lived and loved him, and 
his babes 

In those faroff seven happy years were 
born ; 

But finding neither light nor murmur 
there 

(A bill of sale gleam'd tbro'the drizzle) 
crept 

Still downward thinking "dead or 
dead to me I " 

Down to the pool and narrow vrharf 
he went. 

Seeking a tavern which of old he knew, 
A front of timber-crost antiquity, 

So propl, worm eaten, mmonsly old. 
He thought It must have gone ; but he 
was gone 

Who kept it ; and his widow Miriam 
l.,aiie, 

With daily-flwindUng profits held the 
house ; 

A haunt of brawling seamen once, but 
now 

Stiller, with yet a bed for wandering 

men* 

There Enoch rested silent many days. 

But Miriam Lane was good and 
gnmiions, 

Nor let liim be, but often breaking in* 
Told him, with other annala of the 
port. 

Not knowing ^ — Enoch was so brown, 
so IxiwVl, 

So broken — all the story of his house* 
Ills baby's death, her growing poverty. 
How Pliilip put her little ones to 
school. 

And kept them In It, hU long wooing 
her. 
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Hit stow cousont, and marriagi>, and 
tlic birth 

Of I^Iiilip's child : and o’er hit coun- 
tenance 

Ko shadow past, nor ination r any one, 

Kcgardiitg, well had dcetn’d he felt 
the talc 

than the teller: only when she 
closed 

** Enoch, poor man, was cast away and 
lost^ 

lie, shak ing his gray head pathetically, 

Repeated muttering ** cast away and 
lost’’; 

Again in deeper inward whispers 
'‘iosU» 

But Enoch yearn’d to sec her face 
again; 

**lf I niJglit look on her sweet face 
again 

And know that she Is happy/’ So the 
thought 

Haunted and harass’d him, and drove 
him forth. 

At evening when the dull November 
day 

Was growing duller twilight, to the 
hill. 

There he sat down gating on all below ; 

Tliere did a thousand memories roll 
upon lum, 

Unspeakable for sadness. By and by 

The ruddy square of comfortable light, 

Far-blazing from the rear of Fhilip’a 
house, 

Aliured him, as the beacoti-blaze ah 
lures 

The bird of passage, till he madly 
strikes 

Against It, and beats out his weary 

For Plii tip’s dwelling fronted on the 
Btiret, 

Tlie latest hotwe to landward; but be* 
hind, 

With one small gate that open’d on 
the waste. 

Flourish’d a tittle garden sq^uarc and 
waird : 

And in It throve an ancient evergreen, 

A yewiree, and all round it ran a walk 

Uf shingle, and a walk divided it : 

Hut Knoeli shunn’d the middle walk 
and stole 

Up by the wall, behind the yew; and 
thence 

That which he better might have 
shunn’d, if griefs 

Like his have worse or better, Enoch 
saw. 

For cups and silver on the burnish’d 
board 

Sparkled and shone ; so genial was tlie 
hearth : 

And on the right hand of the hearth 
he saw 

riiilip, the slighted suitor of old times. 

Stout, rosy, with his babe across his 
knees; 

And o'er her second father stoopt a ' 
girl, 

A later but a loftier Annie Lee, 

Fair-hair’d and tail, and from her 
lifted hand 

DanglefI a length of ribbon and a ring 

To tempt the babe, who rear'd tits 
creasy arms. 

Caught at and ever miss’d it, and they ' 
laiigli’d ; 

And on the left hand of the hearth ha 
saw 

The mother glancing often toward her 
bala?, 

But turning now and then to speak 
with him, 

Her eon, who stood beside her tall and 
strong. 

And saying that which pleased him. 
for he snulod. 

Now when the dead man come to life 
beheld 

His wife Ids wife no more, and saw the 
babe 

Hers, yet not his, upon the father's 
knee, 

And all the warmth, IIm? peace, the 
happiness. 

And hb own chUdren tall and beauti- 
ful, 
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And him, thiit otU^^r, reining in hii 
place. 

Lord of hii rights and of his children's 
— 

Then he, iho' Minajn Lane had told 
him all, 

Because things seen arc mightier than 
thingi lieard, 

Stagger'd and shook, holding the 
branch, and fear'd 

To send abroad a sbi-Ul and terrible 
cry, 

Wliich in one moment, like the blast 
of doom, 

Would shatter all the happiness of the 
hearth* 

Tie therefore turning softly like a 
thief. 

Lest tlio harsh shingle should grain 
underfoot, 

And feeling ail along the garden-wali, 

Lest he should swoon and tumble and 
be found. 

Crept to tlic gate, and opeii’d it, and 
closed. 

At lightly as a sick nuui^ chamber- 
door, 

Behind him, and came out upon the 
waste* 

And there he would hare knelt, but 
that his knees 

Were feeble, so that falling prone he 
dug 

ilis fingers into the wet earth, and 
pray'd* 

^'Too hard to boarl why did they 
take me thence I 

0 God Almighty, blessed Saviour, 
Tliou 

That didst uphold me on iny lonely 
isle, 

Uphold me. Father, in my loneliness 

A little longer] aid me, give me 
strength 

Not to tell her, never to let her know* 

Help me not to break in upon her 
peace. 

Ily children too l must 1 not speak to 
tliesc f 


They know me not* ] should betray 
myM'lf, 

Never! No father’s kiss for mc^tlie 
girl 

So like her mother, and the boy, my 
son*" 

There tpeocli and tliought and na- 
ture fail'd a liltle, 

And lie lay tranced ; hut when he rose 
and paced 

Back toward liit soUfary liome again, 

All down the long and narrow street 
he went 

Beating it in upon his weary brain. 

As tho' it were the burthen of a song, 

"Not to tell ber, never to let her 
know," 

He was not ail unliappy * Ills resolve 

Upbore him, and firm faith, and cver^ 
more 

Prayer from a living source within the 
will. 

And beating up thro* all the bitter 
world. 

Like fountains of sweet water in the 
sc^a, 

Kept him a living soul* "This mil- 
ler’s wife " 

He said to Miriam " that you spoko 
about. 

Has she no fear that her first husband 
lives 1 " 

"Ay, ay, poor soul" said Miriam, 
“fear enowl 

If you could tell lier you had seen him 
dead, 

Why, tluit would be her comfort;" 
and he tbouglit 

"After the I#ord bos call’d me she 
si tall know, 

I wait Ills time," and Enocli set him- 
self. 

Scorning an alms, to work whereby 
to live. 

Almost to all tilings could lie turn his 
Imnd* 

Cooper he was and carjienter, and 
wrought 

To make tho boatmen fishln genets, or 
help'd 
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At Incling ftml unlading the tall b&rkfl. 

That brought the stinted commerce 
of those dajs ; 

Thus earn’d a scanty liring for him* 
self: 

Yet since he did but labor for himself, 

Work without hope, there was not life 
in ]l 

Whereby the man could lire ; and as 
the year 

Hoird iUclf round again to meet the 
day 

When Enoch had return'd, a languor 
came 

Upon him, gentle sickness, gradually 

Weakening the man, till be could do 
no more. 

But kept the house, his chair, and hut 
Ids bed. 

And Enoch bore his weakness cheer- 
fully. 

Tor sure no gladlier does the stranded 
wreck 

Bee thro' the gray ckirts of a lifting 
squall 

The boat that Wars the hope of life 
approach 

To save the life despair'd of, than he 
saw 

Death dawning on him, and the close 
of alL 

Tor thro' that dawning gleam'd a 
kindlier hope 

On Enoch thinking after t am 
gone, 

Then may she learn I lor'd her to the 
last." 

He caird aloud for Bliriam Lane and 
said 

Woman, ! have a secret — only swear, 

Before I tell you — swear upon the 
book 

Not toreycal It, till you see me dead." 

*‘l>ead,” clamor'd the good woman, 
hear him talk! 

1 warrant, man, that wc shall bring 
you round." 

“Swear" added Enoch sternly “on 
the bo4jk/' 

And on the t>ook, half-frighted, Miriam 
swore. 


Then Enoch rolling his gray eyes upon 
her, 

" Did you know Enoch Arden of thi* 
town ! ” 

“ Know him I ” she said “ 1 knew him 
far away. 

Ay, ay, 1 mind him coming down the 
street; 

Held his liead high, and cared for no 
man, lie." 

Slowly and sadly Enoch answerid 
her; 

“Ills bead is low, and no man caret 
for him, 

1 think 1 have not three days more to 
live ; 

I am the man.” At which the woman 
gave 

A lialfdncredulous, half-hysterical 
cry, 

" You Anlen, you 1 nay, — sure he was 
a foot 

Ifighcr than you be." Enoch said 
again 

“ >ry God has bow'd me down to what 
I am; 

My grief and solitude have broken 

me ; 

Novertbeless, know you ibat I am he 

Who marriiHl — but that name has 
twice been changed — 

I married her who married Philip 
Hay. 

Bit, listen." Then be told her of bis 
voyage, 

Ilia wreck, bis lonely life, bis coming 
back, 

Ills gazing in on Annie, his resolve, 

And how be kept it. As the woman 
bennl, 

Fast flow'd the current of her easy 
tears, 

While in her heart she yearn'd itices- 
snnily 

To rush abroad all round the little 
haven, 

Froclaiming Enoch Arden and bis 
woes; 

But awed and promise-bounden she 
forbore, 

Saying only “ See your bairua before 
you gul 
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Eh, let me fetch 'em, Arden," ftiid 
nroac 

Eager to hnng thein down, for Enoch 
hung 

A moment on her wonlf, but then 
replied; 

" Womaji, dleturb me not now at t!ie 

last, 

But let me hold my purpose till 1 die. 

Sit down again ; mark me and under- 
stand, 

While 1 have power to speak. I 
cliarge you now, 

When you shall see her, tell her that 
I died 

Blessing her, praying for her, loving 
her -y 

Save for the bar between us, loving 
her 

As when she laid her head beside my 
own. 

And tell my daughter Annie, whom I 
saw 

Bo like lier mother, ilmt my latest 
breath 

Was spent in blessing her and pray* 
ing for her. 

And tell niy son that 1 died blessing 
him. 

And say to Philip that I blest him 
too; 

lie never meant us any thing but good. 

But if my ehlldrcn care to see me 

dei^. 

Who hardly knew me living, let them 
come, 

I am their father; but she must not 
come. 

For my dead face would vex her after- 
life. 

And now there is but one of aU my 
blood 


Who will embrace mo in the worlddo- 
be : 

This Jiair is Ids; she cut it off and 
gave it, 

And I have Immc it with me all these 
years. 

And Ihcmght to bear it with me to my 
grave ; 

But now niy mind is changetl, for I 
shall see him, 

My babe in bliss; wherefore when 1 
am gone, 

Take, give her this, for it may comfort 
her: 

It will moreover be a token to her. 
That I am he." 

Tie ceased ; and Miriam Lane 
Made iucli a voluble answer promis- 
ing all. 

That once again he roll’d his eyes up- 
on her 

Bepeating all hp wished, and once again 
She promised. 

Then the third night after this. 
While Enoch slumber’d motionless 
and pale, 

And Bfiriam watch’d and dozed at 
intervals, 

There came so loud a callingof the sea, 
’Hiat all the houses in the liaven rang, 
lie woke, he rose, he spread his arms 
abroad 

Crying with a loud voice “ A sail I a 
sail ! 

I am saved;" and so fell back and 
spoke no more. 

So past the strong heroic soul away. 
And when they btiried him the little 
port 

Mad seldom seen a costlier funcroL 
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Steokg Son of God, iramorUt Lore, 

Whom we, lliat hare not seen i\iy 
face, 

By faith,ani3 faith alone, embrace. 

Believing where we caiuiot prove i 

Thine are thea© orba of light and 
stiade I 

Thou madeat Life In man and 
brute I 

Til oil inadeat Death ; and lo, ihy 
foot 

li on the skutL which thou haat made. 

Thou witt not leave ua In tlie dust i 

Thou niadest man, he knows not 
why, 

lie thinks he waa not made to die; 

And thou haat made him; thou art 
juaU 

Thou seemest human and divine, 

The highest, hoUest manhood, 
thou : 

Our wills are oura, we know not 
how ; 

Our wills are ours, to make them 
thine* 

Our little systems liave their day , 

They have their day and cease 
to be: 

They are but broken lights of 
thee, 

And thou, O Lord, art more than they* 

We hare liut faith ; we cannot know ; 

For knowledge is of things we see; 

And yet we trust it comes from 
thee, 

A beam in darkneaa : let It grow. 

Let knowledge grow from more to 
more. 

But more of reverence in us 
dwell ; 


That mind and fonl, according 
well, 

May make one music as before. 

But vaster. We are fools and slight; 
We mock thee when we do not 
fear: 

But help thy foolish ones to bear; 

Help thy vain worlds to hear thy light 

Forgive what seem'd my sin in me ; 
What seem'd my worth since I 
began; 

For merit lives from man to man. 

And not from man, O Lord, to thee. 

Forgive my grief for one removed, 
Tliy creature, whom I found so 
fair. 

1 trust he lives in thee, and there 

1 Bnd him worthier to be loved. 

Forgive these wild and wandering 
cries. 

Confusions of a wasted youth ; 
Forgive them where they fail In 
truth, 

And in thy wisdom make me wise. 

im 

I. 

I HELi> H truth, with him who ainga 
To one clear harp in divers lonei, 
That men may rise on stepping* 
stones 

Of their dead selves to higher thlnga. 

But who shall so forecast the years 
And And In loea a gain to match 1 
Or reacli a hand thro* time to 
catch 

The far*off interest of tears ! 

Let Love clasp Grief lest both be 
drown'd, 
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Let darkness keep her raren 
gtoKfi : 

Ah, sweeter to bo dry nk with loss. 

To (lance with death, to beai the 
groimd. 

Than that the tic tor Hours should 
scorn 

The long result of Iotc, and 
boast, 

"Behold the mau that lored and 
lost. 

But all he was is oTerworn,” 


tt. 

Old Yew, which jtraapest at the stones 
That name the underdoing dead, 
Tiiy fibres net tite dreamless head, 
Thy roots are wrapt about the bones. 

The seasons bring the flower again. 
And bring the firstling to the 
fiook; 

And io the dusk of thee, the 
clock 

Beats out the little lives of men. 

O not for tliee the glow, the bloom. 
Who changest not in any gate, 
Nor branding sumnicr suns avail 
To touch thy thousand years of 
gloom i 

And ^sing on thee, sullen tree, 

Sick for thy stubborn hardihood, 
1 seem to fjiil from out my blood 
And grow incorporate into tliee. 

til. 

O Sorrow, cruel fellowship, 

O Priestess in the vaults of Death, 
D sweet and bitter in a breath, 
Wliat whispers from thy lying Up ! 

"The stars," she whispers, "blindly 
run; 

A web is wov'n across tbe sky ; 
From out waste places comes a 
cry, 

And murmurs from the dying sun : 


"And al! the phantom, Kature, 
stands — 

With all the music in her tone, 

A hollow echo of my own, — 

A hollow form with empty hands.” 

And sliall I take a thing so blind, 
Embrace her as my natural good; 
Ur crush her, like a vice of blood. 
Upon the threshold of the mind ! 

To Sleep I give my powers away ; 

My will is bondsman to the dark; 
1 sit within a lielmloss bark. 

And with my heart 1 muse and sayi 

0 heart, how fares it with thee now. 

That thou should'st fail from Ihy 
desire, 

^ Who Boarcely darest to inquire, 

“ What is it makes rao beat so low ? ” 

Something it is which thou bast lost. 
Some pleasure from thine early 
years. 

Break, thou deep vase of ebitting 
tears, 

Tliat grief bath shaken into frost ! 

Such clouds of nameless trouble cross 
All night below the darken'd 
eyes ; 

With nioniing wakes the will, and 
cries, 

" lliou Shalt not be tUe fool of loss.” 

V. 

1 sometimes hold it half a sin 

To jiut in words tbe grief I feel; 
For words, like Nature, half re» 
veal 

And half conceal lUe Soul within. 

But, for the unquiol heart and brain, 
A use In measured language lies ; 
Tbe sad mecbatiic exercise. 

Like dull narcotics, numbing pain. 

In words, like weeds, Fll wrap me o’er. 
Like coarsest clothes against the 
cold : 
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But that larg« grief which these 
enfotd 

Is fitTcn in eutlmc and no more. 


VI* 

One writei, that ‘Hither friends re- 
main/* 

That “Loss is eoiimion to the 
race” — 

Andconumnn it the coiutii on place, 
And vacant chat! well meant for grain. 

That loss is common wouhl not make 
My own less bLUer, rather more : 
Too eommonl Never nioniing 
wore 

To evening, but some heart did break. 

O father, wheresoe’er thou be. 

Who pled gest now thy gallant son; 
A shot, ere half thy draught be 
done, 

Hath still'd the life that beat from thee. 

Q mother, praying God will save 

Thy sailor, — while thy head is 
liowM 

Ills heavy-shotted hanmiock- 
shroud 

Drops in his vast and wandering grave. 

Ye know no more than I who wrought 
At that last Uotir lo please tiiin 
well ; 

Who mused on all 1 had to tell, 
And something written, something 
thought ; 

Expecting still his advent home \ 

And ever met him on hie way 
With wishes, flunking, “ here to- 
day,” 

Or ” here to-morrow will lie come.*^ 

0 somewhere, meek, uncon icious dove, 
That sittest ranging golden hair i 
And gind to find thyicelf so fair, 
I’oor child, that waitest for thy love I 

Tor now her father’s chimney glows 
In expectation of a guest 1 


And thinking ** this will please 
him IxsC 

She takes a riband or a rose ; 

For he will see them on lo-night ; 

And with the thought her color 
burns ; 

And, having left the glass, she 
turns 

Once more to set a ringlet right; 

And, even when she turn’d, the curse 
ilad fallen, and Iter future Lord 
Was drown’d in passing thro’ the 
ford, 

Or kill’d in falling from his horse. 

0 what lo her shall be the end i 

And what to me remains of good ! 
To her, perpt tual niatdenhood. 

And unto me no second friend 

Dark house, by which once more I 
stand 

Here in the long unlovely street. 
Doors, where my heart was used 
to heat 

So quickly, waiting for a baud, 

A hand that can be clasp'd no more ^ 
Behold me, for I cannot sleet>, * 
And like a guilty ihing 1 creep 

At earliest morning to the door. 

He is not here ; but far away 

’I'he noise of life begins again, 
Anti ghastly thro* the drizzling 
rain 

On the bald street breaks tlie blank 
day, 

VI 11. 

A happy lover who has come 

To look on her that loves him well. 
Who ’lights and rings the gate^ 
way bell, 

And learns her gone and far from 
home ; 

He saddens, all the magic light 
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Dies off al once from bower and 

Imll, 

And all the place is dark^ and all 
The ehanibera emptied of delight : 

So find I every pleasant spot 

In W'bieh wre two were wont to 
meet, 

TIjc field, llio chamber and the 
street, 

For all b dark where thou art not. 

Yet as that other, wandering there 
In those deserted walks, may find 
A dower beat with rain and windt 
Which once she foster'd up with core ; 

So seems it in my deep regret, 

0 my forsaken heart, with thee 
And this jjoor flower of poesy 

Which little eared for fades not yeh 

But since it pleased a vanish'd eye, 

1 go to plant it on his tomb. 

That if it can it there may bloom, 

Or dying, ibero at least may die* 

IX. 

Fair ship, that from tlie Italian shore 
8ailest ihe placid ocean-plains 
With my lost Arthur's loved re- 
mains, 

Spread thy full wings, and waft him 
o*er. 

So draw him home to those that mourn 
In vain ; a favorable s|>eed 
HnfHe thy mirrorM mast, and lead 
Thro' prosperous floods his lioly urn. 

All night no ruder air perplex 

Thy sliding keel, till Fbosphor, 
bright 

As our pure love, thm* early light 
Bhall glimmer on the dewy dcfcks. 

Sphere all your lights around, above; 
Sleep, gentle heavens, bejfore the 
prow ; 

Sleep, gentle winds, as he sleeps 
now, 

Uy friend, the brother of my love ; 


My Arthur, whom 1 shall not see 
Till all my widow’d race be run ; 
Dear as llic mother to the son. 
More than my brothers are to me- 

x- 

1 hear the noise about thy keel ; 

1 hear the bell struck In the night ; 
I see the cabin- window bright; 

I see the sailor at the wheel- 

Thou hrinifst Ihe sailor to his wife. 
And t ravel rd men from foreign 
lands ; 

And letters unto trembling hands ; 
And, thy dark froigHt, a vanish'd lifc- 

So bring him : we have idle dreams ; 
This look of quiet flatters thus 
Our home-hred fancies j U to us, 
The fools of habit, sweeter seems 

To rest beneath the clover sod, 

That takes the sunshine and the 
rains. 

Or where the kneeling hamlet 
drains 

Tlie chalice of the grapes of God ; 

Tlian if with thee the roaring wells 
Sliould gulf him fathom-deep in 
brine ; 

And ] lands so often clasp'd in 
mine. 

Should toss with tangle and with shells. 
XI- 

Calm is the morn without a sound. 
Calm as to suit a calmer grief. 
And only thro* tlie fadcti leaf 
The chestnut flattering to the ground : 

Calm an<i deep peace on this high wold, 
And on these dews that drench 
the funse. 

And all the silvery gossamers 
Tliat twinkle into green and goldi 

Calm and still light on y on great plain 
That sweeps with all its autumn 
bowers. 
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And crowded farmfl ami losaening 
tower®. 

To ni ingle with the bounding main : 

Calm and deep peace in tins wide air. 
These leaves that redden to the 
fall; 

And in my heart. If calm at all, 
If any calm, a calm despair; 

Calm on the seas, and silver sleep, 
And waves tliat sway themselves 
in rest, 

And dead calm in that noble 
breast 

Which heaves hnt with tlie heaving 
deep. 

xin 

Lo, as a dove when up she springs 
To hear thro* Heaven a tale of woe, 
Some dolorous message knit below 
The wild pulsation of her wings ; 

like her I go ; I cannot stay ; 

I leave this mortal ark behind, 

A weight of nerves without a mind, 
And leave the ell fils, and haste away 

0 *er ocean-mirrors rounded large, 

And reach the glow of southern 
skies. 

And see the sails at distance rise. 
And linger weeping on the marge. 

And saying; « Comes he thus, my 
frienxl ? 

Is this the end of all my care ? " 
And circle moaning in the air: 

“ Is this the end ! Is this the end ! ** 

And forward dart again, and play 
About the prow, and hack return 
To wdiere the body sits, and learn 
Tliat I have been m hour away. 

xjin 

Tears of the widower, when he sees 
A late-lost fumi that slei^p iv veals, 
And moves his doubtful arms, 
anil feels 

Her place is empty, fall like theeo ; 


Which weep a loss forever new, 

A void where heart on heart re- 
posed ; 

And, where warm hands have 
prest and closed, 

Sitcnce, till I be aileni too. 

Which weep the comrade of my 
choice, 

An awful thotight, a life re- 
moved. 

The human-hearted man I loved, 

A Spirit, not a breathing voice. 

Come Time, and teach me, many 
years, 

I do not suffer in a dream ; 

I'ur now so strange do these 
things seem. 

Mine eyes have leisure for their 
tears; 

My fancies lime to rise on wing. 

And glatiee about the approach* 
Ing sails, 

As tlio* they brought but mcp* 
chants' bales. 

And not the burilien that tliey bring. 


XIV, 

If one should bring me this report, 

Tliat thou hadst touch'd the land 
tOKlay, 

And I went down nnto the quay, 

And found thee lying in the port ; 

And standing, muflled round with 
woe. 

Should see thy passengers in 
rank 

Come stepping lightly down the 
plank, 

And beckoning unto those they know; 

And if along with these should come 

The man I held ns half-divine; 

Should strike a sudden hand in 
11 tine, 

And ask a thousand things of home ; 
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And I ihould tell him nil my pMii, 
And liqi^ my life h«d droopM of 
lute* 

And he ihotild lorrow oVr my 
iUtc 

And innrFel wliat pouctt'd my brain; 

And 1 perceived no touch of change. 
No hini of deadi in all his frame, 
But found him all in all the 
same, 

I ihould not feel it to be strange* 

XT. 

To-night the winds begin to rise 

And roar from yonder dropping 
day : 

Tile last red leaf is whirl'd away, 
The rooks are blown about the i^kiea ; 

The foreai crack'd, the waters curfd, 
The cattle huddled on the lea; 
And wildly dash'd on tower and 
tree 

The sunbeam strikes along the world ; 

And but for fancies, which aver 

That all thy motions gently pass 
Athwart a plane of molten glass, 

I scarce could brook tlie strain and 
stir 

That makes the barren branches 
loud ; 

And but for fear it is not so, 

The wild unrcat that lives in woe 
Would dote and pore on yonder cloud 

That rises upward always higher, 

And onward drags a laboring 
breast, 

And topples round the dreary 
west, 

A looming bastion fringed with fire, 

XV L 

Wliat words are these have falFn 
from me f 

Can calm despair and wild unrest 
Be tenants of a single breast, 

Or sorrow such a changeling h« | 

Or doth she only seem to take 

The touch of clisngc in calm or 
storin ; 

But knows no more of transient 
form 

In her deep self, than some dead lake 

That holds tlie shadow of a lark 

Hung in the shadow of a heaven t 

Ur luis the shock, so harshly 
gSveo, 

Confused me like the unhappy bark 

Tluit strikes by night a craggy shelf. 
And staggers blindly ere she 
sink 7 

And stunn'd me from my power 
to think 

And all my knowledge of myself ; 

And made me that delirious man 

Whose fancy fuses old and new. 
And flashes into false and true. 

And mingles all without a plan 1 

XTII. 

Thou tomcat , much wept for ; such a 
breeie 

Competed thy canvas, and my 
• prayer 

Was as the whisper of an air 

To breathe thee over lonely seas. 

For X In spirit saw thee move 

TIito* circles of the bounding 
sky, 

Week after week : the days go 
by I 

Come quick, thou bringest all I love. 

Henceforth, wherever thou may'st 
roam. 

My blessing, like a line of light. 

Is on the waters day and night. 

And like a beacon guards thee liome* 

So may whatever tempest mars 

Mid<ieean, spare thee, sacred 
bark ; 

Anti balmy drops In summer 
dark 

Slide from the bosom of the stars. 
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Bo k{u6 an ofict* liatk been done, 

Bucti preciuua rcLica brought bf 
thee ; 

The (lust of lilm 1 shall not see 

Till all my widow*U race be rim* 

XTIII, 

TU well; His somctliing; we may 
stand 

Where he in English earth is laid. 
And from his asties may Ike made 

The violet of liis native land. 

'Tii little ; but it looks in truth 

As if tlie quiet bones were blest 
Among familiar names to rest 

And in the places of bis youth. 

Come then, pure hands, and bear the 
head 

Tliat sleeps or wears the mask of 
sleep, 

And come, whatever loves to 
weep, 

And hear the ntual of the dead- 

Ah yet, ev*n yet, if this might be, 

I, falling on his faithful heart, 
Would breathiug thro' Ids lips 
impart * 

The life that almost dies In me ; 

That dies not, but endures with pain. 
And slowly forms the finuer 
mind, 

TVeasuiing the look it cannot 
find, 

The words that are not heard again, 
xtx. 

The Danube to the Severn gave 

The darken'd heart that beat no 
more ; 

They laid him by the pleasant 
shore, 

And in the hearing of the wave. 

Hiere twice a day the Severn fills ; 
The salt sea.^water passes by, 

And hushes half the babbling 
Wye, 

And makes a silence in the hills. 


The Wye is hush’d nor moved along. 
And liush'd my deepest grief of 
all. 

When fill’d witlt tears that can« 
not fall, 

1 biim with sorrow drowning song. 

Tlie tide flows down, the wave again 
Is vocal in its wooded walls ; 

My deeper anguish also fails, 

jVnd 1 can apeak a little then. 

The lesser griefs that may be said, 
That breathe a thousand tender 
vows, 

Arc but as servants in a house 

Where lies the master newly dead ; 

Who speak tlieir filing as It Is, 

And weep the fulness from the 
mind: 

It will be hard/' they say, " to 
find 

Another service such as this." 

My lighter moods are like to these. 
That out of words a comfort 
win ; 

But there are other griefs within. 

And tears tliat at Ibclr fountain 
freeze ; 

Por by the hearth the children sit 
Cold in that atmosphere of 
I>eath, 

And scarce endure to draw the 
breath, 

Or like Iq noiseless phantoms fiit : 

But open converse Is there none, 

So much the vital spirits sink 
To see the vacant chair, and 
think, 

"How goo4l! how kindl and he is 
gone/' 

XXI. 

I sing to Him that rests below. 

And, since the grasses round me 
wave. 
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I take file ptTww** of the graTc, 
Aod make them pipes whereon to 
blow* 


The traveller hears me now and then, 
And someiiroea harshly will he 
s|>eak : 

" This fellow w^ould make weak* 
ness w-eak. 

And melt the wa^en hearts of men.’* 

Another answers, ” 1.^01 him be. 

He Loves to make parade of pain, 
That with his piping he may gain 

Tlie praise tliat comes to constancy/' 

A third is wroth ; ** Is this an hour 
For private sorrow's barren song. 
When more and more the people 
throng 

Tlic chairs and thrones of civil power 1 

"A time to sicken and to swoon. 

When Science reaches forth her 
arms 

To feel from world to world, and 
charms 

Her secret from the latest moon t 

Behold, yc speak an Idle thing : 

Ye never knew the sacred dust : 
1 do but sing boeause 1 must. 

And pipe hut as tlm linnets sing: 

And one It glad ; her note is gnj. 

For now her little ouet liave 
ranged ; 

And one is sad ; her note is 
changed, 

Because her brood is itol'n away. 


XXII. 

The path by whicli we twain did go, 
Which led by tracts that pleased 
ua well, 

Tliro' four sweet years arose and 
fell. 

From flower to flower, from snow to 
snow i 


And wo with singing eheer'd the way. 
And, crowned with all the season 
.lent, 

From April on to April went. 
And glad at heart from May to Mayi 

But where the path wo walk’d began 
To slant the flfth^autumnal slope, 
As we descended IT oI lowing Hope, 
Tliere sat the Shadow fear’d of -man ; 

Who broke our fair companionship, 
And spread his mantle dark and 
cold. 

And wrapt thee formless in the 
fold, 

And duird the murmur on thy lip, 

And boro thee whore T could not see 
Kor follow, iho' I walk in linste. 
And think, that somewltere in the 
waste 

Tlio Shadow sits and waits for me* 


3xni. 

Kow, sometimea in my sorrow shut, 
Or breaking into song by fits. 
Alone, alone* to where he sits. 

The Shadow cloak'd from head to foot. 

Who keeps the keys of all the creeds, 
I wander, often falling lame, 

And looking back to whence 1 
came, 

Or on to where the pathway leads ; 

And cry ing. How changed from wtiere 
it ran 

Thro’ lands where not a leaf was 
dumb ; 

But all the lavish hills would hum 

The murmur of a happy Fan: 

When each by turns was guide to each. 
And Fancy light from Fancy 
caught. 

And Thought leapt out to wed 
with Thought 

Ere Thought could wed itself with 
Speech; 
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-And all we met wn» fair and goodp 
And all was good that I'inie could 
bring. 

And all tlio secret of the Spring 
Moved in the cliambers of the blocMl ; 

And many an old philoaoptij 

On Argive heights divinely sang. 
And round us all the thicket rang 
To many a Huie of Arcady, 

And was the day of my delight 
As pure ajid perfect as 1 say T 
Tlie very source and fount of I>ay 
Is dashM with wandering isles of 
night. 

If all was good and fair we Inet, 

This carih tiad Uecn the PantdtBc 
It never lookVl to human eyes 
Since our first Sun arose and set. 

And is it that the ha^ of grief ' 
Makes former gladness loom so 
great ! 

The lowness of the present state. 
Tlmt sets the past in this relief f 

Or that the past will always win 
A glory from its being far ; 

And orb Into the perfect star 
We saw not, when we moved tlien.dn 1 

XXV* 

1 know that this was life. — the track 
Whereon with equal feet we 
farerl ; 

And then, as now, llie day pre- 
pared 

TIjc daily burden for the back* 

But tills it was that made me move 
As light as carrier-1 awls in air ; 

1 loved the weight I had to bear, 
Because It needed help of I*ove i 

Nor could I weary, heart or limb, 
AVhen mighty Love would cleave 
in twain 

The lading of a single pain. 

And part it. giving half to him* 


XXVI* 

Still onward winds tlic dreary way ; 

I with it; for 1 long to prove 
No lapse of moons can canker 
Love. 

WJiatever fickle tongues may say. 

And if that eye which watches guilt 
And goe^uoss, aud hath power 
to see 

Within the green the moulderid 
tree. 

And towers fall'n as soon as built ^ 

Oh, if Indecf] that eye foresee 
Or SCO (in Him is no before) 

In more of life true life no more 
And Xx)ve the inditlerence to be. 

TJien might I find, ere yet the morn 
Breaks hither over Indian seas. 
That Bhadow waiting with the 
keys. 

To shroud me from my proper scorn, 
xxvn, 

I envy not in any moods 

The captive void of noble rage, 
The linnet bom within the cage, 
Tliat never knew the summer woods : 

I envy not tlie beast that lakei 
His license in tlie field of time. 
Unfetter'd by the sense of crime, 
To whom a conscience never wakes ; 

Nor, what may count itself as blest, 
The heart ill at never plight e<l 
troth 

But stagnates in the weeds of 
sloth ; 

Nor any want-begotten rest* 

1 hold ic true, what’er befall ; 

1 feel it, when I pnrrow‘ most ; 
'Hs belter to have love<l and lost 
Ilian never to have loved at alL 

XXVIII, 

Tlie time draws near the birth of 
Christ : 

TJie moon is hid ; the night is still; 
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Tlic ChriBtinaii IwlU from hill ta 
hin 

Answer each other in the mht 

Four ToiccB of four liamlet» round, 
From far and near, on meail and 
moor. 

Swell out and fail, aa if a door 

Were ahut hctween me and the sound : 

Each voice four changes on tlio wind, 
That now dilnie, and now de- 
crenae. 

Peace anil goodwill, goodwill and 
peace, 

Peace and goodwill, to all mnnkinxL 

This year I slept and woke with pain, 
1 almost wisird no more to wake, 
And that my hold on life would 
Ixrenk 

Before I heard those liolls again : 

But they my troubled spirit rule. 

For Iheycontroird mewheunt»oy; 
They bring me sorrow touch'd 
with joy, 

The merry merry belU of Yule* 

XXIX. 

With such compelling cause to grieve 
As daily vexes household l>eace, 
And chains regret to his decease*, 

How dare we keep our Chrisiin ait-eve; 

Which brings no more a welcome 
guest 

To enrich the threshold of the 
night 

With shower'd largess of delight 

In dance and song and game and jest ? 

Yet go, and while the hnlly Imughs 
Entwine the cold Imptismn] font, 
^lake one wreatli more for Use 
and Wont, 

That guard the portals of the house; 

Old sisters of a day i^mc by. 

Gray nurses, loving nothing new ; 
Why should they miss their 
yearly due 

Before their time ? They too will 
die. 


XXX. 

With trembling Ungers did we weave 
The bully round the Christmas 
hearili; 

A rainy cloud possess'd the earth, 

And sadly fell our Christ mas-eve. 

At our old pastimes In the hall 

We gambortl, making vain pre- 
tence 

Of gladness, with an awful sense 

Of one mute Shadow wat citing all. 

We paused: the winds were in the 
beech; 

We heard them sweep the winter 
land; 

And in a circle hand-in-hand 

Sat silent, looking each at each. 

Tlien ccho-Iike our voices rang ; 

We sung, tlio' every eye was dim, 
A merry song we sang with him 

I#a8t year ; luipctuously we sang ; 

We ceased ; a gentler feeling crept 
Vptm us; surely rest is mwti 
“ I'hcy rest," we said, their sleep 
is sweet," 

And silence follow'd, and we wept. 

Our voicof took a liigher range; 

Once more we sang: *"lhey Jo 
not die 

Kor lose their mortal sympathy. 

Nor change to us, although they 
change ; 

** Rapt from the fickle and the frail 
With gathered power, yet the 
same, 

Pierces the keen seraphic flame 

From orb to orb, from veil to veil." 

Uiae, happy morn, rise, holy mom. 
Draw forth the cheerful day from 
night : 

O Father, touch the east, and 
light 

Uie light that shone when Hope was 
bom. 
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When left bi» ehamel care, 

Anil borne to Blary’a house re- 
turn'd, 

Was thi® demanded —if be yearn'd 

To hear her weeping by hU grave ! 

« Where wert thou, brother, those 
four days T ** 

Tliere lives no reconl of reply, 
Which telling what it is to die 

Had surely aikled praise to praise. 

From every house the neighbors met, 
The streets were fill’d with joyful 
sound, 

I A solemn gladness even crown'd 

Tlie purple brows of Ulivet 

Behold a man raised up by Christ 1 
The rest reuiaincth unreveal'd ; 
lie told it not; or something 
seal'd 

Tlic Ups of that Bvangelist. 

xxxiu 

Her eyes are homes of silent prayer, 
Nor other thought her mind ad- 
mits 

But, he waa dead, and there he 
sits. 

And he that brought him back is 
there, 

Tlien one deep love doth supersede 
All other, when her anient gaae 
Hoves from the living brother’s 
face, 

And rests upon the Life indeed. 

All subtle thought, all curious fears. 
Borne down by gladness so com- 
plete, 

She ^ bows, slie batlics the 
Saviour's feet ' 

With costly spikenard and >\itti tears. 

Thrice blest whose lives are faithful 
prayers, 

Wliose loves in higher love en- 
dure; 


What souls possess themsel ves so 
pure, 

Or is their blessedness like theirs I 


XXXtII. 

O thou til at after toil and storm 

Maybt seem to have reach'd a 
purer air, 

Wiujfte faith has centre every- 
where, 

Nor cares to fix itself to form, 

Leave thou thy sister when she prays, 
Her early Heaven, her happy 
views ; 

Nor thou with shadow'd hint con- 
fuse 

A life that leads melodious days. 

Her faith thro' form is pure as tldne, 
Her liands are quicker unto gtjod : 
Oh, sacred l>e the flesh atid blood 
To winch she links a truth divine 1 

See thou, that counteat reason ripe 
In lioldlng by the law within, 
Tliou fail not in a world of sin. 
And ev n for want of such a type. 


XXXIV. 

My own dim life should teach me 
this, 

That life shall live for evermore, 
KEso earth is darkness at the core. 
And dust and aahes all that is ; 

This round of green, this orb of flame, 
Fantastic lieauty; such as lurki 
Til mmio wild Poet, wlien he works 
Without a conscience or an aim. 

Wliat tlien were God to such as 1 1 
*Twere hardly worth my while to 
choose 

Of things all mortal, or to use 
A little patience ere I die; 

Twere best at once to sink to peace. 
Like birds the charming serpent 
draws, 
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To drop lioad-foremost in the 
jawa 

Of Tacttiit dnrkneii; and to ooaso^ 


XXXV. 

Yet if ftOTne voice tbat man could 
truiit 

Should murmur from the narrow 
house* 

The checks drop in ; the body 
b<iwa; 

Man dies : nor U there hope in dust ; '' 

Might 1 not say? ** Vet even here* 
Hut for OTIC liour* O J^ove, I strive 
7"o keep so sweet a thing alive : 

But J shiiutd turn miue ears and hear 

The meanings of the homelesa sea* 
The sound of suvams that swift 
or slow 

Draw down iEonlan liiUa* and 
sow 

Tlie dust of continents to be ; 

And Ixive would answer witli a sigh, 
**The sound of that forgetful 
shore 

Will change my sweetness more 
and more, 

Hatf-dead to know that I sliall die/* 

O me, what profits it to put 

An idle case ! If Death were 
awn 

At first as Death, Love had not 
been, 

Or beeft in narrowest working shut. 

Mere fellowship of slugprish moods, 
Or in his coarsest ^^tyr-shspe 
Had bruised the herb and crush'd 
the grape, 

And bask’d and batten’d in the woods. 


XXXVI. 

Tito’ truths In ma nhooil darkly join, 
DeeiMcated in our mystic frame, 
We ykdd all bicMing to the name 
Of Ehn that made them cunvnt coin ; 


For Wisdom dealt with mortal isowers. 
Where truth in closest words shall 
fail, 

Wjieii Inttli embodied in a tale 
Shall enter in at lowly doors. 

And so llio Word had breath, and 
wrought 

With human hands the creed of 
ereedfl 

In loveliness of perfect decHls, 
More strong than all p^Kdlc thought; 

Which be may read that binds Ibo 
sheaf, 

Or builds the bouse, or digs the 
grave, 

Ami those Wild eyes that watch 
the wave 

In roarings round llie coral reef, 
xxxvn, 

Urania speaks with darken’d brow t 
*"Tliou protest here where thou 
art least; 

This faith has many n purer priest, 
And many an abler voice than thou. 

*’ Go down lieside iby native rill, 

On thy Parnassus set thy feet, 
Anci liear thy laurcd whisiicr sweet 
Aboutjlic ledges of the liilL” 

And my Melpomene replies, 

A touch of shame uimn her ebeck : 
** I am not worthy ev’n to speak 
Of tby prevailing mysteries; 

" For r am but an earthly Muso, 

And oxvning but a little art 
To lull with song an aching heart. 
And render human love his dues ; 

** But bromllng on the dear one dead, 
And all he said of things divine, 
(And dear to me as sacred wine 
To dying lips is all he said), 

** 1 murmur’d, ai 1 came along, 

Of ctimfort clasp’d in truth re- 
veal’d ; 

And loiter’d in the masler’s field, 
And darken’d sanctities wjih song.” 
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xsxriii. 

With ircury itcps 1 loiter on, 

Tlio' ahviiys utiiler nUer'it ikica 
Tho pnrptc from the tits Uince dies, 

My prospect and horl^n gone, 

Ko joy the blowing season gives. 

The lieraitl nielodks of spring. 
Out in the songs I love to sing 

A doubtful gleaui of solace lives. 

If any care for what is here 

Survive in spirits render'd free, 
Tlieii arc these songs I sing of 
tb^a; 

Kot all ungrateful to tliine ear. 
XXXTX. 

Old w'ardc r of these buried bones. 
And answering now my random 
stroke 

With fruitful cloud and living 
smoke. 

Bark yew, that graspest at the stones 

And dippest toward the dreamless 
head, 

To thee too conics the golden hour 
When flower Is feeling after 
flower ; 

But Sorrow ^flxt upon the dead, 

And darkening the dark graves of 
men, - — 

What wldsi>er\l from her lying 
lips 1 

Thy gloom is kindled at lUe tips, 

And passes into gloom agaiu- 

XL, 

Could we forget the widow'd hour 
Anri look on Spirits breathed 
away. 

As on a maiden in the day 

Wlicn first slie wears iier orange* 
flower I 

When crown'd with blessing she doth 
rise 

To take her latest leave of liome, 


Ancl Impes and light regrids tlmt 
come 

Make April of her tender eyes ; 

And doubtful joys the father move, 
And tears are on the mothers 
face, 

As parting with a long embrace 
She enters other realms of love; 

iJer office there to rear, to teach, 
Ik-eoniing as is meet and fit 
A link among the days, to kuil 
The generations each with each; 

And, doubtless, unto thee is given 
A life that lienrs immortal fruit 
In those great offices that suit 
The fu|l-growu energies of heaven. 

Ay me, the difference 1 discern t 
Ilow often shall her old fireside 
Dc cheer'd with tidings of the 
britle, 

How often she herself return, 

And tell them all Uiey would have 
fold, 

And bring her babe, and make 
her iMwist, 

Till even those tbat miss'd her 
most 

Shall count new things as dear as old : 

But thou and T have simken hands, 
Till growing winters lay me low ; 
Jly paths are in the fields 1 know. 
And thine in undiscover’d lands. 


XLI, 

Tliy spirit ere our fatal loss 

Bid ever rise from high to higher ; 

As mounts the heavenward altar- 
fire* 

As flies the lighter thro' the gross. 

But thou art turn'd to something 
strange, 

And 1 iiave lost the links that 
bouud 
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Thy ch&ngef ; here upon the 
ground^ 

No more pariaker of Ihy ahAnge. 

I>cep folly 1 yet that this could be — 
That [ could wing my will with 
might 

To leap the grades of life and 
light, 

And Sash at 0000 , ^y friend, to thee. 

For tho’ my nature rarely yields 

To that vague fear implied in 
death ; 

Kor shudders at the gulfs bent^ath. 

The howllugs from forgo Lien Selds ; 

Yet oft when sundown skirts the moor 
An inner iruuble 1 belioid, 

A spectral doubt which makes me 
cold. 

That 1 shati be thy mate no more, 

Tho^ following with an upward mind 
The wonders that have come to 
thee, 

Thro' all the secular lo-be. 

But evermore a life behind. 


XLtl. 

1 vex my heart with fancies dim : 

lie still outstript me in the race ; 
It was but unity of place 
That made me dream I rank'd with 
hinn 

And to may Place retain us still, 

And he the much-bedoved again, 
A lord of large experience, train 
To riper growth tlie mind and will : 

And what delights can equal those 
Tliai stir the spirit's inner deeps, 
When one that loves but knotrs 
not, reaps 

A truth from one that loves and 
knows T 


XLIll, 

If Sleep and Death be truly one. 
And every spirit's folded bloom 


Thro' all its intervital gloom 
In some long trance should slumber on; 

Unconscious of the sliding hour. 

Bare of tJm body, might it last. 
And silent troches of the past 
Be all Llie color of the dower; 

So then wore nothing lost to man ; 

So that still garden of the souls 
In many a figured leaf enrolls 
'fhe total world aijico life began ; 

And love will last as pure atul whole 
As when lie loved me here in 
Time, 

And At the spiritual prime 
Bewaken with the dawning souk 

xuv. 

How fares it with the happy dead? 

For here the man is "more and 
more; 

But he forgets the days Iwfore 
^God shut the doorways of" his head. 

The days have vanish'd, tone and lint, 
And yet perhaps tho hoarding 
sens© 

Gives out at times (he knows not 
wiiencej 

A little flash, a mystic hint ; 

And in the long harmonious yean 
(If Death so taste Letheaii 
springs). 

May some dim touch of earthly 
things 

Surpriiie thee ranging with thy peers. 

If such a dreamy touch should fall, 
t> turn thee round, resolve the 
I doubt ; 

My guardian angel will speak out 
In that high place, and tell Ihcc all. 

XLT. 

The iMihy new to earth and sky, 

Whai lime his tender palm is prest 
Against the circle of the breast, ^ 
Has never thought tliat “ this is I;/' 
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But M he pffowR he much, 

And le»m« the ii«e uf I,” and 
" me/' 

And ftndt ** I am imt wbftt I lee, 

And other than the lliingi 1 touch/' 

So rounds he to a separate mind 

From w lienee clear memory may 
begin, 

As thro' the frame that binds him 
in 

His isolation grows defined. 

This use may lie in blood and breathy 

Which else were friuiless of ilieir 
due, 

Had man to leam hims^df anew 

Beyond the second birth of lAMitln 

XtTl. 

We ranging down this lower traek, 

The path we came by, thorn and 
dower, 

Is shadow'd by the growing hour, 

Lest life should fail iu looking back. 

So he It: there no shade can last 

In that deep dawn behind the 
tomb, 

But clear from marge to marge 
shall bloom 

The eternal landscape of the past ; 

A Ufelong tract of time rereard ; 

The fruitful hours of still increase; 

Days order'd In a wealthy peace, 

And those five years its richest field. 

0 Love, thy province were not lar^, 

A hountled field, nor stretching 
far; 

T,ook also, T-otc, a brooding star, 

A rosy warmth from marge to marge, 

XLVIl, 

That each, who seems a separate 
whole. 

Should move his rounds, and fus- 
ing all 

The skirts of self again, should 
fall 

Eeznerging in the general Soul^ 


If faith as vague as all unsweet r 

Eternal form shall still divide ' 
The etemaf soul from ail lietide; 

And I shall know him when we meet : 

And we shall sit at endless feast, 
Enjoying each the other's gtK)d: 
What vaster dream can hit the 
mood 

Of Love on earth ? He seeks at least 

Upon the last and sharpest height, 
Be^fore the sjdrits fade away, 
Sontc landing*place, to clasp and 
say, 

“ Farewcdl 1 We lose ourselves in 
light" 

XLVIIt 

If these brief lays, of Sorrow bom. 
Were taken to be such as closed 
Grave doubts and answers here 
proposed, 

Then tliese were inch as men might 
scorn: 

Her care is not to part and prove j 
She takes, when harsher moodi 
remit. 

What slender shade of doubt may 
fill, 

And makes it vassal unto love : 

And hence, Indeed, she sports with 
words. 

But better serves a wboksome 
law, 

And holds it sin and shame to 
draw 

The deepest measure from the chorda: 

Nor dare she trust a larger lay, 

But rather iewsens from the lip 
Short swallow-flights of song, that 
dip 

Their wings in tears, and skim away. 
xhtx. 

From art, from nature, from the 
schools, 

Let random infiuencct glance. 
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liike %1tl m many a »1u Tier'd lance 

Thai breaks abnul lli« dappled pooli : 

The Ugli test wave of thought shall liipp 
The fancy's tendemt eddy 
wreathe. 

The slightest air of song shall 
breathe 

To make the sullen surface crisp. 

And look thy look, and go thy way, 
But blame not thou the winds that 
make 

Tlie seeming wanton Hpple break, 

The tender-pencil 'cl sliadow play. 

Beneath all fancied hopes and fears 
Ay me, tlic sorrow deepens down, 
Whose muOled motions blindly 
drown 

The bases of my life in tears. 


Be near me when my light is low, 
When the blood creeps, and the 
nerves prick 

And tingle ; and the heart is sick, 
And all the wheels of Being slow. 

Be near me wtien the sensuons frame 
li rack'd witli pangs that conquer 
trust; 

And Time, a maniac scattering 
dust, 

And Life, a Fury slinging Oame. 

pc near me when my faith is dry, 

A nd men the Hie# of latter spring. 
That lay their eggs, and sting 
and sing 

And weave their potty cells and die. 

Be near me wlien I fade away. 

To point the term of human strife, 
And on the low dark verge of life 
The twilight of eternal day. 


LI. 

Do we indeed desire the dead 

Should still be near us at our side I 


Is there no baseness we would 
hide ? 

No inner vilencss that we dread t 

Shall he for whose applause I strove, 

I had such reverence for his 
blame, 

See with clear eye some hidden 
shame 

And 1 be lessen'd in his love ? 

1 wrong the grave with fears untrue : 

Khali love be blamed for want of 
faith ? 

There must be wisdom with great 
Death: 

The dead shall look me thro' and thro*. 

Be near us when we climb or fall : 

Ye watch, like God, the rolling 
hours 

With larger other eyes than oars. 

To make altowanoc for us all. 

Lit 

I cannot lore thee as I ought, 

For love reflccia die thing be- 
loved ; 

My woixls are only words, and 
moved 

Upon dm topmost froth of thought. 

‘*Tei blame not thou my plaintive 
song" 

The Spirit of true love replied ; 

" I'hou canst not move me from 
thy side, 

Nor human frailty do me wrong. 

“ Wliat keeps a spirit wholly true 

To that ideal which he bears ’ 

What record t not tho smtess 
years 

That breathed beneath the Syrian 
blue: 

** So fret not, like an idle girl, 

Tliat life is dash'd with flecks of 
sin. 

Abide: thy wealth is gadu-r'd in, 

When Time hath sunder'd shell from 
pearL" 
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MU, 

How many a father liavc I koti, 

A nuber man, among liii boys, 
Wlioge youth was full of fooliab 
noiKe^ 

Who wears hli manhood hale and 
green: 

Ami dare we to this fancy give, 

That had ilie wild oai not been 
sown, 

Hie soilj left barren, scarce had 
grown 

The gmin by which a man may live 7 

Or, if we held the doctrine Bound 

For life outliving heats of youths 
Yet who would preach it as a 
truth 

To those tlint eddy round and round ? 

Hold tliou the good: deline it well: 
For fear divine Fhilosophy 
Should push beyond her mark, 
and be 

Frocurese to Uie Lorda of llelL 

LIV. 

Oh yet we trust that somehow good 
Will bt‘ the final goal of 111, 

To pangs of nature, sins of will. 
Defects of doubt, and taints of blood; 

Tliat nothing walks with aimless feet; 
That not one Hfe Bhali be de- 
stroy’d. 

Or cast as mbhish to the void, 
Wlicn God hath made the pile com- 
plete; 

Tliat not a worm is cloven in vain ; 
That not a molh with vain desire 
Ts sliHveird in a fruitless hre. 

Or but subserves another's gain. 

Behold, wc know not any thing ; 

1 can but trust that good shall 
fall 

At last — far off — at last, to all, 
And every winter change to spring. 


So runs my dream : but what am 1 ! 
An infant crying in the night: 

All jMfuiii crying for the light: 
And with no Language but a ciy, 

LV. 

The wish, that of the living whole 
No life niJiy fail beyond the grave. 
Derives it not fmm what we have 
The Like£l Goil withm tlie soul I 

Are God and Nature then at strife, 
That Nature lends such evil 
dreams t 

So eareful of the type she seems, 
So careless of the iingle life; 

That I, considering everywhere 

Her secret meanirtg in her deeds. 
And finding that of fifty seeds 
She often brings bni one to bear, 

1 falter where I firmly trod. 

And falling wuh my weight of 
caret 

U pon the great world's altar-staire 
That slope tluo’ darkness up to God, 

I stretcH lame hands of faith, and 
grope, 

And gather dust and chaff, and 
tail 

To what 1 feel la Lord of ail, 
And faintiy trust the larger hope. 

LVI. 

"So careful of the type 7 " but no. 
From scarped cliff and quarried 
stone 

She cries, " A thousand types are 
gone: 

I care for nothing, all sball go. 

" Tliou makeal thine appeal to me : 

I bring lo life, I bring to death ; 
Tl*e spirit does but mean the 
bn a lb : 

I knew no more ” And He, sball he, 

Alan, her IssI work, who seem'd so 
fair, 
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Hitch splendid purpose in his ejes, 
Who roird the to wintry 

skies, 

Wtio built hi in fanes of fruitleas 
prayer. 

Who tntsU'd God was love indeed 
And love Creation'a final law — 
Tho' Nature, red in tooth ami 
claw 

With ravine, shriek'd against his 
creed — 


Who loved, who suffer’d countless ills, 
Who battled for the True, the 
Just, 

Bo blown about tlie desert dust, 
Or seard within tiie iron bills ? 


I hoar it now, and oVr and o’er* 
Eternal greetings to the dead ; 
And Ave, A VC, Ave,” said, 

“ Adieu, adieu ” for evcrinori?, 

Lvni. 

In those sad words I took farewell : 
Like echoes in w^pulchml halls. 
As drop by drop the water falls 
In vaults and catacombs, they fell ; 


And, falling, Idly broke the peace 
Of hearts that heat from day to 
day, 

Half-conscious of their dying 
eiay, 

And those cold crypts where they 
shat] cease. 


No more 1 A monster tlien, a dream, 
A discord. Hragons of the 
prime, 

That tare each other in tlieir 
slime, 

Were mellow music match’d with him, 

O life aa futile, then, as frail ! 

O for thy voice to sooUic and 
bless! 

What hope of answer, or redreas ? 

Behind tlio veil, behind the veil, 

LVII. 

Peace ; come away : the song of woe 
Is afmr all an earthly scingL 
Peaces come away; we do him 
wrong 

To sing so wildly : let us go. 

Come; let us go: yonr cheeks are 
pale; 

But half my life T leave behind : 
Afethinks my friend is richly 
shrined ; 

But 1 shall pass; my work will fail. 

Tet In these ears, till hearing dies, 
One set slow bell will seem to toll 
The passing of the sweetest soul 

That ever look’d with human eyes. 


Tlie high Muse answered: “ Wherefore 
grieve 

Thy brethren with a fruitljess 
tear ! 

Abide a little longer here. 

And thou shall take a nobler leave,” 

LI^, 

O Sorrow, wilt thou li ve with mo 
No casual mistress, but a wife, 
hfy buBom*fricad and half of 
life ; 

As I confess it needs must be ; 

O Sorrow, wilt tliou rule niy blood. 

Be sometimes lovely like a bride, 
And put thy ImrsUer mootls aside, 

If thou wilt liave me wise and good. 

My centred passion cannot move, 

Nor will it lessen fronv to-day ; 
But 1*11 have leave at limes to 
play 

As with the creature of my love ; 

And set tlioc forth, for thou art mine, 
With so mucli hope for years to 
come. 

That, ho wsoe’er I know thee, some 

Could hardly tell what name were 
thine. 
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LX. 


LXII. 


He paBt ; a nonl of noUlc^r tfvnc • 

My ppirii lov9d and luvi^jt him 

yH, 

Like iiomc prnir girl whose heart 
is sel 

Oii one w^lioso rank exceeds her own. 

He fnixing with hit proper sphere, 
She finciii the haa<-ness of her lot, 
llnLf jealous of she knows not 
what, 

And envying all that meet him there. 

The little village looks fotlom ; 

Slje sighs amid her narrow^ days* 
Moving about the household 
ways. 

In that dark house where slm was 
born. 

Ttic foolish neighbors come and go, 
And tease her till the day draws 
by; 

At night she weeps, ** How vain 
am U 

How should lie love a tiling so low t ” 


LXJ. 

If, in thy second state sublime. 

Thy ransoni*d reason change 
replies 

With all the circle of the wise. 
The perfeet tiow^r of human time ; 


Xho' if an eye that’s downwanl cast 
Could make t lice aoinewiiat blench 
or fail, 

Tiien be my love an idle tale. 
And fading legend of the past ; 

And thou, as one that onee declined, 
When he was little more than boy, 
i In some unworthy heart with joy. 
But lives to wed an equal mind ; 

And breathes a novel world, the whUa 
His other passion wholly dies. 

Or in the iiglit of ch^per eyes 
Is matter for a Hying smile. 

LXIIt. 

Yet pity for a horse o*er-d riven, 

And love in which my hound has 
part, 

Can hang no weight upon my 
heart 

In its assumptions up to heaven ; 


And I am so much more than these, 
As ihou, perchanee, art more than 


And yet I spare them sympathy, 
And I would set ihtir pains at ease. 


So mayst thou watch me where I weep, 
As, unto vaster motions Iwund, 
The circuits of lliiue orbit round 
A higher height, a deeper deepw 


And if thou cast thine eyes below, 
How dimly character’d and slight. 
How dwarfd a growth of cold and 
night, 

How blanch'd with darkness must I 
grow! 


LX nr. 

Dost thou look back on what hath 
been. 

As some divinely gifted man, 
Whose life in low estate began 
And on a simple village green ; 


Yet turn thee to the doubtful shore. 
Where tliy first form was made a 
man; 

1 loved thee. Spirit, and love, nor 
can 

The soul of Shakspeare love thee more. 


Who breaks his birth’s invidious bar, 
And grasps the skirts of happy 
chance. 

And breasts the blows of clrcuin* 
stance, 

And grapples with his evil star; 
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Who tnalccft hy foroe liift merit ktinwn ' 
And lirefl to dutch the golden 
keyi, 

To oiouUl a mighty state** decreeR, 
And shape the whisper of the throne ; 

And moving up from high to higher, 
Ihieoinea on Fortune** ero^Jiing 
slope 

Tlie pillar of a people's liope. 

The centre of a world** desire ; 

Tet feels, as In a pensive dream, 

VV^hen all his active powers are 
still, 

A distant deami*ss in the hill, 

A secret sweetness in the slrcaui, 

The limit of fiis narrower fate, 

WJiile yet besiilc its vocal springs 
lie play*d atuoun$elliirs and kings, 
With one that was his earliest mate; 

Who ploughs with pain his native lea 
And reaps the JsIkip of his hands, 
Or in the furrow musing stands | 

" Does my old friend remember me ? 


Lxr. 

Sweet soul, do with me as thou will; 

1 ItilL a fancy trouhle-tost 
With Love's too precious to be 
lost, 

A little grain shall not be spilt." 

And In that solace can I sing. 

Till out of painful phases wrought 
Tliere Gutters up a happy thought, 
Self-balanced on a lightsome wingt 

Since we deservefl the name of friends, 
And thine effect so live* in me, 

A part of mine may live in thee 
And move tlice on to noble eudi. 


LXVL 

You thought my heart too far diseased ; 
You wonder when my fande* play 
To find me gay among the gay, 
like one with any trifle pleased- 


The shade by whidi my life was emst, 
Which makes a desert in the mind. 
Has made me kindly with tny kind, 
And iilte to him whose sight is lost ; 

Whose feet arc guiilcd thro' the land, 
Whose jest among his friends is 
free, 

Wlio takes the children on his 
knee, 

And winds their curls about bis hand: 

lie plays with threads, he beats his 
chair 

For pastime, dreaming of the sky. 
Ills inner day can never die, 

Ills night of loss is always there- 

LXVIJ, 

When on my bed the moonlight falls, 
I know that in thy place of rest 
By that broad water of the west, 
Ttiere comes a glory on the walls : 

Thy marble bright in dark appears. 
As slowly steals a sliver flame 
Along the letters of thy name, 
And oVr the number of Ihy years- 

The mystic glory swims away ; 

Ynnn o^ my bed the moonlight 
dies ; 

And closing eaves of wearied eyes 
T sleep till dusk is dipt in gray: 

And then T know the mist is drawn 
A lucid veil from coast to coast, 
And in tlic dark church like a 
ghost 

Thy tablet glimmers to tbe dawn, 

LXVIIT, 

When in the down I sink my head. 
Sleep, Death *s twin-brother, times 
my breath ; 

S leep , Dea t h *s t w in-brother, knows 
not Death, 

Xor can 1 dream of thee as dead t 

1 walk as ere 1 walk'd-forlom. 

When all our path was fresh with 
dew, 
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And aU tho bugle breoiefl blew 

RereilLee to the breaking mom. 

But what 13 this 1 1 turn about, 

1 find a trouble in tiiiiie eye, 
VV'hieh makes me sad 1 know not 
wliy, 

Xorcaii niy dream resolve the doubt: 

But ere the lark hath left the lea 
1 wake, and I discern the truth ; 
It h the trouble of my youth 

That fooUah sleep transfera to thee. 

I dreaniM there would he Spring no 
more, 

That Nature 's ancient power waa 
lost 

The streets were black with smoke 
and frost, 

They chatter'd trifles at tlie door : 

I wander'd from the noisy town, 

I found a wood with thorny 
boughs T 

I took the thorus to bind my 
brows, 

1 wore them like a civic crown ; 

I met with scoffs, I met with scorns 
From youth and babe and hoary 
hairs : 

They call'd mo in the public 
square* 

The fool tliat wears a crown of Uiorns ; 

They call'd me fool, they call'd me 
ehitd : 

I found an angel of the night ; 
The voice was loiv, the look was 
bright ; 

He look'd upon my crown and smiled : 

He reach'd the glory of a hand, 

I1iat seem'd to touch it into leaf: 
The voice -waa not tlie voice of 
grief, 

Tlie words were liard to underttamL 


I cannot see the features right, 

Wlien on the glocjm 1 strive to 
paint 

Tim face I know; the hues are 
faint 

And mix with liollow masks of night ; 

Clouddowers by ghostly masons 
wrought, 

A gulf that ever shuts and gapes, 

A linnd that points, and palled 
shapes 

In sliadowy thoroughfares of thought ; 

And crowds that stream from yawn- 
ing doom, 

And slioals of pucker'd faces 
drive ; 

Park bulks that tumble half aUve, 

And lazy lengths on boundless shores; 

Till all at once beyond the will 

1 hear a wizard music roll. 

And thro' a lattice on the soul 

Looks thy fair face and makes it still , 

Sleep, kinsman tliou to death and 
trance 

And madness, thou hast forged 
at last 

A nlghtdong ITescnt of the Past 

In wliich we went thro' summer 
France, 

ITadst thou such dtedit with the soul I 

Then bring an opiate trebly 
strong, 

Drug down the blindfold sense of 
wrong 

That so my pleasure may be whole; 

While now we talk as once we talk'd 

Of men and minds, the dust of 
change, 

Tlie days that grow to something 
* I range. 

In walking as of old we walk'd 
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Beiide tlie rirer** wocwfed rcatli^ 

The fortresSf an<l the mouiitam 
ridge, 

The eaiAract Ashing from the 
bridge, 

The breaker breaking on the beach. 


BUest thou thtia, dim dairiit again, 

And hnwieat, iaiuiugout of night 

With blasu that blow tlje popJar 
white, 

And laah with itomi the streaming 
panel 

Bay, when my erown'd epfnte begun 

To pine in that reverse of dfnim, 

Which sicken'd every living 
bloom. 

And blurr'd the splendor of the sun ; 

Who usherest in the dolorous hour 

With thy quick tears that make 
the rose 

Put I sideways, and the daisy close 

Her crimson fringes to tlie shower; 

Who might*st have heaved a windless 
flame 

Up the deep East, or, whispering, 
play'd 

A chequer.work of beam and 
ahatle 

Along tlie hills, yet look'd the same. 

As wan, as chill, as wild at now ; 

Day, mark'd as with some hideous 
crime. 

When the dark hand struck down 
thro' lime, 

And cancelt'd nature's best : but tliou, 

liift as thou may's! thy burt hon'd 
brows 

Thro' clouds that drencii the 
morning star, 

And whirl the ungamer'd sheaf 
afar, 

And sow tlie sky with flying boughs, 


And np thy vault with roaring sound 
Climb tliy thick noon, disastrous 
day ; 

Toueli iliy dull goal of Joyless 
gray, 

And bide tby shame benealb the 
ground. 

txxttt. 

So many worlds, to much to do, 

So little done, such things to be. 
How know I whai bad need of 
thee, 

For thou Wert strong as tbou wert true? 

The fame is quench'd (hat I foresaw, 
The head hath miss'd an eanhly 
wreath i 

I curse not nature, no, nor death ; 
For nothing it that errs from Jaw. 

We pass I the path that each man trod 
Is dim, or will tie dim, with weeds: 
What fame is left for human deeds 
In endlCHS age ? It rests with God. . 

O hollow W'raith of dying fame, 

Fade wholly, while the soul 
ejtulfs, 

And self-infolds the large results 
Of force that would have forged a 
name. 

LXXIV. 

As somefimea In a dead man's face. 
To those that watch it more and 
more, 

A liketiess, lianlty teen before, 
Comes out^lo some one of bis race: 

So, dearest, now thy brows are cold, 

I see tbee what thou art, and 
know 

Thy likeness to the wise below. 
Thy kindred with the great of old. 

But there is more titan I can see, 

And what 1 see 1 leave unsnid. 
Nor speak it, knowing Death has 
made 

His darkness beautiful with thee. 
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LX XV. 

1 leftTf? iUy |>rniBe» unexpreitM 

In wim.* iliat brings myself relief. 
And by the measure of my grief 
1 leave thy greatness to be guess’d ; 

WJmt practiec howsoe'er ex|>ert 

In fitting aptesi words to things. 
i>r vok*e the rieliest-toned tijat 
sings. 

Hath power to give thee as thoa wert f 

I care not In these fading days 

To raise a cry that lasts not long. 
And round thee with the breeze 
of song 

To stir a little dust of praise. 

Thy leaf has perish'd in I he green. 
And.wliile we breathe bcneatii the 
sun. 

The world which crediu what is 
done 

Is cold to all that mighl have been, 

8o liere shall silence guard thy fame ; 
But somewhere, out of human 
view, 

Whate'er thy liands are set to do 
Is wrought with tumult of aceiaim, 

LXXVL 

Take winp of fancy, and ascend. 
Ami in a moment set lliy face 
Wijerc all the starry heavens of 
space 

Are sharpen'd to a neetlle's end ; 

Take wings of foresight ; Ughten thro' 
I'he secular abyss to come. 

And lo, thy deepest lays arc dumb 
Before the mouldering of a yew ; 

And if the matin songs, that woke 
Tlje darkness of our planet, last, 
Tliine own shall wither in the vast, 
Ere h^lf the lifetime of an oak* 

Ere these have clothed their branchy 
how era 

With fifty Mays, thy songs are 
vain ; 


And what are they when theso 
remain 

The ruin'd shells of hoUow towers ? 


LXXVII. 

What hope is here for modem rhyme 
To him. who turns a musing eye 
On songs, and deeds, and lives, 
that lie 

Foreshorten'd in the tract of time ! 

These mortal tullahies of pain 

May hind a book, may line a box. 
May serve to curl a maiden's 
locks [ 

Or when a thousand moons shall wane 

A man upon a stall may find. 

And. passing, tum the page that 
tells 

A grief, then changed to some> 
thing else, 

Sung by a longdorgotten mind. 

But what of that 1 ^^y darken'd ways 
Shall ring with music all the same; 
To breathe my loss is more than 
fame, 

To utter love more sweet than praise. 


Lxxvni. 

Again at Cliriatmas did we weave 
The holly round the Christmas 
hearth ; 

The silent snow possess'd the 
earth. 

And calmly fell our CliristmaS'eve : 

The yule^dog sparkled keen with frost. 
No wing of wind the region swept. 
But over all things brooding slept 

Tlie quiet sense of something lost. 

As in the winters left bt^hind. 

Again our ancient games had 
place. 

The mimic picture's breathing 
grace. 

And dance and song and hoodman* 
blind. 


IN MEMORIAM. 503 


Who Allow'd A token of di9tn?fl« I 

No Aingle tear, no niiO-k of pain : 
O torrow, then eau eorrow wane t 
O grief, ean grief be etiaiigiHl to le>» f 

O Iflit regret, regi^f ean cUe I 

No — TiUxt with all thii myttie 
frame, 

Her deep relations are the same, 
But with long use her tears are dt^* 


** More than my brothers are to me/*— 
Ijet this not vex thee, noble heart I 
I know thee of what force thou 
art 

To hold tho costliest love in fee. 

But thou and I are one in kind. 

As moulded like in Nature’s mint; 
And hill and wood and iietd did 
print 

Tlie same sweet forms in citlier mind. 

For us the same cold streamlet curl’d 
Thro' all his eddying coves ; the 
same 

All winds tliat roam the twilight 
came 

In whispers of the bGauieous world. 

At one dear knee we proffer'd vows, 
One lesson from one book wc 
learn VI, 

Ere childhood’s flaxen ringlet 
turn’d 

To black and brown on kindred brows* 

And so my wealth resemblea thine, 
But he was rich wJierc I was poor. 
Anti he supphed my want the more 

As his uuJJkenesa fitted mine. 


LXXX. 

If any vague desire should rise, 

That holy Heath ere Arthur died 
Had moved me kindly froni his 
side, 

And dropt the dust on tearless eyes ; 

• 


nien fancy shapes, m fancy can. 

The grief my loss in him had 
wrought, 

A grief as deep ns life or thought. 
But stay'd in jn-ace with God and man. 

1 make a picture in ihe hrain ; 

1 hear the iscntence that he stjcaks ; 
lie Wars I lie burthen of the w^wks 
But turns his burthen into gain. 

His credit thus shall set me free; 
And, infiuenci>-rich to soothe and 
save, 

Unuseil example from the grave 
Beach out dead hands to comfort me. 


LXXXL 

Could 1 have said while lie was here, 
"My Jove sUalJ now no further 
range; 

Tliere cannot eome a mellower 
change, 

For now is love mature in ear/* 

Love, then, had hope of richer store i 
What end is lierc to toy com- 
plaint 1 

This haunting whisper makes me 
faint, 

" More years had made me love thee 
more/^ 

But Beath returns an answer sweet r 
“ My sudden frost was sudden 
gain, 

A nri ga ve all ripeness to the grain, 

It might have drawn from after-heat.'’ 


LXXXIl. 

I wage not any feud with Death 

For changes wrouglit on fonn and 
face ; 

No lower life that earth’s embrace 

May breed witli him, can fright my 
faith. 

Eternal process moving on. 

From state to state the spirit 
walks; 
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And these are but the slmtterVl 
stacks, 

Or rulu’d cbrjaalis of one. 

JJor blatne I Deaths >>ecaiise he Imre 
The use of virtue out of eartli : 

1 know transplanted human worth 
Will bloom to profit, otherwhere. 

For ill 18 alone on Death I w-reak 

The wnith that gamers in my 
heart ; 

He put our lives so far apart 
We cannot bear each other speak. 

LXXltUI. 

Dip down upon the northern shore, 

O Bvveet iicTW*yenr delaying long ; 
Thou tloest expectant nature 
wrong; 

Delaying long, delay no more* 

Wlint stays thee from the clouded 
noons, 

Tliy sweetness from its proper 
place 1 

Can tronhle live with April days, 
Or sadness in the sutnnior moons ! 

Bring orchis, bring the foxglove spire, 
Tlie little speed weirs darling hluci 
Deep tulips dash*d with fiery dew, 
I^burnuiTis, dropping-wells of hre, 

0 thou* new-year, delaying long, 

Delayesi the sorrow^ in niy blocMl, 
That longs to burst a frozen hud 
And flood a fresher throat with song, 

LXXXtT. 

When I contemplate all alone 

Tlielife that had l>een thine lielow, 
And fix my thoughts on all the 
glow 

To which thy crescent would have 
grown ; 

1 see thee sitting crown'd with gootl, 

A central warmth dilTusing bliss 
In ' glance and smile, and clasp 
and kiss* 

On all the branches of thy blood ; 


Thy blooil,my friend, anil partly mine; 
For no^f the day was drawing on, 
When thou shouhrst link thy life 
with one 

Of mine own house, and boys of thina 

Had babbled Uncle *' on my knee; 
But that ix^montidess iron hour 
Mailecy press of her orange (lower. 
Despair of Hope, and earth of thee* 

I scent to meet their least desire. 

To clap ilteir cheeks, to call them 
mine. 

T see tbeir unborn faces shine 
Beside the neverdigUted Are. 

1 sec myself an honor'd fpiest, 

Thy partner in the flowery walk 
Of letters, genial table-talk. 

Or deep dispute, aiut graceful jest; 

While novT thy prosperous labor fills 
The lips of men with honest praise, 
And sun by sun the happy days 
Deaceiul IjcUjw the golden hills 

With promise of a mom ns fair ; 

And nil the train of bounteous 
hours 

Conduct by paths of growing 
Itowcrs, 

To reverence and the silver hair* 

Till slowly worn her earthly robe. 

Her lavish mission ricldy 
wrought, 

Ix^aving great legacies of thought, 
Tliy spirit sliould fail from off the 
globe; 

What time mine owm might also flee, 
As liiikM with thine In love and 
frtte, 

And, hovering oVr the dolorou* 
strait 

To the other shore, involvetl in Ihee, 

Arrive at Iasi the blessed goal. 

And He that died in Holy Land 
Would reach us out the shining 
hand, 

And take us as a tingle soul* 
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What re<'d was that on which I leant ! 
Ah, liackwanl fancy, wherefore 
walce 

The old bitterness attain, and 
lireak 

The low begin 111 II gH of content 

L.\AXV. 

Thia truth come borne with bier and 
]iall, 

I felt it, when I BorrtiwM mojit, 
Ti« Ixdter to have luvefi and lost, 

Tlian never to have loved at all 

O true in word, and tried in deed, 
Demanding, so to bring relief 
To this which is our eoiuinon 
grief. 

What kind of life is that 1 lead ; 

And whether trust in things aborc 
IkMiiniTnM of sorrow, or sustain’d ; 
And whether love for him have 
drain'd 

My capahitities of love ; 

Your words hnveTirtne such ns draws 
A faithful answer from the 
breast, 

Thro’ light reproaches, half ex- 
prest. 

And loyal unto kindly laws, 

ily tdood an even tenor kept, 

■ Till on mine ear this message 
falls. 

That in Vienna's fatal walls 

God's Anger touch’d him, and he slept, 

Tlie gn'at Intelligences fair 

That range aljove our mortal 
state, 

In circle round the hleswHl gate. 

Received and gave him welcome 
lliere ; 

And led him thro' the blissful climei, 
And show'd him in the fountain 
fresh 

Ail knowledge that the sons of 
flesh 

Shall gather in the cycled times. 



But I reniairr«l, whose ]io|ies were dim. 
Whose life, w hose thoughts were 
little worth, 

To wiinder on a darken’d earth, 
Wliere all things round me breathed 
of him, 

O friendship, equal-poised control, 

O heart, with kindliest motion 
warm, 

0 saertnl essence, other form, 

0 sole mil ghost, U crowntHl soul ! 

Vet none could better know than I, 
llow much of act at human hniuls 
The sense of human will demands 
By irhieh wx* dare to live or die. 

Whatever way my days dc»cline, 

1 felt and feel, tho' left alone, 

His being working in mine own, 

Tlie footsteps of his life in mine; 

A life that all the Muses deck’d 

With gifts of grace, that might 
exprc'ss 

All-comprehensive tendemesj, 
AlbsubtUizing intellect : 

And so my passion hath not swerved 
'I'o works of weakness, but 1 And 
An image comforting tlie mind. 
And in my grief a strength jX'serveU, 

Likewise the imaginative woe, 

Thai loved to handle spiritual 
strife, 

Dtffusc<I the shock thro’ all my 
life. 

But in tlie present broke the blow. 

My pulses therefore boat again 

For other friends that once 1 met; 
Nor ean it suit me to forget 
Tlie mighty hopes that make us men, 

1 woo your lore ; I count it crime 

To mourn for any uverninch ; 

I, tho dividir^l half of such 
A friendsbip as had master’d Time; 
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Whicli mii*ters Time intieeil^ And »■ 

Eterniilf wpAtate frum fear* : 

The aU'Astmiiiing inontliH and 
year* 

Can take no part away from tliia : 

But Summer on the atenming flofMU, 

And Spring that swcJla the nar* 
TOW brooks. 

And Aulumib a noiBc of 
rook*, 

That gather in the waning wood*, 

And oTory pulne of wind and ware 

Kecalt*, in change of light or 
gloom, 

My old affection of the tomb, 

And my prime paasion in the grave ; 

My old affection of the tomb, 

A part of St i line**, yearns to 
speak ; 

“Arise, and get thee forth and 
seek 

A friendship for the years to c^me. 

*' 1 watch thee from the quiet slmre ; 

'Ihy spirit up to mine ean reach ; 

But lu dear words of human 
speech 

We two communicate no more.” 

And I, "Can clonds of nature stain 

The starry cleamt'Ba of the free t 

How is it 1 Canst thou feel for 
me 

Some painless synipathy with pain T ” 

And lightly does the whisper fall ; 

“Tis hard for thee to fathom 
this ; 

I triumph in eonelusive bliss, 

And iliat serene result of alb” 

So hold 1 commerce with the dead ; 

Or so moth inks the dead would 

say ; 

Or so shall grief with symbols 
play 

And pining life be faney-fed. 


T^ow looking 1o some settleii end, 

That ibese things pass, and 1 shaU 
prove 

A ineeling somewhere, love with 
love, 

I crave your paivlon, O tny friend ; I 

If not so fresh, with love as true, 

1, clasping br(Hher-linndp, aver 
1 could not, if 1 would, transfer 
'rhe whole 1 felt for him to you* 

For which \jc they that hold apart 
The promise of the golden hours 1 
First love, first friendship, equal 
pjwers, 

Tliat marry wiili the virgin heart 

Brill mine, that cannot but deplore. 
That Iwals within a lonely place, 
That yet remembers Ids embrace, 
But at Ilia footstep leaps no more, 

My heart, tho* widow'd, may not rest 
Quite in the love of w liat is gone. 
But seeks to heal in lime with one 
That warms another living breast* 

Ah, take the imperfect gift I bring, 
Knowing the primrose yet is dear. 
The primrose of the later year. 
As not tiullke to lliat of Spring* 

utsxvi* 

Sweet after showers, ambrosial air, 
That rollest from the gorgeous 
gloom 

Of evening over brake and bloom 
And meadow, slowly breathing bare 

The round of space, and rapt below 
Thro' all ilie dewy-tassellVI wood, 
And shallowing down the honied 
dofKl 

In ripples, fan my brows and blow 

Tlie fever from niv cheek, and sigh 
The full new' life that feeds thy 
breath 

Throughout my frame, UU Doubt 
and IVatb, 

I 111 brethreu, let the fancy fly 
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From IjcJt to Ijclt of erimson «»&* 

On of odor Rlrt^aniing far^ 

I'o wrhi>re ui yomitT ork-nl alar 

A liuiiilred upinU Vfliiniicr “ iVact/' 

LXXXVJI* 

I jiast tilt* rvvcirnil walls 

In wiiidi <if uLil ] wort* tlio gown; 
1 rovtd at raijtlom iliro* tlit* town, 

And mw tJie tumult of llic kails; 

And koiird onco more in college fanes 
The stomi their liigh-buill organs 
make, 

A n<t t h u n rk*^ m usie, rol 1 mg, sh ake 

The prophet l>|jm>n'd on the imnes; 

And caught once more the distant 
shout, 

The incasureil pulse of racing 
oars 

Among the willows; paced the 
shores 

And many a bridge, and all about 

The same gray Hats again, and felt 
The same, but not the same ; and 
last 

Up that long walk of limes I past 

To see the rooms in which he dwelt. 

Another name was on tlm cloort 
1 lingcrM ; all within was noise 
Of songs, and clapping hands, 
and Imys 

That crash'd Uie glass and beat the 
floor; 

Where onee we held debate, a band 
Of youtliful friends, on mind and 
art, 

And labor, and the changing mart, 

And all the framework of the land ; 

When one would aim an arrow fair, 
But simd it slackly from the 
string; 

And one would pierce an outer 
ring, 

And one an iimer, here and Uivre ; 


And last tlie niasler-ljowman, he. 

Would cleave the mark. A wil- 
ling ear 

Wo lent him. Who, but hung to 
hear 

The rapt oration flowing free 

From point to point, with power and 
grace 

And iiiustc in the Imunds of law. 

To those conclusions wlieu we 
saw 

'Fhe God within him light Ins face, 

And seem to lift the form, and glow 

In azure orbits heaven ly- wise ; 

And over those ethereal eyes 

The hor of Michael Angelo. 

LXXXVIII. 

Wiki bird, whose warble, liquid sweet, 

Kings Eden thro' the budded 
quicks, 

0 icll me where tlio senses mix, 

O tell me where the passions meet. 

Whence radiate fierce extremes cm- 

p*«y 

Tliy spirits in the darkening leaf. 

And in the midmost heart of 
grief 

Tliy passion cla8|>s a secret joy : 

And I — my harp w'ould prelude 
woe — 

1 cannot all command the strings; 

The glory of the sum of things 

Will flash along the chords and go. 

Witch<ylms that counterchange the 
floim 

Of this flat lawn with dusk and 
bright; 

And thou, witb all thy breadth 
and height 

Of foliage, towering sycamore ; 

Uow often, hither wandering down. 

My Arthur found your stiadowi 
fair. 
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Ami shook lo »U the liberal air 
Tlie t\m% and diti atnl sleatn of town i 

He broujjht an ere for all he saw ; 

Ho iiiixt iit all our aimjdo a|>orta ; 
niey pleawd hi in, fresh from 
brawling courti 
And dusty purlieua of the law. 

O joy to him in thli retreat, 

Immantled in ambrosial dark. 

To drink tlio cooler air, and ifiark 
Tito landscape winking thro' the Iteat; 

O sound to rout the liroorl of cares, 
The sweep of scythe in inoniiug 
dew, 

The gust that round the ganlen 
flew, 

And tumbled half the mellowing 
pears I 

O bUss, wlicn nil In circle drawn 

About him, lieart nnd car were fed 
To hear him, as he lay and roail 
Tlie Tuscan poets on the lawn : 

Or in the al!*golden afternoon 

A gut*st, or Imppy sister, sung, 

Ur here she brought the harp and 
dung 

A ballad to the brightening moon : 

Kor less it pleased in lircller momis, 
Bey 0 ml the bounding hill to stray, 
And break the lifelong summer 
day 

With banquet in the distant wroods ; 

Whereat we glanced from theme to 
theme, 

ni»cuss*d the books lo love or 
hate, 

Or touch'd the changes of the 
state. 

Or threaded some Socratk dream ; 

But if I praised the busy town, 

He loved to mil against H still. 
For ground in yonder si>cial 
mill 

We rub each other's angles down, 


And merge ” he said " in form sad 
gloss 

Ihe picturesque of man and 
man/' • 

We talk'd; the stream beneath 
us ran, 

Tlie wine-flask lying couch'd in moss, 

Or cool'd within the glooming wave ; 

And last, returning from afnr, 

Before the erimson-eiixded star 

Had falt'n into her father's grave. 

Anil hrtishing ankle-deep in flowers, 

We heard behind the woodbine 
veil 

The milk that bubbled In the pail* 

And hustzings of the huukHl homu^ 

xc* 

lie tasiMl love with half his mind, 

A’ or ever drank the inviolate 
spring 

Where nighest heaven, who first 
i;ould fling 

This hitler scchI among mankind ; 

Tliat emdd the dead, whose dying 
eyes 

Were dosed with wail, resume 
their life, 

They would hut find In child and 
wife 

An iron welcome when they riset 

Twaswell, indee^l, when warm with 
wine. 

To pledge them witli a kindly 
tear. 

To talk tliem o'er, to wiali them 
Here, 

To count their memories half divine ; 

But if they came who past away. 

Behold their brides in other 
ha nils ; 

The liard heir stridci about their 
lauds, 

And will not yield them for a day, 

Yka, tho' their sous were none of 
these, 
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Iv^ol leM the yclrior&d eiro would 
make 

Confuiilon worf« ttion death, and 
■hake 

The pillara of tlomcsUc peace. 

Ah dear, but come thou back lo me r 
^\"Ua lever change the year* hare 
wrought, 

I dnd not yet one lonely thought 

That cries against my wish for thee, 

xct. 

When rosy plunieleU tuft the larch. 
And rarely pipes the mounted 
thrush ; 

Or underneath the tmireu hush 

Flits by the seaddue bird of March ; 

Come, wear the form by which I 
know 

Thy spirit in time among thy 
pt^n; 

The hope of urtaccompUsh'd years 

Be large and lucid round thy brow. 

When summer's hourly-m el lowing 
change 

May breathe, with many roses 
sweet. 

Upon the thousand wares of 
wiieat, 

Tliat ripple round the lonely grange ; 

Como : not in watches of the night, 
But w-liero I lie sunbeam hroodeth 
warm, 

Come, beauteous in tliinc after 
form. 

And like a finer light in light 
xen. 

If any vision should reveal 

lliy likeness, I might count It 
vain 

As hut the canker of the brain ; 

Tea, tho* it spake and tnade appeal 

To chances where our lots weix^ east 
'i ogether in the days behind, 

I might but say, I liear a wind 

Of memory murmuring the past. 


Yen, tho* it spake and bared to view 
A fact within the coming year ; 
And tho’ the months, revolving 
near, 

Should prove the pliantom^waming 
true, 

Tliey might not seem thy prophecies. 
But spiritual prestmtiments. 

And such refraction of events 
As often rises ere they rise, 

XCtiL 

I shall not see thee. Dare I say 
Ko spirit ever brake the band 
That stays liim from the native 
land 

Where first he walk'd when elaspt in 
clay f 

Ko visual shade of some one lost, 

Hut he, the spirit himself, may 
come 

Where all the nerve of sense is 
numb; 

Spirit to Spirit, Ghost to Ghost. 

O, therefore from thy sightless range 
With gods in unconjectured bliss, 
O, from the distance of the abyss 
Of teiif old-complicated change, 

Descend, and toueli, ami enter; hear 
* The wish too strong for words to 
imme ; 

That in this blindness of the 
frame 

My Ghost may feel that tluue is near. 

XCIV. 

How pure at lieart and sound in head, 
With wliat divine affections bold 
Should l>o the luau wliusc thought 
would hold 

An hour's communion w Ith the dead. 

In vaiu slialt thou, or any, 6all 

The spirits fnmi ilidr guUieii day, 
Except, like them, thou too canst 
say, 

My spirit is at peace with all. 
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They hftuni the silence of Ihc breait^ 
Imaginations calm and fair, 

Tiic memory like fl cloudless air. 
The conscience ns a sea at rest ; 

But when tlio heart is full of din, 
ilnd doubt beside ilie portal waits, 
They can but listen at the gates, 
And hear the household jar within. 

sev. 

By night we linger'd on the lawn, 

For underhaii the herb was dry ; 
And genial w'armtb ; and o er the 
sky 

The silvery haze of summer drawn ; 

And calm that let the tapers bum 
Unwavering: not a erioketcbirrM: 
The brook alone far*ciff w as heard. 
And on the board the buttering urn : 

And bats went mnmt in fragrant skies, 
And wheerd or lit the filmy 
shapes 

That imunt the dusk, with ermine 
capes 

And woolly breasts and beaded eyes ; 

While now we sang old songs that 
peal'd 

From knoll to knoll, where, 
eoueli'd at case, 

Tlie white kinc gUmmeUd, and 
the trees 

Laid tlieir dark arms about the field. 

But when those others, one by one, 
Withdrew tliemselves from me 
and night, 

And in the house light afterlight 
Went out, and I was all alone, 

A hunger seizerl my licnH ; 1 read 

Of that glad year w'hich once had 
been, 

III those fairn leaves which kept 
their green, 

The noble leliers of the dead t 

And fltrmni^ly on the silence broke 

The sUent-speaking words, and 
strange 

Was ioreV dumb cry defying 
change i 

Totest hli worth ; and strangely spoke 

The faith, tlie vigor, hold to dwell 

On doubts tliat drive the coward 
l«ick, 

And keen thro* wordy snares to 
track 

Suggestion to her inmost cell. 

So woni by word, and line by line. 

The dead man touch'd me from 
tiie past, 

And all at once It seem'd at last 

The living soul was Hash'd on mine. 

And mine in this was wound, and 
whirra 

About empyreal heights of 
thought, 

And came on that which is, and 
caught 

The det‘p pulsations of the world, 

vEonian music measuring ont 

The steps of Time ^ the shocks 
of Chance ” 

The blows of Heath. At length 
my trance 

Was caiiecll'd, stricken tliro' with 
douht. 

Vague words 1 but ah, how hard to 
frame 

In matter-moulded forms of 
speech. 

Or ev'n for intellect to reach , 

Thro* memory that which 1 became : 

Till now the doubtful dusk neveard 
The knolls once more where, 
couch'd at ease, 

TIjc white kine glimmer'd, and 
the trees i 

I^iil their dark arms about the field : 

And suck'd from oiu the distant gloom 

A breeze began to tremble o'er 

The large leaves of the syeamore. 

And fluctuate all the still perfume. 
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And gftthcrinff fre^hlbr nvorheadr 

Hoc k ’ll I lie fuU'faltnged dmi, 

I nnil iwiinK 

j) The Iieflv>‘*fold0i3 rose, and flung 

1^ The llUea to and froj nntl said 

^'The dawn, the dawn/' and died 
away ; 

And blast and West, without n 
breath, 

Mixt their dim lights, like Life 
and death, 

To broaden into boundless day. 


xcvi. 

Yon say, but with no touch of acnm, 
iiweet- hearted, you, whose Jiglit- 
bluc eyes 

Are teniler over drowning flies, 
You tell tne, doubt is Devd-born. 

I know not : one indoetl I knew 

In many a subtle question versed, 
WIlo touch'd a jarring lyre At first, 
But ever strove to tuake it true : 

Berplext in faith, but pure in deeds, 
At lost he Wat his musk ouL 
Tiiere lives more faith in honest 
doubt. 

Believe me, than in half the creeds. 

He fought his doubts and gatlier'd 
strength, 

lie would not make his judgment 
blind. 

He fac^l the sjieetres of the mind 
And laid them i thus he eauK^ at lengtlt 

To find a stronger faith his own ; 

And Power was with him in the 
night, 

Whkh makes the darkness and 
tlie light. 

And dwells not in the light alone, 

But in the darkness and the cloud, 

As over Sinai's pt aks of old. 
While Israel made their gods of 
gold, 

AUho* the irumput blew so loud. 


XCVIJ. 

My love has talk'd with rocks and 
trees ; 

He llnds on misty mountain- 
ground 

His own vast shadow glory* 
crown'd ; 

He sees iiiniself in all lie sees. 

Two partners of a marricil life — 

1 look'd on these and thought of 
thee 

In vostnesB and in mystery, 

And of my spkit as of a wife. 

These two — they dwelt with eye on 
eye, 

Tiicir hearts of old have beat in 
tune, 

Tbeir tneetinga moile Dt^cember 
June, 

Tlicir every porting was to die. 

Their love Ims never post away ; 

The days she never can forget 
Are enmesl that he bvi^s her yet, 

Wliote'er tlie faithless people say. 

Her life is lone, he sits apart, 

He lovc?« her yet, she will not weep, 
llio' rapt in matters dark and 
deep 

Ho soeins to slight lier simple heart. 

He lliHds the labyrinth of the mind, 
He rt'nds the set^ret of the star, 
He seems so near and yel so far, 

Helucjksso cold r she thinks him kind. 

She ket*ps the gift of years before, 

A wilher'd violet is Iter bliss; 
She knows not what bis great- 
ness is, 

For that, for all, she loves him more. 

For him site plays, to him she sings 
< H early faith and plighted vows ; 
She knows but matters of I be 
house. 

And he, he knows n thousand titiugs. 
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Her fnith la fixt nn<l cuiinot move, 
bhe darkly feeJa iiim great and 
wise, 

Bhe Uvielli on him with faithful 
eyea, 

' I cannot undert land : I love/' 
xcvitr. 

You leave us : you will sec the Rhine, 
And those fair hills 1 sail'd be low, 
When I was there with him; and 
go 

By eumincr belts of wheat and vine 

To where he breathed Ins latest breath « 
That City. All her splendor 
seems 

livelier than die wbp Umt 
gleams 

On I^ethe in the eyes of Death. 

Let her great Danube rolling fair 
Knwind Iter isles, uji mark'd of 
me: 

I have not seen, 1 will not see 

Vienna ; rather dream that there, 

A treble darkness, Evil liaunts 

The birth, tiic bridal ; friend from 
friend 

la oftener parted, fathers bend 

Above more graves, a thousand wants 

Gnarr at the heels of men, and prey 
By each cold hearth, and sad* 
ness dings 

Her shadow on the blaze of 
kings : 

And yet myself have heani him say. 

That not in any mother town 

With statelier progress to and 
fro 

The double tides of chariots flow 

By park and suburb under brown 

Of lustier leaves; nor more content, 
He told me, lives in any crowd. 
When alt m gay with lamps, and 
loud 

With sport atid song, hi booth and 
tent. 


Imperial halls, or open plain ; 

And wlicels the circled dance, and 
breaks 

The rocket molten into Hakes 

Of crimson or m emerald rain, 

XCIX, 

Hisest thou thus, ditn dawn, again, 
So loud witli vokea of the binls^ 
So thick with lo wings of (he 
henis. 

Day, when I lost the flower of men; 

Who tremblcit thro' thy darkling red 
On yon swoll'n brook that bubbles 
fast 

By meadows breathing of the 
past, 

And woodlands holy to the dead ; 

Who murmurest in the foliagcd eaves 
A song that slights the coming 
care, 

And Autumn laying here and 
there 

A fiery finger on the leaves ; 

VVho wnkenest with thy balmy breath 
To myriads on the genial earth. 
Memories of bridal, or of birth. 

And unto myriads more, of death. 

0 wheresoever those may be. 

Betwixt the slumber of the poles, 
To^lay tJiey count as kindred 
souls ; 

They know me not, but mourn with 
me. 

c- 

1 climb the hill r from end to end 

Of all the landficape underneath, 
1 find no place that does not 
breathe 

Some gracious memory of my friend ; 

No gray old grange, or lonely fold, 
Ur low morass and whispering 
reed. 

Or simple ilile from mead to 
mead, 

Or sheep walk up the wrndy wold; 
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Kor hoary knoll of ath nnd haw 

That lioars the latest lionet trillj 
Nor quarry trench'd along the 
hill 

And haunted by the wrangling daw ; 

Nor runlet tinkling from the rock ; 

In’ or imstoral rirulet that swerves 
I'o left and right tliro' meadowy 
curves, 

That feed the tnotlicrs of tlie flock ; 

But each has pleased a kindred eye, 
Aud each reflects a kindlier djiy ; 
And, leaving these, to jiaas away, 
1 think once more lie aeemi to die, 

cr, 

Un watch'd, the garden bough shall 
sway, 

Tfie tender blossom flut^r down, 
Unioveti, tlmt beech will gather 
brown. 

This maple bum itself away ; 

Unloved, the sun-flower, shining fair, 
Kay round with flames tier disk 
of seed. 

And many a ro«e«camntion feed 
With sinnmer spice the. humming air ; 

Unloved, by many a sandy Imr, 

The bmk shall babble do\m tlie 
plain. 

At noon or when the lesser wain 
Is twisting round the t^^lar star; 

Uncared for, gird the windy grove, 
And flood the haunts of hem and 
crake ; 

Or into silver arrows hreak 
The tailing moon in creek and cove; 

Till from the ganlen and the wild 
A fresh AStoeiatiuti blow, 

And year by year the landscape 
grow 

Familiar to the stranger's cliild ; 

As year by year the laborer tills 

His won led glebe, or lops the 
glades , 


And year by year our memory 
fades 

From all the circle of the liiils. 


cii. 

We leave the well-beloved place 

Where first we gaased upon the 
sky ; 

Tlie roofs, that heard our earliest 



We go, but ere we go from home, 

As down the gardeu*walks I 
move, 

Two spirits of a diverse love 

Contend for loving masterdonn 

One whispers, '* Here thy boyhood 
sung 

Long since its tnatm song, and 
heard 

The low love^languageof the bird 

In native hazels tasscl-lmiig/' 

Tlie other answers, “ Yea, but here 

Tliy feet have stray’d in after 
hours 

Wiih thy lost friend among the 
bowers, 

And tills Tiath nia4le them trebly 
dear/' 

'flieae two have striven half tlie day. 

And each prefers his separate 
claim, 

PiM^r rivals In a losing game. 

That will not yield each other way* 

I turn to go : my feet arc set 

To leave the pleasant flcltli and 
fiirms ; 

Tliey mix In one atioilieris arms 

To one pure imago of regrcL 

cm* 

On that last night before we went 

From out the doors where I was 
brcNl, 

I dri'AiiiM a vision of the dead, 

Which left my aftcr-moru coiileut. 
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Methought 1 dw^h within n hnl]* 

And iiiaiik^nii witli me : distant 

From hidden sunimits fed with 
rills 

A river siiding by the walb 

The ball with harp and earo! rang. 
They sang of %vhai is wise and 
good 

And jtraeefnh In the centre 
stood 

A statue veil'd, to whidi titey sang; 

And which, tlio* vcird, was known to 
me, 

The shape of him 1 lovetl, and 
love 

For ever ; then flew in a dove 

And brought a sunuuous from the 
sea: 

And when they learnt that 1 must go 
They wept au<l wail'd, but led txic 
way 

To wlierc a little shallop lay 

At anehor in the flood below ; 

And on by many a level mead, 

And shadowing hi nil that made 
the banks, 

We glided winding under ranks 

Of iris, and the golden reed ; 

And still as vaster grew the shore 
Anti roll’d the flotals in grander 
space, 

Tlie maidens gather'd strength 
and grace 

And presenetv lordlier than before ; 

And I iiiyself, who sat apart 

And watch'd them, wax'd in every 
limb I 

I felt the thews of Anakim, 

The pulses of a Titan's heart ; 

As one would sing llie death of war. 
And one would chant ihc hbtory 
Of til at great race, whieli is to 
be. 

And one the ihaping of a star ; 


Until the forwarfi-erceping tides 
Began to fuarn, and we to draw 
From deep lo deep, to where we 
saw 

A great ship lift her shining sides. 

The man we loved was there on deck, 
lint thrice as large ns man he bent 
To greet us. Up the side 1 went. 
And fell in silence on hJs neck : 

Whereat those maulent with one mind 
B^-waird their lot; 1 did them 
wrong : 

" We served thee here/' they said, 
so hmg, 

And wilt thun leave ns now behind ! " 

So rapt 1 was, they could not win 
An answer from my Hps, hut he 
Replying, ** Enter likewise ye 
And go with us: “ they enter'd in. 

And while Ihc wind began to sweep 
A music out of sJieet ami shnmd, 
We steer'd her toward a crimsoD 
ciiiud 

Tliat laniiiike slept along Uie deep. 

CIV, 

The lime draws near the birth of 
Christ ; 

The iiitjon Is hid, the night is still ; 
A single chun-Ji l^duw the hill 
Is pealing, folited In the mbc 

A single jieal of Ixdls below, 

That wakens at Ihis hour of rest 
A single mumur in the breast, 
Tliat tliese are not the bells 1 know. 

Like strangers' voices here they sound, 
In lands where nut a memory 
strays, 

Nor landmark breathes of other 
days, 

But all is new unliallow'd ground, 
cv. 

To-night ungather'd let us leave 
This laurel, let this holly stand: 
We live within the sirangeKs land, 
And strangely falls our Ciiristmas-evc. 
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Our futhcr* dust is left alone 

And silent under oilier snows ; 
There in due time the woodbine 
blows, 

The violet eooiet, but we are gone* 

Xo more shall waywaril grief abuse 
The genial hour with mask and 
mime ; 

Tor ehange of place, like growth 
of time, 

Has broke the bond of dying use^ 

Let cares that petty shadows cast, 

By which our lm*s are chi^y 
proved, 

A little spare the night I loved, 

And hold it solemn to the past. 

But let no footslep bent the floor, 

Nor bowl of wassail mantle warm ; 
For who would keep an aneieui 
form 

Thro* which the spirit brcaihca no 
morel 

Bo neither song, nor jrame, nor feast ; 
Xor harp be toucli'd, nor flute be 
blown ; 

No dance, no motion, save alone 

Wliat lightens in the lucid east 

Of rising worirls by yonder wood. 

Long sleeps the summer in the 
seed; 

Hun out your measured arcs, and 
lead 

Tlie closing cycle rich in good, 
cvi. 

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty light; 
The year is dying in the night ; 

King out, wild bells, and let him die. 

Ring out the old, ring in the new, 

Iting, happy bells, across the 
snow* 

The year is going, let him go ; 

Ring out the false, ring in the true. | 


King out tlio grief that saps the miml. 
For those that liere we see no 
more ; 

Ring out the feud of rich and 
I>otJr, 

King in redress to all mankind. 

King out a slowly dying cause, 

A nd uiicieni furmn of parly strife ; 
King in the nobler mcidcs of life, 
Willi sweeter umuners, purer laws. 

King out the want, the care, the sin, 
The faithlesa coldness of the 
times; 

Ring out, ring out my mournful 
rhymes. 

But ring the fuller minstrel in. 

King out false pride in place and 
blood, 

The civic slander ami the spite ; 
King in the love of truth ami right, 
King in the common love of good. 

King out oh! shapes of foul disease; 
Ring out tlLu narrowing lust of 
gold; 

Ring out the thoniand wars of old. 
Ring in the thousaud years of peace. 

Ring In the valiant man and free. 
The larger heart, the kindlier 
hand ; 

King out the darkness of the land. 
King in the Christ that k to be. 

evit. 

It is the day when he was bom, 

A liUier day that early sank 
Belitofl a purple-frosty bank 
Of vapor, leaving night furtom. 

Tlie time admits not flowers or leaves 
To lieck the banquet Fiercely 
flies 

The blast of North and East, and 
ice 

Makes daggers at the sharpen'd eaves, 

And bristles all the brakes nnd thorns 
To you bard crescent, as she hangs 
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Above live wood whicli grides and 
clangs 

Its teallcss ribs and iron lioms 

Togetlier, in the drifts tliat pnss 
I’o darken on the rolling brine 
I'lmt breaks ibc coast Bni fetch 
the wiiie^ 

Arrange the board and brim tlie glass i 

Bring in great lops and let tliem lie, 
'J'o make a solid core of heat ; 
lleeheerf ubmindcih talk and treat 
Of all things ov’n as he were hy ; 

We keep tke day. With festal eheer, 
With books and mnsle, surely we 
Will drink to him, whaie’er he be, 
And Bing the songs he loved to hear, 

cvni. 

I wUl not shut me from my kind. 
And, lest 1 stilfen into stone, 

I will not eat my heart alone. 
Nor feed with siglia a passing wind i 

What profit lies In barren faith, 

And vacant yearning, tbo* with 
might 

To scale the heaven’s highest 
hciplit. 

Or dive IjcIow the wells of Death t 

What find I in the hipliest place, 

But mine own pliantoni chanting 
hymns? 

And on the depths of death tliere 
swims 

The refiex of a human face. 

111 rather take what fruit may he 
Of Borrow under Ini man skies ; 
held tliat sorrow makes us 
wise, 

Whatever wisdom sleep with thee, 

cix, 

Hcarbaffiuence in disrnrsive talk 

Fnim household fountains never 
dry; 

Tiie critic eleamess of an eye. 
That saw thro' all the iluses’ walk ; 


Seraphic intellect and force 

To seijte and throw the doubts of 
ntflu ; 

ImpasBion’d logic, which outran 
Tlie hearer in iia^fitry course; 

High nature amorous of the good, 

But touch’d with no ascetic 
gloom ; 

And passion pure in snowy bloom 
Thro* all the years of April blood ; 

A love of freeilom rarely felt, 

Of freedom in her r^l seat 
Of England; not the schoolboy 
beat, 

Tlie blind hysterics of the Celt ; 

And manhood fused with female grace 
In such a sort, the child would 
twine 

A truwtful hand, unaBk’d,in thine. 
And find his comfort in thy face ; 

All these have been, and thee mine 
eyes 

Have look’d on: if they look’d 
in vain. 

My sliame is greater who remain, 
Kor let thy w isdom make me wise, 

cx. 

Thy converse drt*w m w ith delight, 
Tlie men of nil he and riiier years: 
llie feeble soul, a haunt of feari, 
Forgut his weakness in thy sight. 

On thet tlie loyal-hearted hung, 

Tlie proud was half disarm’d of 
pride, 

Kor careil the serpent at thy side 
To flicker with his double tongue. 

Tlie stem were mild when thou wort by, 
^Jlie flippant put himself to school 
And heard thee, and the brazen 
fiad 

Was soften’d, and he knew not why; 

While I, thy nearest, sat 
I And felt thy triumph was as mine; 
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And loved them mnrei th&t they 
wer« Uunc* 

The graceful tact, the Chrtstinn nrtj 

Nor mine the ftweetneas or the skilK 
But mine tlie love that will not 
tire, 

AniJ, bom of love, tlic vague 
. dealre 

That spur* an imitative wilL 

CXI. 

The churl in spirit, up or down 

Along the aeale of ranks, thro* all, 
To him who grasps a golden ball. 
By bluod m king, at heart a clown ; 

The churl in spirit, howe'er he veil 
Ills want in fonns for fashion's 
sake. 

Will let his coltish nature break 
At seasons thro’ the gilded pale l 

For who can always act ! but he, 

To whom a thousand mem ones 
call. 

Not being lets but more than all 
The gentleness he seem’d to be, 

Best seem’d the thing he was, and 
join’d 

Each office of the social hour 
To noble manners, as the flower 
And native growth of noble mind ; 

Nor ever narrowness or spite, 

Or villain fancy Ik^ttng by, 
I>rew in the expression of an eye, 
Wiien; God and Nature met in light ; 

And thus he bore without abuae 

The grantl old name of geni leman, 
l>efanitHl by every cliarlatan. 
And soil'd witli all ignoble use. 

cxii. 

High wisdom holds my wisdom leas, 
Thai 1, who gaze with temperate 
eyes 

On glorious insufficleneies, 

Set light by narrower perfectness. 


But thou, that filleat all the txKim 
Of alt my love, art reason why 
I seem to cast a careless eye 
On souls, the lesser lords of doom. 

For what wert thou ? some novel 
power 

Sprang up for ever at a touch, 
And lio|ie could never boiw too 
much, 

In watching thee from hour to hour. 

Large elements in order brought, 

And tracta of calm from tempest 
made, 

A nd World-Wide fluctuation sway'd 
In vassal tides that follow'd thought. 

CSIII. 

Tis held tliat sorrow makea us w ise *, 
Vet how much wisdom steeps 
with thee 

Which not alone had guided me, 
Bui served the seasons that may rise ; 

For can I douht, who knew thee keen 
Jn inteliect, with force and skill 
To strive, to fashion, lo fulfil - — 

I doubt not what thou wouldst have 
been : 

A life in civic action warm, 

A soul on highest mission sent, 
A potent voice of Farliameiit, 

A pilhir steadfast in the storm, 

Sboubl licensed boldness gather force, 
Becoming, when the time Imi 
liirfh, 

A lever to uplift the earth 
And rtiU it in another course. 

With tbmisand shocks that come and 

Witli agonies, with energies, 
With overthrowings, and with 
cries, 

And undulations to and fro. 

cxiv. 

Who loves not Knowtedge ? Who 
shall rail 


518 


IN MEMORIAM 


AgmiiKl her- bc^auty ! May ahe 
mix 

Willi me*n ami prosper! Wlio 
Rliall fix 

Her ptlluin ? Let her work prevalL 

But on her forehead eita a firer 

Hhe sets her forwaril etm me nance 
And leaps into l lie future chunee^ 
Submitting ail tilings to desire. 

Half-grown as yet, a child, and rain — 
She cannot fight the fear of death. 
What U she, cut from lore and 
faith. 

But some wild Pallas from the brain 

Of Demons ? fiery-hot to burst 

AH harriers in her onward race 
For power. Let her know her 
place; 

She is tlie second, not the firsts 

A higher hand must make her mild. 
If all be not in vain ; and guide 
Her footsteps, moving side by side 
With wisdom, like the younger child : 

For slie is earthly of the mind, 

But Wisdorn licavenly of the son!, 
f), friend, who earnest to thy goal 
So early, leaving me hchintl, 

I would tlio gTC‘at world grew like thee, 
Who gn*w'tsl not ah me in power 
And knowledge, but by year and 
hour 

In reTcrenee and in charity, 
cxv, 

Kow fades the last long streak of snow, 
Kow' burgeons every maze of 
quick 

Alamt the flowering squares, and 
thick 

By ashen roots the violets blow. 

Now rings the woodland loutl and long, 
The distance takes a lovelier hue, 
A nd drownM in yonder living blue 
The lark becomes a sigtiUess soug. 


Kow dance tbe lights on lawn and lea. 
The flocks are whiter down the 
vale. 

And milkier every milky sail 
On winding stream or distant sea; 

Where now theseamew pipes, or dives 
In yonder greening gleam, and !ly 
The happy birds, tlint change 
their sky 

To build and brood; that live their 
lives 

From land to land ; and in my breast 
Spring wakens loo ; and my re- 
gret 

Becomes an April violet. 

And buds and blossoms like the reit. 

cxvn 

Is Jt, then, regret for buried time 
That kt'cnlier in sweet April 
wakes, 

And meets ifie year, and gives 
and takes 

The colors of the crescent prime 1 

Not all \ the songs, the stirring air. 
The life n^-orient out of dust. 
Cry thro' the sense to heArieD 
trust 

lu that which made the world so fair. 

Not all regret : the face will shine 
Upon me, while I muse alone ; 
And tliat dear voice, 1 once have 
known. 

Still speak to me of me and mine ; 

Yet less of sorrow lives in me 

For <lays of happy commune 
dead ; 

Less yearning for the friendship 
fled, 

Tlian some strong bond wltlch is to be, 
cxrii. 

0 days and hours, your work is this 
To bold me from my propt*r plac% 
A little while from IvU emUracei 
For fuller gam of niter bliss t 
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That out of lUatance might ensue 
iXMsirc of tiearnesa doubly* sweet ; 
And unto meeting when we meel| 
Delight a Lundredfutd acerue^ 

For ei-ery grain of sand that runs, 
And everjr span of shade that 
steals, 

And every kbs of toothed wheels. 
And all the eouraes of the suns. 


cxnn. 

Contemplate all this work of Time, 
The giant laboring in his youth ; 
Kor dream of human love and 
truth. 

As dying Nature's earth and lime| 

But trust that thoae we call the dead 
Are breatliers of an ampler day 
For ever nobler ends* They say. 
The solid earth whereon we tread 

In tracts of fluent heat Iwgan, 

And grew to seeming-random 
forms. 

Tile seeming prey of cyclic 
storms. 

Till at the last arose the man ; 

Who ilirove and branch'd from clime 
to clime, 

TIh? lierald of a Idglier race, 

And of himself in higher place, 

If so he type this work of time 

Witldn himself, from more to more; 
Or, crtiwnVl with attHbutCB of woo 
Dike glories, move his course, 
and show 

Tliat life U not ns idle ore. 

But iron dug from central gloom. 

And heated hot with burning 
fears. 

And tlipt in li Allis of hissing tears. 
And batter'd with tlie shocks of doom 

To shape and use. Arise and fly 
The reeling Faun, the sentual 
feast; | 


Move upward, working out the 
beast, 

And let the ape and tiger die, 

cxix* 

Doors, where my iieart was used to 
beat 

So quickly, not as one that weojss 
1 come once more; I lie city sleeps; 

I Bmeli llie meadow In the street; 

I hear a chirp of birds ; I see 

Betwixt the black fronts long- 
withdrawn 

A ligiit’blue lane of early dawn, 

And liiink of early days and tliee. 

And hiess thee, for thy lips are bland. 
And bright the friendship of 
thine eye ; 

And in my thoughts with scarce 
a sigh 

I take the presstire of thine hand. 


cxx. 

I trust T liare not waslecl breath : 

I think we are not wholly brain. 
Magnetic mockeries; not in vain. 
Like Paul with beasts, I fought with 
iXath ; 

Not only cunning easts in clay ; 

la^i Science prove we are, and 
then 

What matters Science unto men, 
At least to me 1 1 would not stay. 

Let him, the wiser man who springs 
Hereafter, up from child liood 
shape 

His action like the greater ape, 
Out 1 was fN>ra to other things. 


cxxi. 

Sad Hesper oVr the hiiried sun 

And ready, thou, to die with him, 
Tlion watehest all things ever 
dim 

And dimmer, and a glory done : 
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Tim team ift Imiaeiril fmm the warn, 
The IhhU ii drawn upon the shore; 
Tliou liiitencRf to tlie closing door. 
And life is darken'd in the bruin. 

Bright PhtMiphori fresher for the night. 
By thee the world's great work is 
hoard 

Beginning, and the wakofnl birej ; 
Behind thee comet the greater light; 

The market l>oat U on the stream^ 

And voices hail il from the 
brink ; 

Thou hear'st the village hammer 
clink, 

And aeeVt the moving of the team, 

Swoet Hospor-Pliopphor, double name 
For what is one, the first, the latt, 
Thou, like my pretent and my 

poet, 

Thy place h changed; thou art the 
same, 

CXXIK 

Oh, wast thou with me, dearest, then, 
WJiilc I rose up against niy doom. 
Anti yoarnM to burst ihe folded 
gUMirn, 

To bare the eternal llenvens again, 

To feel once more, in placid awe. 

The strong Imagination roll 
A sphere of stars about my soul. 
In alt her motion one with law ; 

If thou wert with me, and the grave 
Divide us not, Ije with me now, 
And enter in at breast and brow, 
Till ail my blood, a fuller wave* 

Be quicken'd with a livelier breath. 
And like an inconsiderate Imy, 

As in the former flash of joy, 

I slip the thoughts of life and death ; 

And all the breerc of Fancy blows, 
And every dewnlrop paints a l>ow, 
Tiie wizard lightnings deeply 
glow, 

And every LhouglU breaks out a rose, t 


cxxtiu 

There rolls the dwp where grew the 
tree, 

0 earth, what changes host thou 
seen J 

Tliere where the long street roars, 
hath been 

The stillness of the central sea. 

The hills are shadows, and they flow 

From form to form, and nothing 
stands ; 

Tlicy me it like mist, the solid lands, 

Like clouds they shape theniselves 
and go. 

But in my spirit will I dwell, 

And dream niy dream, and hold 
it true ; 

For I ho' my lips may breathe adieu, 

I cannot tlunk the thing farewelL 

cxaiv. 

That which we dnre invoke to bless ; 

Our dearest faith ; our ghastliest 
doubt ; 

lie, llicy. One, All ; within,, with- 
out; 

Tlie Bower in darkness whom we 
guess ; 

r found Him not In world or snn. 

Or eagle's wing, or insect's eye ; 

Kor tliro' the questions men may 
try. 

The petty cobwebs we have spun : 

If e’er when faith had fall’n asleep, 

1 lieard a iroice “ believe no more 

And heanl an ever-hresking shore 

Tliai tumbled in the Godless deep ; 

A warmth witliin the breast would 
molt 

The freezing reason V colder part, 

And like a man in wrath the 
heart 

Stood up and answer’d " I have felt.“ 

Ko, like n diild in doubt and fear: 

But that blind clamor made me 
wise ; 
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Then veja 1 as a cliiUt that cricSj 
Bat^ trying, kaows hh fath^^r near; 

And what I am beheld again 

XWiai is, and no man utnlerstands ; 
And out uf darkness eainc the 
hands 

Ttmt reach thro' naturej moulding 
mem 

C3CXV* 

Whatever T have said or sung, 

, Some bitter notes my harp n'Ould 
give. 

Yea, tho’ there often seem'd to 
live 

A contradiction on the tongue, 

Yet Hope had never lost her youth ; 
Sho did hut took tlirough diiumer 
eyes ; 

Or J^>vc but play'd witli gracious 
lies, 

Because he felt so fix'd in truth: 

And if the song were full of care, 

J le bn^allicd the epirjt of the song ; 
And if the words were sweet and 
strfJiig 

Ho set his royal signet there; 

Ahidrng with me till T sail 

To seek thee on the mystic deeps. 
And this electric force, that keeps 
A thousand pulses dancing, faih 

cxxvn 

liove is and was my Lord and King, 
And in his presence I attend 
To hear the tidings of niy friend, 
Which every hour his couriers bring, 

I^ve is and was my King and Lord, 
And will l>e, Iho' as yet I keep 
Within his court on earth, and 
sleep 

Encompass'd by his fatlhful guard. 

And liear at times a sentinel 

Who moves about from place to 
place, 


And wliispers to lUe worlds of 
space. 

In the deep night, tlmt all is well, 

CXXVII. 

And all is w'oH, tho' faith and form 
Be sunder'd in the night of fear ; 
Well roars the storm to those that 
hear 

A deeper voice across the storm. 

Proclaiming social truth slmll spread, 
And justice, ev'n tho'timee again 
'I'he red fool-fury of the Seine 
Should pile her barricades with tlead. 

But ill for him that wears a crown. 
And him, tJio lazar, in his rags : 
TJiey tremble, the susuiiniug 
crags ; 

The spires of ice arc toppled down, 

And molten up, and roar in flood ; 
The fortress crashes from on high. 
The brute earth lightens to the 
sky, 

And the great ^Eon sinks in blood. 

And compass'd by the fires of Hell ; 
While thou, dear spirit, hnppy 
star, 

OVrhmk'st tire lumult from afar. 
And smilest, knowing all is welL 

rXXVTTl. 

The love that rose on stronger wrnga, 
Tn palsied wlien he met with 
Ih^alh, 

Is comrade of the lesser faith 
That sees il»e course of human things^ 

No doubt vast (tidies in the flood 

Of finwanl time shall yet lie made. 
Ant! throneil races may degrade ; 
Yet O ye mysteries of good. 

Wild Hours that fly with Hope and 
Fear, 

If alt your office had to do 
With old results that look like 

new ; 

If this were all your mission here, 
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To dmw, to fl (tea I lie a useless sivonl, 
To fool ll»c crowd with glorious 
lies, 

To c Leave a creed in sects and 
cries. 

To change the bearing of a word^ 

To shift an arbitrary power, 

Tocranip the student at his desk, 
To amke old bareness picturesitue 
And tuft with gratis a feudal tower; 

Why then my scorn might well descend 
On you and yours, I see in part 
That all, as in some piece of art, 
Is toil cou|)craut to an end, 

CXJtlX. 

Dear friend, far off, my lost desire. 

So far* so near in woe and weal ; 
O |ove<l the most, wlicii most 1 feel 
There is a lower and a higher; 

Known and unknown ; human, divine ; 
Sweet human hand and lips and 
eye; 

Dear heavenly friend that eanst 
not die. 

Mine, mine, for ever, ever mine ; 


Far off thou art, hut ever nigh ; 

1 have thee sliEl, and 1 rejoice ; 

I prosper, circled with thy voice; 
I shajl not lose thee tho* 1 die. 


0 living will that shall endure 

When all that scimis shall suffer 
shock, 

Hise in the spiritual rock, 

Flow thro’ our deeds and make ihcEii 
pure. 

That we may lift from out of dust 
A voice as unto him that hears, 
A cry above the eonqiierid years 
To one that with us works, and truiit. 

With faith that comes of self-control, 
The truths that never can be 
prtjved 

Until we close with all we loved. 
And all we dow from, soul in soul. 


O true and tried, so well and long, 
Demand not thou n marriage lay ; 
In that it is thy miirriage day 
la musk more than any song^ 


Strange friend, past, present, and to ho; 
Loved deepUer, dork her under- 
stood ; 

Behold, I dream a dream of good. 
And mingle all the world with ihuc* 


Xor have 1 felt so niurh of Idiss 

SiiK'c first he told nie that he 
loved 

A daughter of our house; nor 
proved 

Since that dark day a day like this ; 


exxx* 

Thy voice b on the rolling air ; 

1 hear thee where the waters run ; 
Thou standcBt in the rising sun. 
And in the setting thou art fain 

What art thou then T 1 cannot guess ; 
But tho* i seem in star and flower 
To fe<‘l thee some diffusive jiowcr, 
I do not therefore love thee less : 

Afy love involves the love liefore ; 

My love b vaster iwission now ; 
Tho* mix'd with God and Kaiurc 
thou, 

I seem to love thee more and more^ 


Tho' I since then have numlK‘rid o'er 
Ssome tliricethree years; they wvnt 
and came. 

Remade the blood and changed 
the fame, 

And yet is love not leas, but more ; 

No longer caring to emhalm 

In dying songs a clcail regret. 

Rut like a statue HoUd-set, 

And moulded in colossal calm* 

llegrel is dead, hut love is more 

Than in the summers that are 
dowu. 
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For I niy«clf with tb«e hare 
grown 

To fotne thing greater than before ; 

Which makes appear the songs 1 
made 

As eclioes out of w'eakor times, 
As half but idle brawling rhymes, 

The sport of random sun and shade. 

Btil where is she, the bridal flower, 
That mtut be made a wife ere 
ncxm T 

She enters, glowing like the moon 

Of Eden on its bridal bower* 

On me she bends lier blissful ejet 
Atitl tlien on tiicc; they meet thy 
look 

And brighten like tlic star that 
si look 

Betwixt the i^alms of paradise. 

O when her life was yet in hnd, 

Jle too foretold the perfect rose. 
For thee she grew, for thee she 
grows 

For ever, and as fair as good. 

And thou art worthy; full of power; 
As gentle; I ibi^rabmi tided, great, 
Consistent ; wearing all that 
weight 

Of learning lightly like a flower. 

But now set out ; the noon la near. 
And I nmat gtre away the bride ; 
Bhc fears not, or with thee 
beside 

And me behind her, will not fear. 

For I that dancwl her on my knee, 
Tliat watch'd her on her nurse's 
arm, 

Tlmt shielded all her life from 
ha mi 

At last must part with her to thee; 

Kow waiting to be made a wife, 

Her feet, my darling, on the dead ; 
Their pensive tablets round her 
head, 

And the most Uvlng words of life 


Breathed in her ear. Tlie ring rs on. 
The *‘wUt thou" answer'd, and 
again 

The " wilt thou '* ask'd, till out of 
twain 

Her sweet ^ 1 will " has made you one. 

Now sign your names, which shall be 
read, 

Mule symbols of a joyful mom, 
By village eyes as yet unborn; 

Tlie names are sign'd, and overhead 

Begins the clash and elang that tells 
The joy to evciy wandering 
breeze; 

The blind wall rocks, and on Uio 
trees 

Tiie dead leaf trembles to the bells. 

0 happy hour, and happier hours 
Await thcTii. Many a merry face 
Ba lutes them — maidens of the 
place. 

That pelt us in the porch with flowers. 

0 happy hour, behold the bride 

With him to wiiom her hand 1 
gave. 

Tliey leave the porch, they pass 
the grave 

Tliat has UnJay its sunny tide. 

To^ay the grave is bright for me. 

For them the light of life in- 
creasc'd, 

Who stay to share the morning 
feast, 

Who rest to-nlglit beside the sea. 

all my genial spirits advance 
To mc.<‘t and greet a whiter sun; 
My drooping memory will not 
shun 

The foaming grape of eastern France. 

It circles round, ami fnney plays, 

And hearts are warm'd and faces 
bloom. 

As drinking health to bride and 
groom 

\Vc wisii them store of. happy days. 
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Nor count roe all to btArne If I 
Conjecture of a atiMer guest, 
Tercliauce, perchance, among the 

rest, 

And, tlio* in Bilence, wishing joy* 


And catch at every niounlain 
head, 

And o'er the friths that branch 
and spread 

Tlieir Bleeping ailvcr thro* the IiiIIb; 


But they must go, the time draws on, 
And those white-fa vorM horses 
wait; 

They rise, but linger; it is late; 
Farewell, we kiss, and lliey are gone* 


And touch with shade the bridal door% 
Willi lender gloom the roof, the 
wall ; 

And breaking lot the splendor fall 
To spangles all the happy shores 


A shade falls on us like the dark 
From little cloudlets on the grasi. 
Hut sweeps away as out we pass 
To range the woods, to roam the park, 


By which they rest, and ocean sounils, 
And. star and system rolling past, 
A soul shall draw from out the 
vast 

And strike his being into bounds. 


Discussing how their courtship grc'r. 
And talk of others that are wed, 
And how she look’d, and what he 
said. 

And back we come at fall of dew. 


Again the feast, the speech, the glee. 
The shade of passing thought, 
the wealth 

Of words and wit, the double 
health. 

The crowning cup, tlic three-times- 
three, 

And last the dance ; — till 1 retire : 
Dumb is that tower which spake 
BO loud, 

And high in heaven the stream- 
ing cloud, 

And on the downs a rising fire: 

And rise, O moon, from yonder down. 
Till over down and over dale 
All night the shining vapor sail 

And pass the silent-Ughted town, 

The white-faced halls, the glancing 
rills. 


And. moved thro’ life of lower plinse, 
Result in man, be born and think. 
And act and love, a closer link 
Betwixt us and liio crow ning race 

Of those thEt, eye to eye, shall look 
On knowledge; under whose com* 
maud 

Is Earth and Eartirs, and in their ' 
hand 

Is Nature like an open book; 

No longer half^akin to brute, 

p'or all we thought and loved and 
did. 

And hoped, arnh suffer’d, is but 
seed 

Of what in them is flower and fruit ; 

Whereof the man, that with me trod 
This planet, was a noble type i 
Appearing ere the times were ripe, 
That friend of mine who lives in God, 

Tliat God. which ever lives and tores, 
One God, one law. erne element. 
And one far-off divine event, 

To which the whole creation moves. 
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ACT L 

SCENE I — AtixjATE nicuLT 

UECOllATED, 

CnOWD. MAnRllALMEN-* 

Ufarifiatman, Stand Imtk, keep a 
clear lane ! When will her Majesty 
pass, sayst thou ^ wliy now, even 
now ; wlierefone draw baek yoiir 
I Leads and your lionm before I Uix'ak 
them, and make what noiso you will 
with your tongues, so it Im; not trea- 
ion. Ixjug live Queen Mary, the law- 
ful and legitimate daughter of Harry 
the Eighth ! Shout, knaves 1 

Citiztm. I^ng live Queen JIary t 
first Cithfn. That’s A harti wonl, 
legitimate ; what docs h mean ? 

Seroad Citizen. It means a bastard. 
Third Citizen. Kay, U means true* 
bom. 

First Cifizm. Why, didn’t the Par* 

1 lament make lier a bastanl 1 

Second Citizen. 'Ko; it was the Lady 
Elizabeth, 

Third Citizen. TImt was after, man ; 
that was after, 

fVrsf Citizen. Then wliich is tlie 
bastard ? 

Second Citizen. Troth, tliey Im? both 
bastards by Act of Parliament and 
Council. 

Third Citizen. Ay, the Parliament 
can make every true*bom man of us 
a bastard. Old Nokes, can’t it make 
thee a luistard ! thou sbouldst know, 
for thou art as white as three Christ* 
masses. 

Old Aoi'^s ( drea mil if) . AViio ’s a -pa 
ing 1 King Edward or King ULchard f 
Third Citizen. Ko, old Kokes. 
ad Nokes. It’s Harry ! 

Third Citizen. It's Queen Mary, 
Old Nokes. The hlessed Mary's a- 
pa »s i n g I [ FitUs on his knees. 

Nokes. Ix't father alone, niy mas* 
ters 1 he's past your questioning. 

Third Citizen. Answer thou for 
him, then I thou'rt no such cockerel 


thyself, for thou was bom i’ the tall 
end of old Harry the Seventh. 

Nokes. Ell t ttiat was afore bastard- 
making began, 1 vvas Ixjni true man 
at five in the forenoon i the tall of 
old Harry, and so they can’t make 
me a bastartl. 

Third But if Parliament 

can make the Queen a bastard, why, 
It follows all the more that they ean 
niake thee one, who an fray’d i’ the 
knees, and out at tlie ellww, and bald 
o’ the hack, and Uursien at the loei, 
and down at heels. 

Nokes. 1 was bom of a true man 
and a ring’d w'ife, and I can’t argue 
uimn it ; but I and my old woman 'ud 
bum upon it, that would we, 

.Uf^rl^Ao/lnaJl. Whnt arc you cack- 
ling of ba Stanly under the Queer's 
<jwii nose 1 Pil liavc you ilogg'd and 
burnt too, by the Hood I will. 

fVrsf Citizen. He swears by the 
Hood. Whew I 

Second Citizen. Harkl the tnimpeti. 

[The Procession Mary and 

Klizaheth ridiwfside sideband 
disapitears under the ^de. 

lAing live Que^en Maiyl 
down with all traitors ! God save her 
Grace ; and death to Northumberland ! 

[A'jreunf. 

Manent Two Gentlemen, 

Krsf Gentleman* By God'i light a 
noble creature, right royal I 

Second Gentleman. She looks come- 
tier than ordinary to-tiay ; hut to my 
mind the I-ady Elizabeth is the more 
noble and n>yal. 

First Gentleman. I mean the I>ady 
Elizaljetli. llid you liear (I have a 
dii tighter in her service who rc*ported 
it) that she met the Qnt-eu at \\'an* 
stead with five liiinilred horfe, ami the 
Qut’i'U (tho* B<iiiie say they be mueit 
divided) took lier baud, call'd her 
sweet sister, and kiss'd not her aUme, 
but all tlie ladies of her fitUuwing. 

Second Gentknian. Ay, that was ia 
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hi-^r hour of joy ; tliere will be plenty 
pj B under and unaUter them nj^ain : 
tluB Gardiner for one, wiio if to bo 
tnade Lord Channel lor, and will 
pounce like a wild beast out of hin 
cage to worry Cmnmer, 

?Vrat GentiemaH, And furthermore, 
my daughter said tliat wiien there rose 
a talk of tlie laic rebellion, she spoke 
cTtnof North unibedimd pitifully, and 
of the good Lady Jane as a poor Inno- 
cent child who Iiad but obeyed her 
father; and furthermore, she said Uiat 
no one in her lime sliould be burnt 
for heresy. 

Second OentlemaH. Well, air, I look 
for liappy times. 

Rirst GtnUemita. There is but one 
tiling against them. 1 know not if 
you know. 

Eertmd Gentleman. I suppose you 
touch upon the rumor that Charles, 
the master of the world, has oiler'd 
her his son Philip, the I’opc and the 
UeriL I trust it is but a rumor. 

FiVsf Gentleman. She is going now 
to the Tower to loose the prisoners 
there, and among theTn Courtenay, to 
be made Earl of l^von, of royal 
blood, of splendid feature, whom the 
council and all her people wish her to 
marry. May it be Bo,for wc ore many 
of us Catholics, but few Papists, and 
the [lot Gospel ters will go tuad upon 
iL 

Seemd Gentleman. Was she not 
be tro til'd in her babyhood to the 
Great Emperor liimsclf 1 

First Gentleman. Ay, but he's too 
old. 

Second Gentletnan. 4nd again to her 
cousin Reginald Pole, now Cardinal ; 
but 1 hear that lie too is full of aehea 
and broken before his day. 

Fi raf Gentlemnn. O, the Pope could 
dispense with his Cardinalate, ami his 
achage, ami his breakage, if that were 
all ; will you not follow the proces- 
aion ? 

6'ecoa tf Gentleman. No; I hare seen 
enough for this day. 

First Genikman. \rctl, 1 shaU fob 


low ; if I can get near enough I shall 
judge with my own eyes whether iier 
Grace incline to this splendid scion of 
I'lantageneL [LVemtf. 

SCENE n. 

A Rooii IN Lamiietii Palace. 

Cranmer. To Strasburg, Antwerp, 
Frankfort, Zurich, Worms, 
Geneva, Oasle — ^our Bishopa from 
their sees 

Ot fled, they say, or flying — I’oinet, 
BarloAv, 

Bale, Scory, Coverdale; besides tho 
Deans 

Of Christchurch, Durham, Exeter, and 
Wells — 

Ailmer and Bullingha[n,and hundreds 
more ; 

So limy report: I shall Iw left alone. 
No ; llooiJcr, Hidley, Latimer will not 
fly. 

Enter Peter JiARTTn. 

Peter 3/iirfyr. Fly, Cranmer! were 
tliere nothing else, your name 
Stands flr&t of those wlio sign'd the 
l.etlers Patent 

Tliat gave her royal crown to Lady 
Jane. 

Cranmer. Stand flrst It may, but it 
was written last : 

Those that are now her Privy Council, 
sign’d 

Before me : nay, the Judges had pro- 
nouncetl 

That our young Edward might be- 
queaih the crow n 

Of England, putting by hU father’s 
will. 

Yet I stood out, till Edward sent for 
me. 

Ttie wan boy-king, with bU fast-fading 
eyes 

Fixt hard on mine, his frail transpar- 
ent hand, 

Damp with the sweat of death, and 
griping mine, 

Whisper’d me, If I loved him, not to 
yield 
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Ili» Church of England to the Papal 
wolf 

And Mary ; then I could no more — 
I algn'd. 

Kaj, fcir bare slianio of inconsia- 
tetiey, 

She caittiot pass lier traitor council hy. 

To make me headlcRB. 

Eettr Martyr^ That might be for- 
given* 

I tell jou» tly, my Lord, You do not 
own 

Tlie bodily presence in the Encharist, 

Their wafer and perpetual saerifiee; 

Your creed wilt be your death, 

Craijmer* Step after step, 

Thro' many Yolcca crying right and 
left. 

Have 1 eliinb"^d back into the primal 
church. 

Ahd stand within the porch, and 
Christ with me ; 

lily flight were such a scandal to the 
faith. 

The downfall of so tnnny simple souls. 

1 dare not leave my post. 

Peter Martyr* But you divorced 

Queen Catharine and her father; 
lienee, her Imte 

Will burn tiil you are bnntVi 

Cranmer. 1 eannol help It. 

The Canonists and Schoolmen were 
with me, 

"Tliou shalt not wed thy hrothers 
wife.*' — *Tis written, 

"They shall be childless," True, 
Mary was horn, 

But France would not accept her for 
a bride 

As being born from incest ; and this 
irrought 

tlpon the king ; and child by child, 
you know. 

Were momentary s|>ark[ea out n$ 
q uick 

Almost as kindled; and he brought 
his doubts 

And fears to nje, Peter. I'll swear 
for him 

lie did believe the bond Incestuoui. 

But wherefore am 1 treuching on the 
tium 


Tliat thould already Jiavc leen your 
steps a mile 

From me ami Lambeth? God bo 
with you I Go, 

Peter Martyr^ Ah, but how flcrce a 
letter you wrote against 

Their sujicrslitiou w hen they slander'd 
you 

For setting up a mass at Canterbury 

To please the Queen, 

CWifjMcr. It was a wheedling monk 

Set up the mass, 

Peter Martyr* 1 know it, my good 
Lord. 

But you so bubbled over with hot 
terms 

Of Satan, liars, blasphemy. Anti- 
christ. 

She never will forgive you. Fly, my 
Lord, fly I 

Cionmer, i wrote it, and God grant 
me pow'cr to bum I 
Peter Martyr* They have given luo 
a Bafe condneit for all tliat 

I dare not stay. 1 fear, I fear. 1 sco 
3'ou, 

Dear friend, for tile last time ; fare- 
well, and*f!y* 

Crantner* Fly and farewell, and let 
me die the death* 

[£'xi< Peter Majtyr, 

Enter Om StMVAPfT, 

O, kind and gentle master, the Queen's 
Oflieeri 

Arc here in force to take you to the 
Tower* 

Cranmer. Ay, gentle friend, admit 
ihem. 1 will go* 

1 tliank my God it is too late to dy. 

[ATeuaf* 

SCENE 1 IT. — St. Pa i;i*'s Cuoss, 

FATtiEu Bor UN E in the pulpit* A 
cmu (L MABCittoxEss or Eaeteh, 
CotRTEXAV* The SlECK 1>E 
Koailees and hia man Hook a in 
front aj the Uaye* U ubhub. 

Nuailies* Hast thou let fail tboit 
papers iu the palace T 
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Aj, Bir» 

"I'herp^ will Ik* nn pcnca 
for Mury till l^lizab^tU low? her hem!.” 
Jtoffer, Ay^ »ir. 

AWi//«. Aiid tlio oiher, " Long Ike 
Eliza iK^tli the Queen 1 ” 
i%er. Ay, «ir; she needi must 
tread upon them. 

A'oaiiUjt. Well. 

Tiiese tieaslly swine uiake sueh a 
grunting here, 

1 caimot catch what Fattier Bourne k ' 
saying. 

Jio^fr/ Quiet a moment, my mat- 
ters f hear what the shaveling has to 
say for himitelf. 

Crmed, 1 1 util — hear ! 

Boarite. —and so this nnlmppy 
land, long divided in itself, ami sever'd 
from the fuith, will return into the one 
true fold, seeing that our gracious 

Virgin Queen hath 

Crowd. Ko potK? 1 no pope ! 
iiogtr (fo {ho*e obaut him, mimicliftg 
BourneJ. — hath ttmt for the holy 
legate of the holy father tlie ro|*e, 
Cardinal Pole, to ^ve us ail that holy 

ahscduiion which 

i’iVsl CifiWM, Old Bourne to the 
life! 

Second Citlsfn. Holy ahtolution 1 
holy Inquisition ! 

TJiird Citizen. Down with the 
Papist ! 

{TftMiih. 

Bourne, — and now that your good 
bishop, Honner, who hath lain so long 
umler Ijond* for the faith — 

NoaiUe», Friend Kogcr, steal thou 
in among the crowd. 

And gtd the swine to shout Elizalieth. 
You gray old Gospeller, sour as iiiid- 
winter. 

Begin with him. 

JiOffrr (ffoet}. By the mass, old 
friend, we’ll have no po|ie here while 
the l.iady K]izalK>th lives. 

Goepetfrr. A ri t1 lou of 1 h u t rue f ai t h , 
fellow, that swearest liy tlie niwss t 
Boger. Ay, that am I, now con- 
verted, but Uio old leaven sticks to my 
longue yet. 

17 rM Cithen, He says right; by 
the mass we'll have no mass here. 

Iwcss of the cron-d. Peace! hear 
him ; let Ins own words damn the 
Papist. From thine own moutli £ 
judge thee — tear him downl 

/Awirtis. — and since our Gracious 
Quwn, let me call her our seeoiul 
Virgin Jlary* hath bc*gun to re edify 
the true temple 

FiVsl CtiizcH. Virgin Marj^! we*ll 
liave no virgins here — well hare the 
Lady Ellzal>eth I 

[.SVwrdi are dmtm, a knife js 
httried and sfirf s in the jiu/pit. 
J'jfre molf Iftrong fo the jw/pit 
s/niVs. 

Marrhionesn of Ertirr, Son Courle- 
nay, wilt thou see the holy 
father 

Murdcn:*<t before thy face ! tip, son, 
and save liini I 

They love thee, and thou canst not 
come to harm. 

Caifrienriy (j'n the Shame, 

shame, my masiers 1 are you 
Kngiisli-bom, 1 

And set yourselves by hundreds 
against one % 

Crottd, A Courtenay! a Courtenay 1 

[A of SjianiA $errante crosses 

at the hack of the stmfe. 

NoaUh$. 'rht*se hinls of passage 
ernne Udore their time r 

Stave off the crowd uiwii the Spaniard 
there, 

Royer, My masters, yonder's fatter 
game for you 

Than this old gaping gurgoyle : look 
you there — 

The prince of Spain coming to wed 
our Quetui ! 

After him, lioys 1 and pelt him from 
tlie city, 

[T/icy stonrt ami fuRom the 

Sponiarde. Ej‘ennt om the other 
fide MnrehioucHS of Kxetcr and 
Attendants. 

iVoat7/es (fo Uoger). Stand fr<»m 
me. If Elisabeth lose her 
bead — 

That makes fur l^rance. 
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And if bor pcopie, ungcrii thereupon, 
Arm* agninat her and dethrone the 
Queen — 

That niiikea for Frnnee. 

And if i bree<l eonfuaion anyway — 
That makea ffir Kmnit*. 

GcKxI day, tny l-rf>rd of Heron ; 
A bold heart yours to Ix^anl tiiat mg* 
ing mob! 

Courtenay. My mother said, Go up ; 
and up 1 went. 

I knew tliey would nol do me any 
wnmg, 

For lam mighty popular with Ui€*in, 
NoaiLlea. 

NoaiUcM, You look'd a king- 

Cbunfrufiy, Why noil lam 

kings blood- 

A' tjaiiles. And i ii t!je will rl of change 
may come to be one* 

OwiTfenoy- AbJ 

NodiUtA. Blit does your gmeimia 
Queen entreat you kinglikeT 

Coartrijoy- 'Fore Goil, I think »ho 
entreats me like a child. 

You've but a dull life in 
tins miitdeti court, 

I fear, my Lord ! 

VtmrfeHa^, A life of rifaUaiid yawns, 

Noain€&. So you would iLouor my 
poor liouiie lo-iiigbt. 

We might enliven you- Hivers honest 
fellows, 

Tlie Duke of SuHolk lately frcCMl from 
prison. 

Sir Peter Carcw and Sir Ttiomaa 
Wyatt, 

Sir Tljofnas StafTord, and some more 
— we play. 

At what? 

KooilleA. 'riio Game of Chess, 

Oiwr/rimy, 'iTie Game of Chess ! 

I can play well, and I shall beat you 
there, 

Kmiiks, Ay, hut w© play with 
Henry, King of France, 

And eertnin of his court. 

Ilia Highnesa makes his mores across 
the Chnnnel, i 

Wo answer him with ours, and there 
arc messengers 
Tliat go between us. 


CoHftenag, Why, such a game, sir, 
were whole years a playing, 
iVofliY/rs- Kay ; not so long f trust. 
Tiint all deptmdi 

Cpiin tJie skill mid swiftnesit of the 
players, 

CWtemjy, The K ing is skilful at it? 
AW//fS, Very, my l»rd- 

CbHrteauy. Anil the stii'kra high ? 
NwtiileM^ But not U^yond your 
means, 

Cmriemi^, Well, Vrn the first of 
players- 1 shall win- 
NoailUs. VV'ith our advice and in 
our company. 

And so you well attend to the king's 
moves, 

I think you may- 

Coifiifraay* WTien do you meet t 
AW#7/cs, To-nighb 

tWArnuy fosiVffl), Twill be there; 
tJie fellows at his tricks — 

Deep — 1 s ha 1 1 f m I u II 1 1 h in i- {A tmd , ) 
Good nionung, Noaincs, 

[Exit C-'ourtenay, 
NoaiihA. Gooil^liiy, my Lord, 
Hlrange game of chess ! a King 

TImt wiih her own pawna plays against 
a Queen, 

Whose play is all to find herself a 
King. 

Ay ; but tins lino bliie-blootlcd Courte- 
nay seems 

Too princely for a pawn. Call him a 
Tvniglit, 

That, with an ass's, not a horse's head, 

fc>kip8 every way, from levity or from 
fear. 

Well, we shall use him aoinehow, so 
that Gardiner 

And Simon Uenard spy not out our 
game 

Too early- Bogt r, thlnkcst thou that 
anyone 

Suspected thee to be my man 1 

Not one, sir. 
KixtlUtA, No! the disguise wns per- 
fect. Let's away, [AVrunL 
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SCENE IT, 

A Room im tiik Palace, 

ELizAnKTU. hZnter CociixENAr. 

C&urttnn^. So ycl am 1, 

Citk'ait iiiy frieiidii and inirroni He to 
me, 

A goodlierduoklng fellow tUan this 
riiilip. 

Pah * 

The Queen H ill advised : slmll I turn 
iraiior ? 

They've aimcwi talked me into it: yet 
tile worti 

Aflriglits nR> aomewtiat : to be aueh a 
one 

Ai Harry Oolingbroke hath a lure in 
it. 

Good now, my Lady Queenj tlio* by 
your ago. 

And by your looks you are not worth 
the having, 

Yet by your crovvii you are. 

[ iSeeintf EUzal »ell i . 

Tlie iVinot^ss there 1 

If 1 tried her and la — $Ih?*s ataor* 
ous. 

Have we not heard of her in Edward*! 
time. 

Her fri'^iikM and fro ties with the late 
IrfOrd Admiral T 

1 do believe «he*d yield. 1 should be 
still 

A party in the state; and Uten, wlio 
knows ^ 

EihabetL W hat are you musing on, 
my Lor«l nf lle von ? 

Courtenay. Has not the Queen — 

JClizabeih. I>one what, Sir ? 

Qwirtf ml y. — made you f ol low 

Tlie Laily 8 allot k and the Lady Len- 
nox ? — 

You, 

The heir presumptive. 

Eiizabem, Why do you ask I you 
know it, 

Couriejtaif. You needs must bear it 
hardly, 

ElizaUth. No, indeed ! 

1 am utterly submiiudve to the Queen, 


Caurieuatf. Well, I was musing up- 
on that ; the Queen 
Is both my foe and yours : we should 
be friends. 

ElitiiUth. My Ix)rd, the hatred of 
another to us 

Is no true Ijoiid of friendship. 

Courtrnat/* Might it not 

Be the rough preface of some closer 
Ixnid ! 

Eli^abfitL My Lord, you late were 
loosed from out tiie Tower, 
Where, like a buiiertiy in a ctirysaUs, 
You spent your life ; that broken, out 
you II utter 

Thro’ tlie new world, go zigzag, now 
would settle 

Upon this flower, now that; but all 
things here 

At court are known ; you have solicited 
The Queen, and been rejected. 

Coifrfewoy . F I o wer, slic 1 

Half faded ! but you, cousin, are fresh 
and sweet 

As the first flower no bee has ever 
tried. 

Eiisiibrth. Arc you the boe to try 
me ! why, but now 
I called you butterfly. 

CbiijfeiKiy. You did me wrong, 
[ love not to be called a butterfly : 
Wiiy do you call me butterfly T 

EtisitUtk Why do you go so gay 
then 1 

Gmrtenaif. Velvet and gold. 

This dress was made me as the Earl 
of lX‘von 

To take my seat in ; looks it not right 
royal ? 

Eti^iieth. So royal that the Queen 
forbad you wearing it 

Cbarfrufiy. 1 wear it then to apitc 
her, 

Eii^iittiL My Lonl, my Lord ; 
I sec you in the Tower again. Her 
Majesty 

Hears you aflect the Prince — prelates 
kneel to you. — 

Courti^ftntf. 1 am the noblest blood 
in Europe. Mailam, 

A Courtenay of Devon, and her 
eousm. 
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EUzahtttK She benrs you make 
your boast that after all 

She means to wed you. Folly, juy 
good Lord. 

llovv folly t a great 
party in the stale 

Wills me lo wed her. 

Eiixaheth. Failing her, my Lonl, 

I>otli not aa great u party iu the 
state 

Will you to wed me 1 

Even ao, fair lady, 

Eiizabeth^ You know to flatter 
ladies. 

O^trientiy. Nay, I mean I 

True Hint tors of the heart. 

KlizfiUth. M)f heart, my I^ord, 

Is no great party iu the sUite an ye't. 

Great, said you ? nay, 
you shall be gn^at. 1 love you, 

Lay my life in your luuids. Can you 
bt‘ close 1 

Elizafxtk. Can you, my Tjonl ! 

Conrltna y . Close os a m iser 's eoaket. 

Listen r 

The King of France, Noaillea the 
AnibaSBOtlor, 

The Duke of Suffolk and Sir I'eter 
Cnrew, 

Sir Thomas Wyatt, I myself, some 
others, 

Have sworn tins SpanUh marriage 
shall not be. 

If Mary will not hear us — well — 
conjecture — 

Were I in l>evon with my wedded 
bride, 

The people there bo worship mu — 
Your ear^ 

You sliall be t|ucen. 

Eliztiheth, You speak too low, 
my Lord ; 

I eannot hear you. 

111 repeat it, 

EUzakrth, No ! 

Stand further off, or you may lose 
your head. 

CUnffnoy. 1 have a head to lose 
for your sweet sake. 

EUtaytL Have you, my Lord 1 
Best kec^p it for your own. 
pout not, coiwiu. 


Not many friends arc mine, except 
indeed 

Auiotig the many. 1 betieve you 
mine ; 

And so you umy conlmue mine, fare- 
well, 

And that at once. 

Enter Marv, heftind, 

il/tiry, Whisjjering — leagued to- 
gether 

To Iwir me from my lliiUp. 

C^urtena^, I^ray — consider — 

EiisaUth {seeing the Queen). Well, 
that's a noble horee of youra, 
my Lord. 

I trust that lie will carry you well 
to-day. 

And heal your headache. 

Cburfeiirt//, You are wild; %vlmt 
hea^iehe ? 

neartnebe, pc^rchanee ; not lieadache, 

A7/2n/jr//i {iiMtde to Courtenay,) Are 
you blind ? 

[Courtenay Mte$ the Queen and exiL 
Eiit ilary. 

Eijfrr T..otED Wilua« TIow^aiid. 

Howard. Was that my Lord of 
I k'von 1 do not you 

Be seen in comers with my Lord of 
Devon. 

He hath fallen out of favor with tlte 
Queen. 

8he fcors the I.,oTds may side with 
you and him 

Against her marriage ; tliereforo is he 
danggrous. 

And if this i^liicc of fluff and feather 
come 

To woo you, niece, ho is dangerous 
everyway. 

Elizabeth. N ot very da n gero us t h at 
way, my gooil uncle. 

//umfirrf. But your own stale is full 
of danger here. 

'file disaffected, lieretict, rebinners* 

Look to you as the ono lo crown their 
ends. 

Mix not yourself with eny plot I pray 
you; 
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Nav, if hy chance yon bear of any aucb, 

Speak not tJiereof — nu* not to your 
l»cat friemi. 

Lest you ahouid bu confounded with 
it. 8tiU — 

l^erinde ae cadaver — as the price I 
Mys, 

You know your Latin — quiet as a 
dead body. 

What was luy Lord of Devon telling 
you I 

EiizabttL W hi*! her lie told me any- 
thiiig or notf 

1 follow your gt>ud counsel, gracious 
uncle. 

Quid as a dead body. 

JUward. You do right well. 

I do not care to kiTbw; but this 1 
charge you, 

Tell Courtenay nothing. The Lord 
Chancellor 

fl count it as a kind of virtue in him, 

He hath not many ), as a niasliff dog 

May love a puppy cur for no more 
reason 

Than that the twain have been lied 
up together, 

Thus Gartliner — for the two were 
fellow-prisoners 

So many years in yon accursed 
Tower — 

Hath taken to this Courtenay. Look 
to it, niece, 

lie hath no fence when Gartliner 

questions him; 

All oozes out; yet him — because 
they know him 

Tlie last White Hose, the last Flan- 
tagenet 

(Nay, there la Cardinal Pole, too), the 
people 

Claim as tlieir natural leader — ay, 
some say. 

That you shall marry him, make him 
'King belike* 

Elisabeth. Do they say so, good 
uncle ? 

Jloitard. Ay, good niece 1 

You should be plain and open with 
me. niece. 

You stiouid uot play upon me. 

EiizabetL No, good uncle. 


Enter GAniilXHm. 

Gardiner. The Qiit^en would see 
your Grace aimii the nioment. 

Eiisaffrth. Why, iny lord Bishop? 

6'ar<f lifer. 1 think she means to 
counsel your witlul rawing 
To Ashridge, or some other country 
house. 

Elizabeth. Wliy, my lonl Bishop 1 

ffari/iVirr. I do Iml bring the mes- 
sage, knifw no more. 

Your Grace will hear iier reason* 
from herself. 

Elisttlxth. 'Tis mine own wisJi ful- 
fil Pd before the word 
Was spoken, for in truth 1 had meant 
to crave 

Permission of her Illghnes* to retire 
To Ashridge, and pursue my studies 
til ere. 

Gardiner, Madam, to have the wish 
before the word 

I* man^s gfjoil Fairy — ^ and the Queen 
Is yours. 

I left her with Hell jewels in her hand, 
Whereof 'tis like enough she meatii 
to make 

A farewell present to your Grace. 

Elizabeth. My I^rd, 

1 have the jewel of a loyal heart. 

6nr<fi'jirr. 1 doubt it not, Mmlam, 
mo 9 1 toy a I . [ Jlu tcs law and exit. 

Htitpurd, ot'O, 

This comes of parleying with my Lord 
of Devon. 

Well, well, you must obey ; and 1 my- 
self 

Believe it will be better for your wel- 
fare. 

Your time will come. 

Elizabeth, 1 think my time will 
come. 

ITijcle, 

I am of sovereign nature, that 1 know, 
Not to be queil*d; and 1 have felt 
within me 

Sllrring* of some great doom when 
God's just hour 

Peals — ^but this fierce old Gardiner 
— Ids big baldness, 

That irritable foadock which lie rubs. 
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111$ buzzard bt^ak and ilt^cp^indavomM 

t»yi'S 

Half fright me. 

lima rd, Y o u* ve a bold heart ; keep 
it so. 

lie cannot touch yon aave that you 
turn imitor; 

And ao take liired 1 pray you — you 
are one 

Who love that men should smile up^ 
on you» niece. 

Tliey'd smite you into treason — some 
them. 

EtisahetA. I spy the rock beneath 
the smiling sea. 

But if this Philip, the proud Catholic 
prince, * 

And this bald priest, and she that 
hates mo, seek 

In that lone house, to practise on my 
life. 

By poison, fire, shot, stab — 

Hutrtird. They will not, niece. 

Mine is the ficet and all the power at 
tea — 

Or will be in a moment. If they dared 

To Imrm you, 1 would blow this Philip 
and all 

Your trouble to tlic dogstar and the 
devil. 

Elixabfih. T« the Pleiads, uncle; 
tliey have lost a sister. 

Sotcnrd\ But wliy say that 1 what 
have you done to lose hert 

Come, come, I will go witii you to the 
Queen. 


SCENE V, 

A Boom in the Pal^ics. 

M A n T wtik Pii J LI p's m in iatnre, A lice. 

Mary (kiitiny the mimature)^ Bloat 
goodly, Kingllke and an Em* 
peror's son, — 

A king to be, — is he not noble, girl ! 
Alice. Goodly enough, your Grace, 
and yet, methinks, 

1 have seen goodlier. 

Mary. Ay ; some waxen doU 


Thy baby eyes bsve rested on, belike; 

All red and white, the fashion of our 
land. 

But my good mother came (God rest 
her souh 

Of Spain, and 1 am Spanish in myself. 

And in my likings. 

Alice. By your Grace's leave 

Your royal mother came of Spain, 
but took 

To the English red and while. Your 
rtjyal father 

(For so tiiey say) was all pure Uiy and 
rose 

fn his youth, and like a lady, 

Mary. G, just God I 

Sweet mother, you had time and causa 
enough 

To sicken of his lilies and hts rosea. 

Cast off, Ijetray'd, defamed, divorced, 
forlorn 1 

And then the King ^ that traitor putt 
forgiveness, 

Tlic false archbishop fawning on him, 
married 

The mother of Elizabeth — a heretic 

Ev'n as die U; but God hath sent ino 
here 

To take such order with all heretics 

That it shall be, before E die, as iho' 

Bly father and my brother had not 
lived. 

What wnst thou saying of thia Lady 
Jane 

Kow in the Tower 1 
Alice. Why, Madam, she was pasa- 
ing 

Some chapel down in Essex, and with 
her 

Lady Anne Wharton, and the Lady 
Anne 

Bow'd to the Pyx; but Lady Jane 
stood up 

Stiff as tlie very backbone of heresy. 

And wherefore bow ye not, says Lady 
Anne, 

To him within there who made Hear* 
en and Earth 1 

I cannot, and I dare not, tell your 
Grace 

What l^dy Jane replied. 

Mary, But I will have it 
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Aikc. She — pray panioti rnc» 
ami pity her — 

She hath hearkc-irdcTll eounie] — ah ! 
she said, 

Tlic baker made liim^ 
i/ary, Manstroiia \ bla^phemciui ! 

She oug li 1 1 o bum . H ence, t li o ti ( Exit 
A lice)* No — being traitor 

Her head will fall; Khali ill the ii 
but a child. 

We do not kill the child fordoing that 

His father whipt him into doings a 
head 

So full of grace and beauty! would 
that mine 

Were half as gracious! 0, my lord 
to be. 

My lore, for thy sake only. 

I am eleven years older than ho is. 

But will he care for that 1 

Ko, by the holy Virgin, being noble, 

But love me only : then the bastard 
sprout, 

My Bister, is far fairer than myself. 

Will he be drawn to her? 

Ko, being of the true faith with myself. 

Paget is for him — for to wed with 
Spain 

Would treble England — Gardiner U 
against him ; 

The Councih people. Parliament 
against him ; 

But I will have him ! My hard fa- 
ther hated me ; 

ify brother rather hated me than 
IovcnJ ; 

My sister cowers and hates tne. Holy 
Virgin, 

Plead with thy blessed Son; grant 
me my prayer : 

Give me my Pliilip ; and we two will 
lead 

Tltc living waters of the Faith again 

Back ihro’ their widow’d channel 
here, and watcli 

The parch’d banks rolling incense, as 
of old, 

To bcaven, and kindled witli the 
palms of Christ 1 

Enter Usuek. 

Who waits, sir t 
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U$her, Madam, the Lord Chan* 
cellar. 

J/ary. Hid him come in. (Kntrr 
GARtHJiuii.) Good^ morning, 
my good Ijorth [Exit Usher. 

Gtirdiner. That every morning of 
your Majesty 

May be most good, is every morning's 
prayer 

Of your most loyal subject, Stephen 
Gardiner. 

5/ary, Come you to tell me this, 
my Lord? 

Gorc^iwer, And more. 

Your jiefiple have begun to learn your 
worth. 

Your pious wisH to pay King Ed- 
w^nrd’s debts, 

Your lavisb household curb’d, and the 
remission 

Of half that subsidy levied on the 
people, 

Itfake all tongues praise and all liearts 
beat for you. 

I’d have you yet more loved ; the 
realm is i»cior. 

The exchi^uer at neap-tide : we might 
withdraw 

Part of our garrison at Calais. 

5/ary, Calais I 

Our one point on the main, tiie gate 
of France! 

1 am Queen of England ; take mine 
eyes, mine heart, 

But do not lose me Calais. 

Gftrdiner. Do not fear it- 

Of that hereafter, 1 eay your Grace 
is loved. 

Tliat 1 may keep you thus, who am 
your friend 

And ever faithful counsellor, might 1 
sfjeak ? 

5/ary, 1 can forespeak your speak- 
ing. Would i marry 

Prince Philip, if all England hate 
him ? That is 

Your question, and 1 front it with an- 
other : 

Is it England, or a party ? Kow, your 
answer. 

Gardiner. My answer is, I wear bo 
ucaiU my dress 
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A sbirt of muil : my hotuc hath been 
nBKxtulled, 

And when 1 walk nbroatl, th€ poptt- 
lace% 

With fin^cra pointed like bo many 
dajjjrera. 

Stab me in fancy ^ liisaing Spain and 

riiilLp; 

And when 1 sleepy a hundred men-at- 
arms 

Guard my poor dreams for England. 
Men vrouhl murder mCp 

Beeause tliey think me favorer of this 
marriage. 

i/ory. And that were hard upon 
you, my Lord Chaneeltor, 
Qard'iMr. Hut Qui young Earl of 
Devon — 

Marjf. Earl of Devon t 

I freed Jiim from tiio Tower, placed 
him at Court ; 

I made him Earl of Devon, and — tho 
fool — 

He wrecks his health and wealth on 
eourtesana, 

And rolls himself in earrion like a 
dog- 

Gardiner. More like a achool-boy 
that bath broken bountls, 

Sickening himself with sweets. 

Mar If. 1 will not lioar of him. 

Good, then, they will revolt ; but 1 am 
Tudor, 

And shall control them, 

trarrfi'n^r, I will lie Ip you, Mailam, 

Even to the utmost. All the church 
is grateful. 

You have ousted the mock priest, re- 
puipited 

The Ehepiierd of St, Peter, raiBcd the 
rood again. 

And brought us back tbemass, I am 
all lhanks 

To God and to your Grace: yet I 
know well, 

Your people, and I go with them bo 
far, 

Will liriKik nor Pope nor Spaniard 
here to tday 

The tyrant, or m eomraonwealth or 
church. 


Marjf {shotrtn^ the pirtwre). Is this 
the face of one who plays the 
tyrant I 

Peruse it; it it not goodly, ay, and 
gentle T 

Gardiner. 3[adam, methinks a cold 
face and a haughty. 

And when your llighneM talks of 
Courtenay — 

Ay, true — a goodly one* I would 
bis life 

Were half as gocKlly 
3/arv* Wiiat is that you mutter f 
C^r^j'ner, Oh, Madam, take U 
bluntly ; marry Philip, 

And Imj stepmother of a score of 
sons! 

Tho prince is known In Bpaln, m 
Flanders, ha 1 
For Philip — 

Mar If. You offend us; you may 
leave us. 

Yon see tiiro* warping gtasseo* 

Gardiner. I f y our M a jcsty — 

J/ary, I have sworn upon the body 
and blood of Christ 
ni none but Philip* 

Gardiner. Hath your Grace so 
sworn t 

Martf. Ay, Simon Hena rd knows it, 
Gardiner. News to mo I 

It then rematna for your poor Gardi- 
ner, 

So you still care to trust him some- 
what It^ 

Than Simon Henard, to compose the 
event 

In some sueh form as least may harm 
your Grace. 

3/ary . 1 1 1 b a ve the scandal sounded 
to the mud, 

1 know it a scandal. 

Gardiner. All my hope is now 
It may be found a scandal, 

3/ary. You offend us. 

Gardiner ^as^de}. These princes arc 
like childrcii, must be pliys^ 
tek'd, 

The bitter in the sweet I have lost 
mine office, 

It may Ik% Itiro' mine honeiiy, like a 
foot lExil, 
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Ent^ UsijEB, 

Ifiry, Who waits 1 
Uwlier. The Ambassador from 
France, your Graee» 

Mary {gita iiattn}. Hid him come in. 
Good uioriilng, Sir de NoaiLtei. 

{Kjrit Uiihet, 
Noatlha (enttriny). A happy morn- 
ing to your Majesty, 

Mary. A ml 1 stiouLd some time iiave 
a linppy morning ; 

I have had none ycL What says the 
King your Mnsier t 
Noailles. Madam, my master bears 
with iniicli alarm. 

That you may marry Fhiiip, Prince of 
Spain — 

Foreseeing, with whatever unwUting- 
res8, 

That if this J’hilip be the titnlar king 

Of Knglant], and at war with him, 
your Grace 

And kingdom will be sucked into the 
war, 

Ay^ tlio' you long for peace ; where* 
fore, iny master. 

If but to prove your Majesty's good* 
^ill. 

Would fain have some fresh treaty 
drawn betVecn you, 

3/ary, Why some fresh treaty 1 
wherefore sltould I do itt 

Sir, If we marry, we shall still main* 
tain 

All former treaties with his Majesty. 

Uur royal word for tJiatl and your 
good master, 

Pray God he do not be the first to 
break them, 

Afust l>e content with that; and so, 
fa re well, 

Noaillea {ymny, rtivma). I would 
your answer had been other, 
iladain. 

For T foresee dark days, 

J/ory. And so do I, sir ; 

Your master works against me in the 
dark* 

I do believe he liolp Korthumberland 

.^gainst me* 


JVoai'//rs, Kay, pure phantasy, your 
Grace, 

Why should he move against you ! 
Mary. Will you hear wby ? 

Mary of Scotland, — for 1 have not 
ownM 

My sister, and 1 will not, — after 
me 

Is heir of ICngland; and my royal 
father, 

To make the crown of Scotland one 
with ours. 

Had mark'd her for my brother Ed* 
wiirtrs bride “ 

Ay, hut your king stole her a babe 
from Scmilnnd 

In onlcr to bet rot U her to your Dau- 
phin, 

See then t 

Mary of Scotland, married to your 
Dauphin, 

Would make our England, France; 

Mary of England, joining hands with 
Spain, 

Would he too strong for France, 

Yea, were there issue bom to her, 
Spain and we. 

One crown, might rule the world. 
There lies your fear. 

That is your drift. You play at hide 
and MH'k. 

Show me your faces ! 

Noailka, Madam, lam amazed: 

French, 1 must needs wbh all good 
things for France, 

Tliat must be pardon'd roe; but I pro- 
test 

Your Grace's policy hath a farther 
fiight 

Than mine into the future. We hut 
seek 

Some setllcfl ground for peace to stand 
upon, 

3/ary, Well, we will leave alt this, 
sir, to our coundl. 

Have you seen Philip ever t 

NoaiUta. Only once, 

Mary. Is this like Philip ? 

A'oai7/fs, Ay, but nobler-Tooking, 
Mary. Hath be the large ability of 
Emperor ! 

Naaitka. Ko, surely* 
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1 vikn make allowance for 
tiiee, 

Tliou speakeat of the enctny of thy 
king. 

Noailh^. Make no allowance for the 
naked truth. 

He is every way a lesser man than 
CliarJes ; 

Stone-lmrd, ice-cold — no dash of dar- 
ing in him. 

Mar if. If cold, Ids life is pure. 

iVbfT Hies. W h y {sm Hinf^ ), no, Indeed . 

Mary. Says 1 1 li on t 

Noaiites. A very w'antoii life indeed 

Mary. T o iir audience is con el u ded , 
sir. • [£.rd Noailles. 

You cannot 

Leam a nian*s nature from his natural 
foe. 

Enier Usiiek. 

Who waits t 

Usher. Tlie Ambassador of f^paln, 
yoL: Grace. [A'xd. 

SiMo:< ItEyAitn, 

Mary (riJiN^re tneei him). Thou art 
ever %velcome, Simon Hcnard. 
Hast thou 

Brought me the letter which thlno 
Emjieror promised 

Long since, a formal offer of the hand 

Of Philip ? 

Benard. Nay, your Grace, it hath 
not reacird me. 

I know not wherefore — some mis- 
ehanceof dood, 

And broken bridge, or spavin’d horse, 
or wave 

And wind at thefr old battle : he must 
have HTitten. 

Mary. Hut Philip never writes me 
one poor vronb 

Which in hii$ absence had been all my 
weaith. 

Strange in a wooer I 

Bemird. Vet I know tlie Prince, 

So your king-parUamont suffer him to 

JamI, 

Yearns to set foot upon your bland 
shore. 


Mary. God change the pebble 
which his kingly foot 

First prt‘ssea into some more costly 
Slone 

Than ever blinded eye. PU have one 
mark it 

And bring it me. Pll have it burnish'd 
hrelike ; 

I’ll set it round witli gold, with pearl, 
with diamond. 

Let the great angel of the church 
come with him; 

Stand on the deck and spread his 
wings for sail I 

God lay the waves and strow the 
storms at sea, 

And here at land among the people I 
O Henard, 

1 am much U^aet, 1 am almost in dc> 
spair. 

Paget is ours. Gardiner perchance is 
ottrs ; 

But for our heretic Parliament — 
fteiinrd. O Madam, 

You fly your thoughts like kites. My 
master, Cliartes, 

Bade you go softly with your heretics 
here, 

Until vour tlirone had ceased to trem* 
'ble. Then 

Spit them like larks for aught 1 care. 
Besides, 

When Henry broke the carcase of 
your chureh 

To piece's, there were many wolves 
among you 

AV^ho dragged the scatter’d limbs into 
their den. 

The Pope would have you make them 
rx'nder these ; 

So would your cousin, Cardinal Vole; 
ilteimnsel I 

Tlu»#e let tiiem keep at pn^aent; stir 
not yet 

This matter of the Churt h lands. At 
hb coming 

Your star w ill rise. 

Mary. My star ! a baleful one. 

I see but the black nighc, and bear tlia 
wolf. 

What star I 
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Rmard. Yoyr lUr will l>e your 
princely ion, 

Heir of riiii and the NeCber* 

lancli» ! 

And iJ 3 ’our wolf the winlo should 
howl for more, 

We'll dust iiitn from a l»ng of Spnnisli 
Pfold* 

I do Ixdiero, 1 have dusted some ah 
ready, 

Tliatj fioon or late, your rarliaTnent is 
ours. 

J/ary. Why do llioy talk to foully 
of your Prince, 

penarii ! 

Iknatd. Tliclotof IVinces. To sit 
liiitli 

Is to be ik'd about 
J/ary. They call him cold. 

Haughty, ay, worse, 

iiinartf. AVhy, do ub ties#, Philip 
allows 

Borne of the l)earing of your blue 
blood — still 

All within measure — nay, It well 
becomes him. 

Jfory. Hath he the large ability of 
his father 1 

Rtnard. Kay, some beliere that lie 
will go lieyond him, 

^/ory, la this like him ! 

Rcmrd, Ay*, somewhat j but your 
Philip 

1# the most prince like I^ince beneath 

the sun. 

Tills ia a daub to Philip. 

i/ary, Hf a pure life T 

Jfenorrf, As an angel among angels. 
Yea, by I leaven, 

Tlie text — Your Highness knows it, 
« Whosoever 

Lookelh after a woman,** would not 
graze 

The Prine** of Bpain. You are happy 
, in him thcr^ 

Chaste as your Grace ! 

,1/ory, I am happy in liiin there, 
Jitnard, And would be altogether 
liappy, Madam, 

Bo that your siaier were but look'd to 
closer. 


You have sent her from the court, but 
then she goes, 

I wnmint, not to hear tlie nightingales. 

Out hatch you some new treason in 
the woods, 

A/ciry, Wo have our spies abroad 
to catch her tripping. 

And then if caught, tci tl»o Tower, 

Ilraard. The Tower ! the Idock ! 

The wortl has turn'll your HighnetfS 
pule ; the thing 

Was no sucli acarecto w in y*our father's 
time. 

1 have heard* the tongue yet quiver'd 
witli the Jest 

When the head leapt — so common 1 
1 do think 

To save your crown that it must como 
to tids. 

Alory, Ko, Rcnsnl ; it must never 
come to this, 

Jiemrd. Kot yet} but your old 
I'raitors of the Tower — 

Why, when yon put Kortlmmberland 
to death, 

Tlie sen fence liaving past upon theni 
all, 

SpartHl ynti the Duke of BufTolk, 
Guildford Hudley* 

Ev'n that y-oung girl who dared to 
wear your crown 1 

A/ary, DarciU nny, not so; the 
child oljcy'd her faihcr. 

Spite of her tears her father forced it 
on her, 

R^ard. Good Madam* when tliO 
Homan w'tsh'd to reign, 

He slew not him alone who wore tho 
purple, 

But fiia asst^saor in the throne, per* 
chance 

A child mort‘ innocent than Lady Jane, 

A/oi*y. I am KiigUsh Queen, not 
Homan Kmiieror, 

J?ca<irf/, Yet too much mercy ia a 
want of merry, 

And wastes more life. Stamp out the 
fire, or this 

Will smoulder and re-flamc, and bum 
the tlinme 

Where you siiotihl ait with I'hilip ; he 
will uot come 
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TUI «l»e be gone. 

InUeed, if tliat were true — 

For Philip oomes, one h*uxd in imne^ 
and one 

Steadying the tremuIooB pillars of the 
Church — 

But no, no, no. Fa re we IL I am 
iomewliai faint 

With our long talk. Tho* Queen, I 
am not Queen 

Of mine own heart, which every now 
and then 

Beats me half dead; yet stay, tills 
golden chain — 

My father on a birthday gave it me, 

And I have broken w-iili my father — 
take 

And wvM it as a memorial of a ttiom- 
ing 

Which found me full of foolish douhta, 
ami leaves me 

As hopeful. 

Menard {a$ide). Whew — the folly of 
all follies 

Is to ho love-sick for a slmdow. 
( J/oudl Madam, 

This chains me to your acrvice, not 
with gold. 

But dearest links of love- Farewell, 
and trust me, 

Philip is youm 

J/ary . M iijc — hut not yet all mine. 

Enter UfttlEti. 

Usher. Your Council is in Besslon, 
please your Majesty. 

3/ary. Sir* let them sit. I mnst 
have lime to breathe. 

Ko, say I come. (Eik Usher.) 1 
won by Inildness once. 

The Emperor counsell'd me to fly to 
Flanders. 

I would not ; hut a hundred miles 1 
rode. 

Sent out my letters, call'd my friends 
together, 

Struck home and won. 

And when the Council would not 
crown me— thought 

To bind me first by oaths 1 could not 
keep, 


And keep with Christ and conidctice 
’ — was it lioUlness 

Or weakness that won there ? when 1, 
Ihclr Queen, 

Cast myself down upon my knees 
hi' fore them. 

And tliose hard [uen brake into wonian 
tears, 

Ev'n Gardiner, all amazed, and in that 
passion 

Gave me my Crown. - 
Ea^cr Alice* 

Girl ; hast thou ever heard 

Slanders against Prince Philip in our 
Court I 

Alice. What slanders? I, your 
Grace ; no, never. 

3/ary» ^otliing? 

Alice, Never, your Grace, 

3/wy* See tliat you neither licar 
them nor repeat! 

Alice inside}. Good Lortl! but I 
have heart! a thousand such. 

Ay, and repeated them as often — 
mum ! 

Why comes tliat old fox-Flem ing back 
again? 

Enter Ren a HD, 

Menard, Madam, 1 scarce liad left 
your Grace's presem*e 

Before 1 clianeeil ujion the .messenger 

Wiio brings that letter which we 
waited for — 

The formal offer of Prince Philip's 
hamt. 

It craves an instant answer. Ay or 

No. 

5/ary, An instant Ay or No I the 
Council sits. 

Give it me quick. 

Alice {sfrppittff hefore Arr). Your 
t Ugliness Is afi trembling, 

jT/ory. .Make way, 

[Erft inf n the Cmncil Chamler, 

Alke. O, Master Uenard, Master 
Henanl, 

If you have falsely painted your fine 
Priuce ; 

Praised, where you should have 
blamed him, 1 pray God 
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No ffoman e»er love jou, Maalcr 

It bri‘ 2 ka iny homi to hear her moan 
at niylii 

As tho* the nightmare never left her 
bed. 

Rfmtrd. My firetty mai Jen, tell me, 
did you ever 

Sigh for a beard f 

-^1/ice* Ilia I 'a not a pretty question, 

Iltnard. Not prettily puti I mean, 
my pretty maiden, 

A pretty man for such a pretty 
maiden. 

AUc£, My Ix>nl of I>evon is a pretty 
man. 

I h ate him. Wei I, bu t if I have, w Em t 
then ? 

Bmurd. ITien, pretty maiden, you 
stioutd know timt w Jieiher 

A wind 1>c warm or cold, it serve® to 
fan 

A kindled fire. 

Alices Accottling to the aong, 

lib filond* would prmlieblm,! bclkved 'em, 

ilia fo«s would obuae hioii, oad I U3uru*d 

\mt 

Hia frifUdi — »» Anfzeb I rwclvi^ *cm* 

Ilia foul — Ur) De\iJ had tutiurti'd 

Rtnard, Penee, pretty maiden. 

1 liear them stirring in the Council 
Cham tier. 

I^rf^rd Puget*® «Ay” i® sure — who 
else! and yet, 

They are all too much at odds to close 
at onec 

In one fulUhroa ted No! ller High- 
ness comes. 

Enter Mart. 

A//ce. How ileathly jiale 1 — a chair, 
your Highness. 

[^Urin^ing me fo the Queen. 

Rennrd. Madam, 

Tile Cuuneit ? 

J/ary. Ay I My PhlUp if all mine. 

[SiaSb (Vifo cAoVr, half famting. 


ACT II. 

SCENE L — ALu:fOTOSf Castle. 

Sir JTtowa* IlyoIC I do not hear 
from Canrw or the Hoke 
Of Suftulk, and till then 1 should not 
move, 

Tlie Duke hath gone to Leicester; 
Carew stirs 

In Devon i that line porcelain Courte- 
nay, 

Save tEiat he fears he might be cracked 
in using, 

(I have known a semi-madman in my 
time 

So fancy-ridd'n) sliould be in Devon 
too. 

Enter Wir.UASt. 

News abroad, William 1 

{Vitiinm. None so new, Sir Tlionias, 
and none so old. Sir 'Fhnmns. No 
new news that Pliilip conics® to wed 
Mary, no old news that all men bate 
it. Did Sir 'lliomn® wonld have hated 
it. Tlic bcl I® are ringing at Maidstone. 
Doesn’t your worship hear 1 

iryci«. Ay, for the Sflinta are come 
to rcimi again. 

Most like it Is a Saint*®-tlay. There*® 
no call 

A® yet forme; so in this panse, before 
The mine be fired, it were a ptou® 
work 

To string my father’s Bonnets, left 
about 

Like loosely -scaiter’d jewels, in fair 
onler, 

And head them with a lamer rhyme 
of mine. 

To grace his memory. 

IVillmm. Ay, why not, SirTlioma® t 
He was a fine courtier, he; Queen 
Anne loved him. Alt the women 
loved Inm. 1 loved him, I waa in 
Spain with him. I couldn’t eat in 
Spain. I couldn’t sleep in Spain. I 
liatc S]Htin, Sir Thomas, 

H Hut thou c^juhl'Bt drink in 
Spain if 1 remembcT. 
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WlUiam, Sir Tli omnj , we tiitiy n t 
the wine- Oiil Sir Tlioina^ aiwA;^'A 
gmnc^d the wine. 

( VifidL Hand me the enaket wi tU my 
latlier's sonnetA. 

IViiliam. Ay — sonnet A — a fine 
courtier of the otd Courtp old Sir 
Ttiomatt- [Ejril, 

Hyutf. Courtier of many courts, he 
loved the more 

His own gray towers, plain life and 
letter’d peace. 

To read and rliynie in aolitary fleUla, 
The lark almvo, tlie nigtuingale belo^v. 
And aiiAWer Uiein in song. Tlie sire 
begetA 

Not half ids likeness in the son. 1 
fail 

Where he was fullest; yet — to write 
it down. llie u^iies. 

I?e^nfrr WlLLiAM. 

Wfiitam. There (V news, tliero is 
news, and no call for &onnet*«orting 
now, nor for sonneMnnking either, but 
ten thousand men on Heneiulert Heath 
all calling after your worship, and 
your worsliip's name heanl into Maid- 
stone market, and your worship the 
first man in Kent and Clmsteiidom, 
for the Queen’s down, and the world's 
Up, and your worship a-toji of it 

WyoW. Inverted A^lsop — ^ mountain 
out of mouse. 

Say for ten thousand ten ^ and pot- 
house knaves, 

Brain-di^ied with a draught of morn- 
ing ale. 

EttUr A STOJTT K K Y VI TT. 

WiUiftm. Here's Antony Knyvett. 

Knytett, Look you, Master Wyatt, 
Tear up that woman's work there, 

II yo//. No; not these. 

Dumb children of my father, that will 
speak 

When I and thou and all rebellious 
lie 

Dead lK>dieA without voice. Song 
fliet you know 
For ages. 


Knyvftt. Tut,your sonnet's a flying 
ant, 

Wind'd for a moment, 

II ya(t. Well, for mine own work, 

[ 7 rariny fAe 

It lies there in six pieces at your feet ; 

For all that I can carry it In uiy head. 
Knyi^tt. If you can carry your i lead 
upon your shoulders, 

Byo/f. I fear you come to carry it 
off my shoulders, 

And sonnet-making’s safer. 

KnyvetL VVliy, goofl Lord^ 

Write you oi many soiinela as you 
will. 

Ay, but not now; what, have you 
eyes, ears, brains ? 

Tltis I'iiilip and the black-faced 
swarms of Spain, 

Tlic hardest, cruel lest people in tlio 
world. 

Come locust! ng upon us, eat us up, 

Conliscalc lands, goods, money ^ 
Wyatt, Wyatt, 

Wake, or the stout old island will 
become 

A rotten Jiinb of Spain, They roar 
for you 

On Penenden Heath, a thousand of 
them — more — 

All arm'd, waiting a leader; there's 
no glory 

Like bis wiio saves his country i and 
you sit 

Sing-songing here; but, if I'm any 
judge, 

By GihI, you arc as poor a jojet, 
Wyatt, 

Asa good soldier. 

WyaiL You ss poor a critic 

As an honest friend; you stroke me 
on one cheek, 

Buffet the other. Come, you bluster, 
Antony ! 

You know I know all Ihia* 1 must | 
noi inovo 

I'nlil 1 Itearfrom Carew and the Duke. 

I fear the mine is fired before the ^ 
time, 

Knyveit {shoinny a j*a/»cr). Hut; 
here's siune Hebrew, Faith, 1 
half forgot it. 
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Look ; call you mnke it Kugtisli 1 A 
■t range youtli 

Sudileiily iliruj^t it on whitper'd^ 
“ Wyatt/' 

And ivlj{»ktng round a comer, »bow*d 
liift back 

Before 1 rend bit face, 

iry</fL lial Courtenay'® dpher. 

{Htftih. 

*'Sir Peter Cart‘W fled to Fram-e : it 
j® thought the Duke wiJL tie taken, 
I atn w ith you stilJ ; Uutp for api>ear* 
aneo aakcp atay with tlm Quwn. tiar- 
diner knowi, but the Council are ail at 
odd®, and the Queen hath no force for 
Tesigtance, Move, if you move, at 
once/' 

1® Peter Carew fled T Is the Duke 
taken 1 

Down Bcahbanl, and out sword I and 
let Uebc^Uion 

Hoar till throne rock, and crown fall 
No ; not that ; 

But we will teach Queen Mary bow to 
reign. 

Who are those thatsbout below there t 
Anyrrtf, Why, koiuc fifty 

Tiiat follow’d me from Penenden 
Death in hope 
To hear you sj^eak. 

If yott. Open the window, Enyvett ; 
Tlie mine i® flml, and I will speak to 
tlicm. 

Men of Kent ; England of England ; 
you that have kept your old custom® 
upright, while alt the rest of England 
bow’d theirs to the Norman, the cause 
that hath brought us together is not 
the cause of a county or a shire, but 
of this England, in whose crown our 
Kent if the fairest jewel. PJdlip shall 
not wed Mary : and ye have called me 
to lie your leader, I know Spain. I 
have been there with my father; I 
bare seen them in their own land ; 
have marked the haughtiness of tlieir 
niible®; the cruelty of their priests. 
If this man marry our Que<*n, however 
the Touneil and the Commons may 
fence found Ids |H>wer with restriction. 


he will be King, King of England, my 
masters ; ami the Queen, and the lawjii, 
and tJie jn^ople, liLa slaves. What T 
shall we have Spain on the throne and 
in the parliament; Spain in the pulpit 
and on the law-lK^neb ; Spain in all the 
great oUees of state ; Spain in our 
ship®, in our forts, in our houses, in 
our beds t 

Crou d. No I no I no Spain I 

No Spain in our bed®^ 
that were worse than nil, 1 have been 
there with old 8ir Thomas, and the 
beds 1 know* 1 hate Spain* 

A Peas€utt. But,SirThomai,niu®twe 
levy war agninst ilie Queen's Grace I 
11 No, my friend ; war ybr the 
Queen’s Grace — to save her from her^ 
self and Philip — vrar agninst Spain, 
And think not we sliall be alone ^ — 
thousands will flock to us. The 
Couneilpthe Court itself, Ison our Bide, 
7'he Lonl Chancellor Idmself is on our 
side. The King of France is with us ; 
the King of Denmark is with u® ; the 
world is with ii® — war against Spain! 
And if we move not now, yet it will be 
known that we have moved ; and if 
Philip come to be King, O, my Godl 
the ro|K% tile rack, the thumbscrew, 
the stake, the fire, if we move not 
now, Spain moves, bribes our nobles 
tvttli iicr gold, and creeps, creeps 
snake-like almut our legs till we can- 
not move at all; and ye know, my 
masters, that wherever Spain bath 
ruled she bath wUherVl all beneath 
ber. Look nt the New VVorld — a 
pamdliu; made hell ; the red man, that 
good helpless creature, starved, 
maim VI, floggVl, flay Vi, burn'd, boird, 
buried alive, worried by dogs; and 
here, nearer liumc, the Ncilierlanda, 
Sicily, Naples, I^ombardy* I say no 
more — only this, their lot is yours. 
Forward to London with me ! forward 
to Ixindon I If ye love your liberties 
or your skins, forward to London ! 
Crovd. Forward to London I A 
Wyattl a Wyatt I 
IFyrifL But first to Boebefter, to 
Uke the gutis 
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From out tlie Tcsieli lying in tho 
river, 

Tlien on. 

A PmstinL Ay, but I fear we lie too 
few, 81 r TboniuJ, 

Try«i/^ niaiiy yet The world 
aa yet, my friend, 

Is not half-waked; but every parish 
tower 

Shall ehmg and clash alarum as we 
pass, 

And pour along the land, and awoirn 
and fi>d 

With iniiraughlB and aide-curronta, in 
full force 

Roll uiwjti London, 

Crorrf, A Wyatt 1 a Wyatt! For* 
ward ! 

Knyi^n. Wyatt, shall we protlaini 
Elizabeth ? 

rU think upon it, Knyvett, 
A'nyutfff, t>r I*ftdy Jotio I 

No, poor soul | iwj. 

Ah, grav old castle of Allingtoti, green 
field 

Beside the brimming Medway, it may 
eh a nee 

That I shall never look upon you 
more. 

Come, now, you're sonnet* 
ting again. 

iryfill. Not I, 

I'll have my head act higher in the 
state ; 

Or — if the Lorrl God will it— on the 
stake. [Ah^anf. 

SCENE IL — Gcildhalu 

Hr 'Thomas White (The Lonl 
Mayor), Lord William Howard, 
Sir KALrii Bagesuall, Alder* 
MER ojiff Citizens. 

fl'Srfs. I trust the Queen cornea 
hither with her guards, 
IftniKird. Ay, all in arms. 

[iSSpreru/ <]/ (he citixenE move AostiVy 
offf of the titdL 

Why do they hurry out there ! 
White. My I^rd, cut out the rotten 
from your apple. 


Your apple cats the l>etter. Let them 

They po like those old Phanscef ui 
John 

Convicteil by their conscience, arrant 
cowards. 

Or tarn porters with that treason out of 
Kent. 

When will her Grace be here I 

IlmtariL In some few uiinutea 

She will address your guilds and eotu* 
pan let. j 

1 have striven in vain to raise a man 
for her. 

But help her in this exigency, make 

Your city loyal, and be the mightkil 
man 

This day in England. 

M'AiYe. 1 am Thomas White. 

Few things have fail'd to which I wt 
my will. 

1 do my moat and best. 

lioicard. You know that after 

The Captain Brt^tt, who went with 
yimr train bands 

To fight with Wyatt, had gone over 
to him 

With all Ins men, the Queen in that 
distress 

Sent CoruwalUa and Hastings to the 
traitor, 

Feigning to treat with him about her 
marriage — 

Know too what W'yatt said. 

U'AjVe. He'd sooner be, 

Wliile this same marriage qucstioa 
was being argued, 

Trusted than trust — the scoundrel — 
and demanded 

Possession of her person and the 
Tower. 

Ilovwrd. And four of her poor 
Council loo, my Lord, 

As ht^stages. 

White, i know It What do and 
may 

Your Council at this hour! 

Ifojmrd. 1 will trust y*m. 

Wo liiiig ourselves on you, my L^ud* 
The Council, 

The Parliament as well, are iroubied 
waters ; 
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Ami jpt like wAters of the fen they 
know not 

Whk'h wny to flow* At! hang^^a on her 
aJ{ln?Be, 

And upon you» Lord Mayor* 

White, How (ookM the city 

Wlii:n now you past it f i^ujet ! 
Hottard, Like our Council, 

Your city ia divided* As wc past* 

Sonic iiaii'd, lomc hiss'd iw* There 
were citizens 

Stood each before liii a hut-up booth, 
and look'd 

As grim and (Erave as from a funeral. 

And here a knot of ruffians all in 
rags. 

With e* (.‘era ting execrable eyes, 

Cilarcd at the citizen* Here was a 
young mother, 

Her face on flame, Jicr red hair all 
blown back, 

She sliriHing ** Wyatt," while the boy 
she held 

Mimiek'd and piped her “ Wyatt,” as 
red as she 

In hair and cheek ; and almost elbow- 
ing her. 

So close they stood, another, mute as 
death. 

And white as her own milk ; her babe 
in arms 

Had fell the faltering of his mother’s 
heart, 

And toolc M as bloodless. Here a pious 
I'atholic, 

Mumbling and mixing up in Ids scared 
prayers 

Heaven and earib'i Maries ; over his 
bow'd shnuhler 

Scowl'd that worlddiated and world- 
ha ling beast, 

A Laggard Anabaptist, Many such 
grou|is. 

The names of Wyatt, Elizabcib, 
Courtenay, 

Kay the Queen's right to reign — 'fore 
Godt the rogues — 

Were freely buzzeil among them. So 
1 say 

Your city is divided, and 1 fear 

One scruple, this or that way, of auc- 
cess 


Would turn it thither. Wherefore 
now the Queen 

In this low pulse and palsy of the 
state, 

Bade me to tell you that she counts on 
you 

And on myself as her two hands; on 
you. 

In your own city, us her right, my 
Lord, 

For you are loyal. 

lI'Aijfe. Am I Tliomas White t 

One word before she cornea Eliza- 
lieth — 

Her name is much abused among 
these traitors. 

Where is she f She Is loved by all 
of us* 

1 scarce bave heart to mingle in this 
matter. 

If slie sluiuld be mifdmndled. 
llmrard, Ko ; she sliall not. 

The Queen had wriiien her word to 
come to court: 

Methought I smelt out Benard in the 
letter. 

And fearing for her, sent a secret nus^ 
si VC, 

Wliicb told her to be sick. Happily 
or not. 

It found her sick indeeti 

ll'Aife. God send her well ; 

Here comes her Royal Grace. 

Enter Guards, MAur, cM GAar>r?fEu, 
Sin Thom AS Wiitra kad* W io a 
raised seat m die. dais. 

White. 1, the Lord Mayor, and 
these our companies 

And guilds of London, gathered here, 
Ijcseech 

Your Highness to accept our lowliest 
thanks 

For your inoRt princely presence; and 
we pray 

That we, your tnie and loyal citizens, 

From your own royal lips, at once 
may know 

'rJie wherefore of this coming, and so 
learn 

Your Tityal will, and do It, ^ I, Lord 
Mayor 
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Of Lomlon, anti our ami com* 

imtiira. 

Mar^, III mine own ^lerfion am T 
como lo yoUi 

To tell you what indeed ye ace and 
know, 

How trait oroualy these rebels out of 
Kent 

Have nmtle at non ft head asralnst o ur- 
aclvca and you* 

Tliey w^ould not have me we^l the 
rriiiee of Spain ; 

Tlvat was their pretext — ao they 
spake at first — 

But we sent divers of our Couneil to 
them. 

And by their answers to the question 
'askM, 

It doth appear this inarriage is the 
least 

Of all thoir quarrel. 

They have Wtmj’cd the treason of 
their hearts : 

Seek to possi^ss our person, hold our 
Tower, 

Place atiri dljtplaco our councillors^and 
use 

Both us and them according as they 
will. 

Now what r am yc know right well — 
your Queen ; 

To whom, when I was wedilcd to the 
icaliu 

And the realm's laws (tlie s|iousal 
ring whereof, 

Not ever to l»c l.aiil aside, I wear 

Upon this finger), ye did promise 
full 

AUegianec and otiedicnce to the death. 

Ye know my father was tlic rigtitful 
lieir 

Of England, and his right came down 
to me, 

CorrolHimlc by your acts of Parlia- , 
nient ; 

And as ye were most loving unto him. 

So doubtless will ye siiow yourselves 
to me. 

Wherefore, ye will not brook that 
nnj'one 

Should SL'ize our person, occupy our 
ibite. 


More specially a traitor so presumptu- IP 
ous IJ 

As this same Wyatt, who hath tatti- 

perM with , 

A pubtic ignorance, ami, under color 
( tf such a caiiiu‘ as hath no color, seeks 
To liend the laws to his oivn wUl, and 
yield 

Full scope to persons rascal and for* 
lorn. 

To make free spoil and bavock of i 
your goods. 

Now as your IMncc, I say, 

I, that was never nioihcr, cannot tell 
How mothers love their children ; yet, 
methinks, 

A prince ns naturally may love his 
iwople 

As these ilieir children ; and ho sure 
your Queen 

8o loves yon, and so loving, neciti 
must deoin 

Tins love by you rtdumM as heaHily; 
And thro' this common knot and bond [ 
of love. 

Doubt not they will be speedily over* 
thrown. 

As to tiiis inarriage, yj shall under- ' 
si a m l I 

We ni adc I he re I o no I real y of oursel ves. 
And set no fimi therctowani unadvised 
Of ail our Pri vy Counril; furtiicrmore, ! 
This marriage liad the assent of those i 
to whom ! 

Tlie king, my father, did commit his , 
trust; 

Who not alone esteem'd it honorable. 
But for the wealth and glory of our 
realm. 

And all our loving subjects, most ex* 
ticcllent. 

As to myself, 

1 am not so set on wedlock as to ehooso 
Hut where 1 list, nor yet mi amorous 
That 1 must tic^s be husbanded ; I 
thank God, ' 

Thavelived a virgin, and I noway doubt 
But that with God's grace, I can live 
so still. 

Vet if it miglit please God that I 
should leave 

Bomo fruit of mtuc own body after im 
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To be your king* ye would rejciee 
tliervflt, 

And it would be your comfort, ns I 
trust ; 

And truly,if I either tbnuRlit or knew 
This nmiriage Bhould bring Joss or 
danger to you, 

>ry Bubjecis, or juipnir in any wny 
This royal atnto of England, 1 would 
never 

Consent tlieroto,nor marry while Hive: 
Moreover, if this marriage should not 
fcein. 

Before our own High Court of Parlia- 
tneiit, 

To be of rieh advantage to our realm, 
We will refrain, and not alone from 
this. 

Like wise from any other, out of wlileh 
Ijooms the least ehance of peril to our 
rtalm. 

Wherefore la? l>oli1, and witli your law- 
ful I’rinco 
Stand fast against our enemies and 
yours, 

And fear them not 1 fear them not 
My I/ord, 

1 leave Lord William Howard in your 
city. 

To guard and keep you whole and 
safe from all 

Tlie spcjil and saekago ainiM at by 
tliese reljels, 

Who mouth and foam against the 
IViiiee of Spain. 

Fimom, Long live Queen Mayy! 

Down with Wyatt 1 
ITie Queen ! 
TTS/ft?. Three vo i ce« from our gui Ids 
and eompaniei ! 

You are shy and proud like Euglisli- 
nien, my mrtslers, 

And will not trust your voices. Under- 
stand : 

Your lawful Prince bath come to east 
herself 

On loyal hearts and bosoms, hoped to 
fall 

Into the wide-spread arms of fealty. 
And finds you statues. Sja^ak at once 
— and alll 
For whom t 


Our sovertdgn I^ady by King Harry's 
will ; 

The Queen of England — or the Kcut- 
isliBquiret 

1 know you loyal. f^i>oak 1 m the 
name of CtHl ! 

The Queen of England or the rabble 
of ICent 1 

The reeking dungfork master of the 
mace I 

Your havings wasted by the scyUic 
and sjiade — 

Your rights and eliartera hobnaird 
into slush — 

Vour houM'B flred — your gutters 
bubbling blood 

Acclarnatim^ Xol Kol The Queen I 
the Queen I 

irAiVa* Your Highness hears 

Tltis burst and bsss of loyal harmnny, 
And how we each and all of us abhor 
The venomous J;eslial, devilish revolt 
Of Thomas VYyait. Hear us now 
make oath 

To raise your Highness thirty thou- 
tand men, 

And arm and strike as with one band, 
and hntsh 
Tliis Wyatt from our shoulders, like 
a ftca 

That might have leapt upon us un 
awares. 

Swear with me, noble fellow-ciiizcns, 
all, 

With ell your trades, and guilds, and 
eouipanies. 

Cii!tfn9, We swear! 

J/ary. We thank your lordship and 
your loyal city. 

Mary 

Wfiitf* 1 tnist this day, thro" Goti, 
I have saved the crown. 

Firif Atdtnaan. Ay, so my Lord 
of Pembrtike in eomnmnd 
Of all her force be safe ; but there are 
doubts. 

Secifnd I hear that Gar 

diner, com+ng with the Queen, 
And meeting Pembroke, bent to bis 
§addU*-ln»w, 

As if to win the man by flattering him. 
/s be so safe to tight upon her side f 
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First Alderman. If not, thero** no 
man safe. 

Whiu. Yes, Tliortios White* 

I nm safe cnougli ; no man need flat* 
ter me* 

Second Mdrrman. Kay, no man 
nml; but did yon mark our 
Queen I 

The color freely play'd into her 
face, 

And tlie half sight wliieh makes her 
look so stem. 

Seem'd thro’ that dim dilated world 
of hers. 

To road our faces j I have never seen 
her 

So queenly or so goodly. 

Courage, sir, 

That makes or man or woinoii look 
their gocKlItest. 

Dio like the tom fox dumb, but never 
whine 

Like that jKior heart, Northumberland, 
at the block* 

BagrnhtiU, Tlie man had children, 
atid fie whined for those* 

^lelhinks nio?;t men are but poor* 
heart e<l, else 

Should wc so dote on courage, were 
it commoner? 

The Queeu stands up, and speaks for 
her own self ; 

And all men cry, She U queenly, she 
is goodly* 

Yet she’s no goodlier; tho* my Lord 
Mayor here, 

By his own rule, he Iiath been so bold 
today, 

Should look more gomlly than the 
rest of na. 

B'/nVi?. Gomlly ? I feel most good- 
ly heart and hand, 

And strong to throw ten lYyatts end 
all Kent* 

Ha ! ha 1 sir ; but you jest ; I love it ; 
a jest 

In time of danger shows the pnls^'S 
even* 

Be merry » yet. Sir Kalph, you look 
but sad* 

1 dare avouch you’d stand up lor 
yourself. 


Tim’ alt the world should bay like 
winter wolves* 

BaQetdialL Who knows? the man 
is proven by the hour, 

B7;i/e* The man should make the 
hour, not this the man ; 

And Thomas White will [»rovo thii 
Thomas Wyatt, 

And he will prove an Iden 1o this 
Cade, 

And be will play the Walworth to 
this Wat; 

Come, sirs, we prate ; lienee all — 
gather your men^ — 

Myself must bustle* Wyatt cornea 
to Southwark ; 

111 have the drawbridge hewn into 
the Tliauiiw, 

And SCO ilie eilixena arm’d, Gocwl 
dny ; good day. [AWf White. 

Ba^nhtdL Une of much outdoor 
bluster. 

IlouinnL For all tliat. 

Most honest, brave, and skilful; and 
his wealth 

A fountain of iterennial alms — Ida 
fault 

So ttion>ughly to believe in his own 
self, 

Bagtnhtdi. Yet thoroughly to be- 
lieve in one’s own self, 

So one’s own self be tliorougb* were 
to do 

Gre*at things, my Lord 

ihward. It may be* 

BafpnhiU, J have heard 

One of your Council fleer and jeer at 
him* 

Ilaward. Tlicnurseiy^cocker’d child 
will jeer at aught 

That may seem strange beyond his 
nursery. 

The statesman that shall jeer and fleer 
nt men. 

Makes enemies for himself and for his 
king; 

And if he jeer not seeing the true 
man 

Behind his folly, he is thrice itie 
fool; 

And if he see the man and still will 
jeer. 
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Bo h chilli anil ftwl.and traitor to the 
tiiatc. 

Who ia ho ? let me ahuii him. 

Jta^alL Nay, my Lord, 

lie IS dll tim’d enough already. 

1 must let 

The guard at Ludimte, Fare you 
well, Sir Ualpli. 

BagenhaJL “ W lio k nows 1 " I a in f or 
England. But wlio knows, 

That knows the QaL-en, the Simnianl, 
and the Tope, 

Whether I be for Wyatt, or the 
Queen t [jEmiwh 

SCENE nr.— L oniwji Bridge. 

Enter Sir Tuomab Wvatt and 
Brett. 

Wyatt. Brett, wTicn the Duke of 
Norfolk morefl against us 

Thoucrieirst " A Wyatt I and flying 
to our side 

Left his all bare, for wliieli 1 loro 
thee, Brett, 

Ilare for tliine aaking aught that I I 
can ifive, 

For thro’ thine help wo are come to 
London Bridijt!; 

But how to cross it balks rne. I fear 
we cannot. 

I?rr£f. Nay, hardly, mre by boat, 
swiiunilng, or wings, 
iryu'f. l^st night I climb'd Into 
the pate-house, Brett, 

And scared tlic gray old iiortor and 
his wife. 

And then I crept along the gloom and 
saw 

Tliey had hewn the drawbridge down 
into the river, 

ItrultMas black as deatii; and thni 
same tide 

Which, coming wiiU our cotniug, 
secTn’d lo smile 

And sparkle like our fortune as thou 
saidest, 

Han sunless down, and moan’d against 
the iiiers. 

But o'er tlie chasm 1 saw Lord Wib 
Ihou Howard 


By torchlight, and his guard; four 
guns gaped at me, 

Black, silent inouths i had Howard 
sided mo thert^ 

And made them ajicak, as well he 
might have done. 

Their voice had left lue none to tell 
you this. 

What sliall wo do T 
JirHL Dn somehow^ To go back 

Were to lose all. 

HynW, On over Tendon Bridge 

We cannot: stay we camiot; tliere is 
ordnance 

On the W hiie Tower and on tlie Bovii's 
lower, 

And pointed full at South waj-k j we 
must round 

By Kingston Bridge, 

Brttt. Ten miles about 

Wyatt. Ev’,i so. 

But i have notice from our patlisans 

WUtun the city tluit they wiU stand 
by ua 

If Ludgate can be reaeb’d by dawn to- 
morrow. 


Enter ont of Wtatt’ 8 wen. 

Jfun, Sir Thomas, Eve foaml tiii* 
paper ; pray your worship nrnd it ; I 
know not my lelters; the old priests 
taught me not J ling. 

Byoff (iWs). "Whosoever will 
apprehend the traitor Thomas Wyatt 
shall have a hundred pounds for re- 
ward." 

i/aa. Is that it I That's a hig lot 
of money, 

Wyatt, Ay, ay, my friend; not read 
it ! His not writ ten 

Half plain enough. Give me a piece 
of |>apt rl 

[ iFnVifs “ Thomas B^ att ” lanjt . 
Tliere, any nmn t^an read that. 

[Siirl* it in hts cap 
Brett, But that's foolhardy 

iryeirt- No! iKihlness, which will 
give my followers boldness, 

Euler Man urtth a prmner. 

Mtm. We found him, your worship, 
a plundering o* Bishop Wiuchesiers 
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hoti 4 <? ; he anys he'a n poor i^eriUe- 
mon. 

iKyoW. Gentleman I a tlucfl Go 
hang l.im. Shall we make 
Those that we come to aery© our 
sharpest foes ! 

Brett. Hir Thomas — 

Hang him, I say, 

Brett, Wyatt, but now you promised 
me a Inmn. 

W^ait, Ay, and 1 warrant thU fine 
fellow-’a life, 

Brett lvv*n so; he waa my neighbor 
otiee in Kent, 

He'f poor enough, haa drunk and 
gainhled out 

All that he had, and gentleman Ivc 
was, 

Wo hare been glad togetljcr; let lum 
live, 

H yar/, lie has gambled for his 
life, and lost, lie hangs. 

No, no, my wortFs my xvonl Take thy 
poor gentleman 1 

Gamble Ihj'stdf at once out of tny 
sight, 

Or I will dig thco w'ith my dagger, 
jVxvay ! 

Women and children ! 

Enter a Croxvd of WojtESf mid 
Children, 

Firet iromaa, O Sir Thomas, Sir 
Tlmmas, pray you go away. Sir 
Thomas, or you'll make the "White 
Tower a black 'un for us this blessed 
day. Hell be the death on us; 
and you'll set the Divil'S Toxyer a* 
spitting, and he'll smash all our bits 
o' things xvorsc than Philip o' Spain, 
(Second W&m&n* Don't ye now go to 
tiiink that we be for Phi bp o* Spain, i 
TAird irommt. No, we know that 
yo l>e come to kill the Qui^u, and 
xvell pray for you all on our bended 
knees. But o* God's mercy don't ye 
kill tite Queen here, Sir Thomas ; look 
ye, here's little Dickon, and little 
Uobin, and little «lemiy^ though she's 
but a stdeH.-ousiu — and all on our 
knees, xve pray you to kill the Queen 
further off. Sir Thouias, 


Tl’yfiW , J Jy friend s, I hax'o not come 
to kill the Queen 

Or here or there i I come to save you 

all, 

And I'll go further oil. 

Crowd, TTianks, Sir Tliomas, we be 
Iwholdeu to you, and we'll pray for 
you on our bended knees till our lix^es' 
end, 

I pyaff. Be b appy, I am your friend. 
To Kingston, fom ardl [E^ttuni^ 

SCENE IV, -*Itooji IN THE Gate- 

iiacsu or WKsTJiiNSTEa Palace, 

MAttv, AnicEp Oahdixeu, nEXARn, 
La1»IE!I. 

Oardtner, Tlieirciy is, Philip never 
shall be king, 

J/ary, Lord Pembroke in command 
of all our force 

Will front their cry and shatter them 
into dujit, 

A/j'ce, Was not Lord Pembroko 
with Northumberland 1 
0 ma^lam, if this Pembroke should l>o 
false t 

J/ary, No, girt; most bravo and 
loyal, brave and loyal. 

His breaking witli Northumberland 
broke North umber land. 

At the park gate he hovers with our 
guards, 

Tlicse Kentish ploughmen cannot 
break the guards. 

Enter Merrexcier, 

Meuenffer, Wyait,yourGimce,bath 
broken thro' the guards. 

And gone to Liidgale. 

Cardiner. Madam, 1 much fear 
That alt is lost; but we can save your 
Gnicc, 

The river still is free, I do beseech 
you, 

There yet is time, fake boat and pass 
to VV'indsor. 

Mary, I puss to Windsor and Hose 
my crown, 

ffurdjurr, I'nss, then, d pmy your 
Highness, to llio Toxver, 


QUBE.V MARY. 




.Vary. 1 Bhall Imt he their prisoner 
in tho Tower- 

Cries viilteut. The traitor I troason I 
l*embroke J 

fjtdks. Trcaaon ! treawm 1 

J/ar//- Peace- ^ 

raise 10 Kcirtliiimlicrlantl, i« lie false 
to me? 

Bear ivitneas, Henard, that I live and 

die 

The troc and faithful hrido of Philip 
— A sound 

C>f feel and roiecB thickening hither 
— blows — 

llark» there ia battle at the palace 
Rateii, 

And I will out upon the gallery- 

Ko» no, your 1.1 race; ac?e 
there the arrowa flying, 

3/ary. 1 am Harry*i daughter, Tu- 
dor, and not fear. 

[Oeet eifi on the yo/ferv- 

Tiie gitarda arc all driren in, skulk 
into comers 

Like rabbits to their holes. A gra- 
ciotw guard 

Truly; slmme on them 1 they have 
shut the gates 1 

Enter 8lR UoBEUT SorTIfWELL, 

EnaiAiteil. Tlie porter, please your 
ilmce, liaih shut the gates 

On friend and foe. Your gcutiemen- 
at-arms. 

If this lie not your Grace's order, cry 

To liave the gates set wide again, and 
they 

With tlieir good battlcaxes will do you 
light 

Agftinsl all traitors. 

J/ory. They are the flower of Eng- 
land ; set tlie gates wide. 

[Erit Southwell. 

Enter Cor nr E SAY* 

Courtenaff. All lost, all lost, all 
yielded ! a barge, a barge ! 

Tlie Queen must to tlte Tower. 

3/ary* Whence come you, sit f 

CeuTienajf. From CItaring Cross; 
Llie rebels broke us there. 
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And I sped hither with what haste I 
might 

To save my royal cousin, 

3 /ary* Where is Pembroke t 

Courtenay* I left lilm somewliere in 
the thick of it. 

3/ary. Ix'fi him and fled ; and thou 
that wouLd'st be King, 

And liast nor heart nor bouor* I my- 
self 

Will down into the battle and tliero 
bide 

The upshot of my quarrel, or die wdth 
those 

That are no cowards and no Courte^ 
nays* 

Ctmrtenaif. Ido not love your Grace 
should call me coward. 

Enter another MESSESCEn* 

Messenffer. Over, your Grace, all 
crtisli*d; Ihe brave Lord Wil- 
liam 

Tlirust lurn from Ludgate, and the 
traitor flying 

To Temple Bar, there by Sir Maurice 
Berkeley 

Was taken prisoner. 

3/ary . To the Tower with hi m I 

3/fMrifyer. Tis said he told 8ir 
Jlnurice there was one 

Cognirjtnt of lliis,and party thereunto, 

My f-orti of Devon. 

3/ary. To the Tower with him I 

Vonrlrnaif, O la, the Tower, the 
I'ower, always the Tower, 

I ihall grow into il — ^1 shall be the 
Tower* 

3/ary. Your lordship may not have 
ko long to walL 

Bemove him ! 

Conrtenao, La, to whistle out my 
life, 

And carve my coat upon the walls 
again 1 

[Erit Courtenay ^mrdrd. 

3/«se»yrr* Also itiis Wyatt did 
confess the Princess 

Cognisant thereof, and party there- 
unto. 

3/ary, What I whom — whom did 
you say 1 
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Messrn^r. Kliziit>ethp 

Vour Uoyai mbIcf. 

AfuFif, To the Tower with her ! 
foe^ lire at my feel and 1 am 
QueetK 

[Gardiner andher Ladies Ineelio her. 
Gardifi^ {rhing). I'here let them 
lie, jour footstool J Can 

1 strike 

Elizabeth I — not now and sarc the 

rd& 

Of Devon i if 1 save him, lie ami his 

Are bound to me — may strike here- 
after, (A/aed,) Madam, 

What Wyatt said, or what they said 
he said, 

Cries of the moment and the street — 
3/arjv. He said it, 

Gardiner. Vour courta of Justice 
will determine that. 

Eenard (admiring). 1 trust by this 
your Highness will allovr 

Some spiee of wisdom in my telling 
you, 

When last wo talk’d, that Philip would 
not come 

Till Guild fonl Dudley and the Duke of 
Suffolk, 

And Lady Jane liad left us, 

Jiarg. They shall die, 

Rennrd. And your so loving sister ? 
A/arg. She sliall die. 

My foes are at my feet, and Philip 
King. [A'zeaa/. 


ACT m. 

SCENE 1, — The CoxniriT nt Grace- 
church, 

Painted trith the. Nine Worthier, among 
them King Ilenrg If If. hvlding u 
hookf on it in$cribea “ Terbum Dei.” 

Enter Siu Eau^h Baoeichall ond Sir 
Thomas Stafcorh. 
Jiagmhati. A humlred here and 
hundreds hanged in Kent. 

The tigress had unsheath'd her nails 
at last. 


And Kenard and the Chancellor sharps 
en'd them. 

In every London street a gihbci 

BtODfl. 

They nre down to-day. Here by tliii 
house was one j 

The traitor liuslmnd dangled at tlie 
door, 

And when the traitor wife came out 
for broad 

To still the petty treaBon ihcrewiihin. 
Her cap would brush his Iteels. 

Stajbrd. It is bir Italpb, 

And muttering to himsoif as hereto- 
fore. 

Sir, sec yon aught up yonder I 

1 mbs soniellutig. 
The tree tliat only liears dead fruit it 
gone. 

Sta^hrd. What tree, sir 1 

Bagenhail. Well, the tree in 

\lrgil, sir, 

That liears not its own apples. 

Etttffotd. What 1 the gallows t 

BageuhttlL Sir, tliis dead fruit was 
Hjwning overmuch* 

And had to be removed lest living 
Spain 

Should sicken at dead England. 

Stajhrd* Not so dead. 

But tliat A shock may rouse her. 

Bdgenhali. 1 believe 

Sir Thomas Staffonl t 

Stq^ord. I am ill disgtiised. 

Ittigenhall. Well, are you not iu 
peril here I 

Stn^ord. 1 think so, 

I came to feel the pulse of England, 
whether 

It Ijcats Imnl at this marriage. Did 
you see it t 

Jiagrnhali Stafford, lam a sad man 
and a serious. 

Fjir liefer had I in my country lialt 
Been reading some old bor^k, with 
mine oil! hound 

Couch'd at niy hearth, and mine old 
dask of wine 

Beside me, tlian have seen it; yet I 
saw it. 

i^UiJbrd. Good, was it splendid I 

Batjenhail. Ay, if Dukes, and Ear 


QUEEN A/AEK 


553 


And Coimls, fttid sixty Kpanish eava- 
lions, 

six or soTcn Bishops, iliamonils, 
poarts. 

That royal commotiplacc too, cloth 
of pold. 

Could molEo it to. 

Etajffhrd. And what was Glory’s 
dross ? 

BaffenlltdL Good faitJi, I was too 
sorry for the woman 
To mark the dress. She wore rc'd 
shoes I 

Stnfford. Bed shoes ! 

Batj^nlmlL Scarlet, as if her feet 
wore waBh*d in blood. 

As if she lutd waded in it. 

Efn^hrd. WcTQ your eyes 

So bashful tliat you looked no higher I 
IlafftRltaU. A diamond, 

And riiilip's gift, as proof of lliilip’s 
love. 

Who hath not any for any, — tJio' a 
true one. 

Blazed falic uf^ion her heart- 
^u^urd. But tins prtiud Prince “ 
/ifiyeWifiii/, JCay, he is King, you 
know, the King of XaplLa. 

The fatijer uoiled Xaplcs, tliat tlie son 
Being a King, might wetl n Quetm — 
0 lie 

Flamed in hrocade — white satin his 
trunk ho!si>, 

Inwrougiit with silver, — on his neck 
a eolJar, 

Gold, thick witTi diamonds; hanging 
down from this 

Tile Golden Fleece — and round Ids 
knee, nusptaced. 

Our Kngnah (larter, studded witli 
great emeralds, 

Rubies, r know not what. Have you 
Imd enough 
Of all this gear ? 

Stajhrd. Ay, since you Imte the 
telling iL 

How look'd the Queen 1 
lia^enhitlL No fairer for her jewels. 
And J could see that aa tlie new-made 
enupte 

Came from the ^Ouster, moving side 
by fide 


J^neath one canopy, ever and anon 

She cast on him a vassal smile of 
love, ^ 

Which I'hillp with a glance, of some 
distaste, 

Or so meihought, return'd. 1 may bo 
wTong, sir. 

This marrhige will not hold. 

fSfiiffhrd, I think with you. 

Tlie King of France will lie Ip to break 
it, 

E<tf^nha!h Franco! 

We once had half of France, and 
hurl'd our bottles 

Into the heart of Spain ; but England 
now 

Is but a hall elmck'd between France 
and Spain, 

His in whose hand she drops ; Harry 
of BolJngbroke 

Had hoipcn Rlc-liard's tottering 
tlipono to stand. 

Could liurry have foreseen tlmt all 
our nobles 

33’'ould perish on the civil slatiebter- 
flekl. 

And leave the people naked to the 
crown. 

And the crown naked to tho people ; 
the crown 

Female, too ! Sir, no woman's regimen 

Can save us. Wo are fallen, and as 1 
think. 

Never to rise again, 

Etrijfbrd. Yon are too black- 
blooded. 

I'd make a move myself to hinder 
that ' 

I know some lusty fellows there in 
France. 

BitffeidialL You would but make us 
weaker, Thomas SiaRotd. 

Wyatt was a good soldier, yet he 
fail'd, 

And fttrengilien'd Philip, 

Etti^brd, Did not Ids last breath 

Clear Courtenay niul ihe rrincesa 
frrim the charge 

Of ladug bis co-rehels T 
Bftfjenhall. Ay, but then 

What such a one as ■\V'yait says is 
noUilng : . 
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Wc Imve rvo men arntm^f us. The new 
l^rtls 

Are quieleil with their sop of Ahbef- 
Ijinds, 

And ev'n before the Queen's face 
Gartlincr buys them 

With PhUip^B itold* All greed, no 
faiths no courage ! 

Wh 3 % ev'n the haughty prince. North- 
umbcrlaml, 

The leader of our Reformation* knelt 

And blubbepd like a lad, and on the 
scaffold 

Keeanted, and resold himself to Rome. 

Sta^ord. I s^roar you do your 
country wrong, Sir Ralph. 

I know a set of exiles over then?, 

]>are-devils* that would eat fire and 
spit it out 

At Philip** beard : they pillage Spain 
already. 

Tlic French King winks at it An 
hour will come 

When they will sweep her from the 
seas. No men T 

Did not Lord Suffolk the like a true 
man 1 

Is not I.H»rd WiUiatn Howard a true 
man ? 

Yea, you yourself* altho' you are 
black-blooded : 

And I, by God* believe myself a man. 

Ay, even in the church there is a 
man — 

Cranmer. 

Fly would he not, when all nwH bade 
him Ay. 

And what a letter he wrote against 
the Pojje ! 

There’s a brave man. If any* 

Eagenhaii. Ay ; if it hold. 

Crowd {cominff ea}. God save their 
Graces! 

Stajr<jrd. Bngenball* I see 

The Tudor green and white. (Truiw- 
/wM*) They are coming now. 

And here'^ a crowd as thick ns her- 
ring-shoals. 

Bayenhafl , Be limpets to this pillar, 
or we are torn 

Down the strong wave of brawlers. 

Crowd. God save their Graces 1 


[ /'roc** 4 WfV>a of 7'riini/M/rrf, *7a^ 
fm-»rra, c/c, ; (Acn Sf)fmisk and 
Fttiuish NaUft 

Stft^brd. W or til seeing, Uagenliat! 1 
I hese black dog-Dons 
Garb themselves bravely. Who's the 
long-face there. 

Looks very i^pain of very Rpaiii t 
jUfitfenhalL The Duke 

Of Alva, an iron soldier* 

tSfnJftjrd. And the Dutcliman, 

Now laughing at some jest f 

Jh^n/tafL William of Orange, 

William the Silent* 

Sio ffbrd. W hy do tliey cal I him so f 
JJa^u/iidl, He keeps, they say, 
sonic M'crct tliai may cost 
Philip his life, 

Etaffbrd. But then he looks so 
merry. 

Bof^nhalL I cannot tell you why 
they call him so* 

[77ij**King and Queen /wss, cf- 
ttndrd by Peers ^ lAs Ileahut 
O0rerM of State, etc. Cttmtcn 
s/aif ojf. 

Crowd. Philip and Mapyi Philip 
and Mary! 

Long live the King and Queen, Philip 
and Mary'! 

Stafford. They smile os if content 
with one another. 

BuyenludL A smile abroad is oft a 
scowl at home* 

[King mul Queen paM on. Pro- 

trAtifm. 

First Citizen. I thought tins Philip 
hail been one of those black devils of 
Spain* but be hnih a vclluw Ijcanl. 
Second Citizen. iCot red like 
Isca Hoi's, 

First Citizen. T.lke a carrot *t, ai 
tliou say Vi, and English cairoPs better 
than Spanish licoriecs but 1 thougiii 
he was a beast. 

iJiird Citizen. Certain 1 had heard 
that every S|ianuml carries a tail Like 
a d<‘vil under his trunk-hose. 

Jador. Ay, but fee what trunk- 
hoses ! l^ord ! they be Anc; 1 never 
St i te h *d none s ach* They ina kc auicndi 
for the tails. 
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Fmrih Citktn. Tut! Span- 

hh priest will tell you that all Eng- 
lish heretics luivc latls. 

/V/?A CV/iren, Deatli anil the I>cvil 
^ if he find I have one — 

Ftmrtk Ciik^n, 1-rO ! thou hast 
eaird them up! here they come — a 
pale horse fur DeatJi and Gardiner 
for the Devil* 

Entrr GARnixna {luminy ffcick /rmn 
the procrai/ofj), 

Garditter. KnavCp wilt lliou wear 
thy cap iK'fore the Qneeii 1 
Man. Aly Lonh 1 stand so »(jueeau‘d 
among the crowd 

I cannot lift my hantls unto my head* 
Gardifti^r. KncR-k off Ids cap there, 
some of you about him 1 
See there be others tluit can uae their 
hands* 

Thou art one of Wyatt's men T 
Man. Jjo, niy Ironl, no* 

Gardiner. Tliy name, tltou knave ? 
Man. I am nolKnly, my I^rd. 

6’ardiWr ) . G od's pasai on I 

knave, thy name ? 

Man. 1 have ears to liear. 

Gardiner. Ay, rascal, if I leave thee 
ears to hear, * 

Find out hk name and bring it me (to 
AUendatU). 

Attmdani. Ay, my Lonl. 

6'oridi«tT Knave, thou shnll Jose 
iX\\m tars and fintl ihy t<mgue, 
Aud 4nalt be tliankful if I leave thee 
tlmt* [^Cotmn^bejhrc tke Cundnit. 
Tlie conduit iminicd — the nine wor- 
thies — ayl 

But then wJiat'a here T King Harry 
with a at’rolf. 

Ha — Wrbuin Dei — verbutn — ^ word 
of God I 

God's passton ! do you know the knave 
that jiaintt-d it? 

Atffndawt, ] do, my lA>nh 
Gnrdmer, Tell him to |Miint It out, 
And jmt some fresh device in Ueu of 
'it — 

A pair of gloves, a pair of gloves, air; 

Jia T 

There is no heresy therc- 


Attrndant. I will, my I-rOrd ; 

The nian shall paint a pair of gloves* 
[ am sure 

(Knowing the »nnn) he wrought it 
ignorantly* 

And not from any malice* 

(iardinrr. Won! of God 

ill English ! over this the brnirdesi 
loons 

That cannot spell Esaias St* 

Paul, 

Make themsedves lirunk and mad, fly 
out and Hare 

Into redjetliuns* HI have their biblcs 
burnt* 

The bible is the priest's* Ay J fellow, 
wl*at i 

Stand staring at me I shout, you gap- 
ing rogue I 

Man. I have, tiiy Lord, shouted till 
I am hoaiae* 

Gardiner. What liasi thou shouted, 
knave f 

Man. Ixjng live Queen Maryl 
Gardiner. Knave, there be two. 
There be both King and Queen, 
Philip and Mary. Shout ! 

Matu Nay, but, my Lord, 

Tile Queen comes first, Aiaty and 
Philip* 

fjrflrdiner. Shout, then, 

Alary and Pliilip I 

-!/an* Alary and I’hUip 1 

Gardiner. XoW, 

Thou hast shouted for thy pleasure, 
shout for mine ! 

Philip and Mary ! 

Mm. Must it be so, my Lord ? 
Gardiner. Ay, knave* 

Man. Philip and Mary I 

Gardiner. I distrust thee* 

Tltinc is a half voice and a Jean 
assent* 

Wliat is thy iiaine I 
Matt. JSanders* 

Gardiner. What else f 

Man. ZerubbaheL 

Gardiner. Where dost thou live 1 
Man. Jii ComliilL 

Gardiner. "ttljere, knave, w here ? 
Man. Sign of the Talbot* 

Gardiner. Come to me to-morrow*^ 
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I thisi [And In like a hill nt flret 
One cnaier open» when (mother Khut«, 
But ao 1 get tlic lawa Agaiiiat the 
lieretic, 

Spite of Ix>rtl Paget and I»rd William 
llovvard, 

AmlotlR-fM of our Parlianxmt, revived, 

I will allow Are on n\y aide^otake 
ami Are — 

Sharp work and abort, llie knaves 
are easily cow\L 
Follow llieir Majesties, 

[A'xit, Th« em>rd fofhmn^. 
Ba/rtthttlL As proutl as Heeket, 
jStaj^'onL You iron Id iH>t have him 
murder M as Heeket was ? 
BayrnML Ko — murder falhera 
niurder r but I say 

There is no man — there was one 
woman with us — 

It was a sin to love iier murrietl, dead 
1 cannot choose but love her, 

St&Jfbrd. liudy Jane ^ 

Ui^tcd save their 

(truces ! 

Stnflhrd, IHil you ace lier die ? 
BitffeaftidL No. no; her innocent 
bltiofl had Idindeil im‘. 

You call me too black-blooded — true 
enough 

Her dark dead blood is in my heart 
with iiuiie. 

If ever 1 cry out against Jhe Pope 
Her dark dead hloud that ever moves 
with mine 

Will stir the living longue and make 
the cry, 

Sta ^hrd. y et donl itless you can tell 
me how she died 1 
B<i^f»hfdt, Heven t wn —and k new 
eight languages — in muKic 
Peerless — her needle iierfect, and her 
learning 

Beyond the ehurehmen ; yet so meek, 
so modest. 

8o wife-like bumble to the trivial boy 
Misinateh'd with her for policy I 1 
have heani 

She would not take a last farewell of 
him. 

She fear'd it might unman him for his 
end. 


She could not be unmarm'd — no, nor 
ouiwoiiian\i — - 

Seventeen — a rose of grace ! 

(Jirl never breathed to rival such i 
a rose; 

Hose never blew that equalfd such a 
bud, 

Stafford. Pray you go on, 

Jpi/trnhfdL She came upon the scaf- * 
fold, 

And saiil she was condemn’d to die 
for treason ; 

She had but follow’d the device of 
those 

Her nearest kin : she thought ilicy 
knew the laws. 

But for lierself, slie knew but little law, 

And nothing of the titles to the 
crown ; 

She had no di-aire for that, and wrung 
lier hands. 

And trusted Gml would save her thro* 
the bhHHl 

Of Jesus Christ alone, 

iytojhrd. IVay you go on. 

BafftnimlL Then kmdt and said the 
Miserere Mei — 

But all in English, mark you; rtm 
again. 

And, when the headsman pray d to be 
forgiven, 

Said You will give me my true crown 
at last. 

But do it quickly ; ” then all wept hut 
she. 

Who changed not color wlien she saw 
the blfH'k, 

But ask’d him, childlike : ** Will you 
take it off 

Before I lay me down ? ** " No, 

madam,” he said, 

Gasping ; ami when her innocent eyes 
were bound* 

She, with her poor blind hands feeb 
ing — where is it ? 

Where is it t ” — Yon must fancy tliat 
which follow'd, 

If yon have heart to do It! 

Croird (rw fAe r/rWriace). Gml save 
tlieir (traces ! 

Siajpffd. 'riieir Graces, our difr 
graces ! G od eon f u u i id ti lein I 
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WJiy, grown bioodii^rl when I 
la^it witfl here, 

Tliii wa« n gainst her conicieiice — 
wuuld be tiiunler! 

BcffcnhaiL The ** I'hou shalt do no 
murder,” whieli God’a hand 
rote ora her conseience, Mary rubb'd 
out pale — 

She could not make ll white — and 
over that. 

Traced in tlie blackest text of Iletl-- 
"ThouehaltJ” 

And sij^'d it — Mary I 
Sut^hrd. Philip and tTae Pope 

Must have signed too. 1 hear this 
I-egate’a coming 

To bring us absolution from the Pope* 

The Lords and Ccnnrnunt will bow 
down before him — 

You are of rbe house 1 wixat will you 
do, Sir UaJpli? 

BagttthaiL And why shonld I be 
holder than the rest. 

Or honcster than all I 
Staffi>rd. But, sir, if I — 

And oversea they say this slate of 
yours 

Hath no more mortice than a tower of 
cards; 

And that a pull would do it— then 
if I 

And others made that move I toueli'd 
u[H>n, 

Ihick'd by the power of France, and 
landing here. 

Came witli a sudden splendor, shout, 
and show. 

And darjEleti men and deafen'd by 
some bright 

Loud ventun*, and the people so un- 
quiet — • 

And 1 the race of murder'd Bucking- 
ham — 

Not for myself, but for the kingdom 

^Sir, 

I trust that you would fight along 
with us. 

BngrnhnlL No; you would fling 
your lives into the gulf. 

Hut if thk Piiilip, as he's 
like to ilo, 

Left Mary a wife- widow here alone. 
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Set up a viceroy, tent his myriads 
hither 

To se-iee upim the forts and fleet, and 
make us 

A Spanish province ; would you not 
(Iglit then ? 

BagtHhall. I tliink I should fight 
them 

Stajhrd. lam sure of it* 

Hist! tliere's tiic face coming on here 
of one 

ho knows me* I must leave you* 
Fare you well, 

You'll hear of me again* 

Upon the scaffold. 

[AVeuaf. 


SCENE IL — Hoou is Wiiiteualj, 
1’alace, 

Mxhv* Enirr Pm up and 
CARinNAL I’oti:* 

Pole, Are Maria, gratia plena, Bene- 
dicta tu in mulierlbus. 

Maru. Loyal and royal cousin, 
numhlest thanks. 

Had you a pleasant voyage up tlie 
river ! 

iVe* We had your royal barge, and 
that same elmir, 

Or rather I hr one of purple, on the deck. 

Our silver cross sparkled before the 
prow. 

The ripples twinkled at their diamond' 
da nee, 

Tlie Ixiats that follow'd, were asglow' 
inggay 

As regal gardens ; and your fioeks of 
swans. 

As fair and white as angels ; and your 
shores 

VV'^ore in mine eyes the green of Para- 
dise* 

My foreign friends, who dream'd us 
blanketed 

In ever-closing fog, were nnich amnxed 

To find as fair a sun as migiit have 
fln^hM 

UiJon their lake of Garda, fire the 
Thames ; 

Our voyage hy sea was all but miracle* 
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And here the river flowing from the 
tea, 

Kot toward it (for they thought not 
of our tUles)^ 

SeemM as a happy miraclo to make 
glide — 

In quiet — liome your hanishM conn- 
tryniain 

J/ai-y, VVe lieanl that you were 
sick in Flanders, cousin. 

Ptfk, A dlsE^incas. 
jl/ary* And how came 

yon round again 1 
Po/b. Tlie scarlet tiircad of Ilahab 
savetl her life ; 

And mine, a little letting of the Mood, 
A/ary. Weill now! 
iVe. Ay, cousin, as 

tile heathen giant 

Had hut to touch the ground, hia 
force retnni’d — 

Thus, after twenty years of banish* 
ment. 

Feeling my native land beneath my 
foot, 

I said thereto . Ah, native land of 
mi tie, 

Thou arl much beholden to this foot 
of mine. 

That hastes with full commission from 
the Pope 

To absolve thee from thy guilt of 
heresy. 

Thou Imsl disgraced me and attainted 
me, 

And mark’d me ev'n as Cain, and 1 
return 

A I Peter, but to bless thee : make me 

weir 

>te thinks the good land heard me, 
for to-<lay 

My heart beats twenty, when I sec 
you, cousin. 

Ah, gentle cousin, since your Herod’s 
death, 

How oft liatli Peter knock’d at Mary’s 
gate I 

And Mary would have risen and let 
him in, 

But, Mary, there were those within 
the house 

Who would not have it 


A/ory. True, gtK>il cousin Pole; 

And there were also tliose without the 
bouse 

Who would not have it. 

/Ws. I believe so, cousin. 

State-policy and church-policy are 
conjoint, 

But Janus-faces looking diverse waya 
I fear the Kuiperor much misvalucd 
nie. ! 

But all is well ; ’twas ev’n the will of 
(lod, 

Who, wailing till the time had ripen’d, 
now, 

Makes me his tnouth of holy greet- 
ing. ** Hail, 

Daughter of Uod, and saver of the 
faith, 

Sit Ijcnedictus fruclus ventris tuil" 

A/ory. Ah, heaven ! 

Pete. Unwell, your Grace I 

A/ary . No, cousin, happy — 

Happy to see you ; never yet so happy 
Since 1 was crown'd. 

Po/e. Sweet cousin, you forget 
That long low minster where you 
ga ve your hand 
To this great Catholic King. 

Pftiiip^ VVell said, I-ord 1-egale. 

A/ary* Kay, not well said ; 1 tliouglil 
of you my liege, 

Ev’n ns 1 spoke, 

Philip. Ay, Madam; mylxinl Paget 
VVaits to present our Council to the 
lA?gate. 

Sit down here, all ; Madam, between 
us you. 

Pole. lA>, now you are enclosed 
with lioardi of ccflar, 

Our little sis ter of the Hong of f^ngsl 
ypu are doubly fcheed and shielded 
sitting here 

Between the two most high-ael thrones 
on earth, 

Tlie Emperor’s highness happily synir 
ImlPd by 

The King your husband, the P*ipc's 
Holiness 

By mine own self. 

A/ury. True, cousin, I am happy. 
When will you that we suniniou both 
our houses 
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To tflke thiw absolution from your Iip«, 

And be regatlier'd to iho Papal fold ! 

Pol^. Iti Britain V eateiidar the 
brightest day 

Beheld our rougli forefathers break 
llieir Gods, 

And clasp the faith in Christ; but 
after that 

Might not 8t. Andrew's be her hap- 
piest day ! 

i/ary. Tlien these shall meet upon 
8 l Andrew's day. 

£^ater Paget, ntho present the Council. 
Dumo $fiOw. 

Pitle. 1 am an old man wearied with 
my Jouniey, 

Ev'n with niy joy. Permit me to with- 
draw. 

To T-ambeth t 

Philip. A y , Lambeth has o us ted 

Cranmer. 

Jt was not meet the here tic swine 
should live 

In l^itibelh. 

Marif. There or anywhere, or nl all. 

Phihp. We have had it swept and 
garnish'd after him. 

JWe. Not for the seven devils to 
enter in ? 

Philip. Kop for we trust they parted 
In the swine. 

Pole. True, and 1 am the Angel of 
the Pope. 

Pare well, your Graces. 

Philip. Kay, not here — to me ; 

1 will go with you to the waterside. 

Pole. Not be my CJmron to the 
counter side 1 

Philip. No, my Lord Legate, tbe 
Lord Ciiamellor goes. 

Pole. And unto no ilead world ; but 
LamWth palace. 

Henceforth a centre of the living faitlu 
Philip, Pole, Paget, etc. 

Mfanet Mary. 

J/ory. lie bath awaked 1 he hath 
awaked 1 

He stirs within the darkness 1 


Oh, ITiilip, husband 1 now thy love to 
mine 

Will ding more close, and those bleak 
inaniicri thaw, 

Tltat make me shamed and tongue- 
tied in my love. 

The second Prince of Peace — 

The great unborn defender of the 
Faith, 

Who will avenge me of mine eno 
mles — 

He comes, and my star rises. 

The stunny Wyaits and North umber- 
lands, 

The proud ambit ions of Elizabeth, 

And alJ her fieriest partisans — are 
pale 

Before rny star! 

The light of this new learning wanes 
and dies: 

The gbosta of Luther and Zuingliua 
fade 

Into the deathless hcdl which is their 
doom 

Before my start 

His sceptre shall go forth from Ind 
to Ind 1 

His sword shall hew the heretic peo- 
ples down 1 

His faith shall clothe the world that 
will be his. 

Like universal oir and sunshlnel Open, 

Te everlasting gates 1 The King ia 
here I — 

My star, niy eon 1 

Enter I*itiLiP, Duke of Alva, etc.. 
Oh, Philip, come with me; 

Good news have 1 to tell you, news to 
make 

Both of us happy — ay, tlie Kingdom 
too. 

Nay come with me — one moment ! 

Philip (to Alva). More than that r 

There was one here of late — William 
the Silent 

They call him — be is free enough in 
talk. 

But tells me nothing. You will be, 
wc trust, 

Sometime the viceroy of those 
provinces — 
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Hf must dt'Borvc his stirnauio l>etter, 
Ah'ii^ Ay, sir ; 

Inht-rU the Great SUence* 

Phitip. True ; the provinces 

Are hard to rule and must bo hardly 
ruled ; 

Most fruitful, yet, indeed, an empty 
rind* 

A 11 hollow'd outwith stinging hcresiea ; 

And for their lieresies, Alva, they will 
fight ; 

You must break them or they break 
you, 

Aica [pfoudi^]* Tlie firat, 

PhlifK Goofl! 

Well, Maduni, this new happine^ of 
mine T [Arewat, 

Three Paoes, 

Firtt News, mates 1 amiraele, 

a miracle ! news ! 

Tlie bell must ring; Te Dcums must 
be sung ; 

The. Queen hath felt the motion of her 
babe 1 

Seernd Pa^, Ay ; but see bore ! 
First Puffe, tiee what T 

SrrQjid Tilts paper, Dickon. 

I found it h uttering at the palace 
gales : — 

** The Queen of tin gland is delivered 
of a dead dog ! ” 

Third Poyr, These are the things 
that inadden her. Fie upon it I 
First Page. Ay; but 1 hear she 
hath a dropsy, lad, 

Or a high-^lropsy* as the doctors call it, 
JTiiVcf Page. Fie on her dropsy, so 
she have a dropsy I 

1 know that she was ever sweet to me. 
First Page. For Ihou and thine are 
Itoman to the core. 

Third Page. So tliou and thine must 
be. Take heed ! 

First page. Not 1, 

And whether this flash of news be 
false or true, 

So the wine run, and there be revelry. 

Content am L X^et all the steeples 
clash, 

TUI the suu dance, as upon Easter Day * 
[A'reunf* 


SCENE lit. — Great Hall in 
Whitehall* 

At the Jhr end a dais. On this three 
chair Sf fro wmfrr one canopg/or Mart 
and I'm Lin, another ea me right of 
thfse for I'ole, 6'nder the daU on 
1'ole's side, ranged along the u'aliftit 
alt the Eters, and along the 

mdl opposite, all the Tempoml. The 
Commons on cross benclics in front, a 
line of ti/jpro«cA to the dais between 
them. In the foreground, SiR UalfiI 
Baoenuall and other Members of 
the Conunons, 

First Member. St, Andrew’s day; 
sit close, sit close, we are f riemia 
Is reconciled the word ! the Popa 
again ? 

It must be thus ; and yet, cocksbodyl 
how strange 
Tliat Gardiner, once BO one with allof Ui 
Against tliis foreign marriage, sliould 
have yielded 

So utterly ! — strange ! but stranger 
still that he. 

So flerct* against the Headship of the 
Pope, 

Should play the second actor in this 
pageant 

That brings him in ; such a cameleon 
he ! 

Second Member, This Gnrtliner 
turn’d his coat in Henry’s time; 
The serpimt that hath slough’d will 
slough agEJti. 

Third Memher. Tut, then we all are 

serpimts. 

Seeemd Member. Speak for yourtelf. 
27iir<f Member. Ay, and for Gar^ 
diner 1 Iwing English eitiren, 
How should he War a bridegroom 
out of Spain 1 
The Queen would have him I being 
English churchman 
How should he bear the headship of 
the rojiel 

The Queen would have It I Statesmen 
that are wise 
Shape a neeessity, as a sculptor clay, 
To tlietr own model. 
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'Stc^nd Aftmher^ Sta t hat are 

wrse 

Take trxitU herwlf for model. What 
Bay you ! ['/V Sir Hai|di 

l)u{r(>iihn]l. 

DagetthalL We talk antt talk. 

^Vrjff Xhmber. Ay, and what use to 
talk I 

Philip's no sudden alien — ^the Queen's 
husbaiul, 

He's here» and king, or will be — ^yet 
ooL-ksbody 1 

So hatcNl here 1 1 watch'd a hive of 
late ; 

My seven -years* friend was with me, 
my young Iwy ; 

Out crept a wasp, with half the swarm 
Wiind* 

“ Philip ! ** says he, I had to cnlT the 
rogue 

For infant tnaBon, 

ltdrd Mt mber, But they say tliat 
bet's, 

If any creeping life invade their hive 

Too gross to be thrust out, will build 
him round, 

And bind hhn in from harming of 
tlieir combs. 

And Philip by these articles is bound 

From stirring hand or foot to wrong 
the reaftih 

Uy Imnds of liees* 
wax* like your creeping thing ; 

But your wise bees had stung him Hfst 
to death. 

Third Member^ Hush, hush! 

To u w roll g I he C ' ha nceilor : the ela uses 
addtnl 

To that same treaty which the eni- 
perfir sent us 

Were mainly tJardiner’s : that no foi^ 
eigner 

Hold fithi'e in the household, fleet, 
forts, army ; 

Tliai if the Queen should die without 
a child, 

Tlie bonti lietween the kingdoms be 
dissolved ; 

That Philip shouhl not mix ns any way 

With his Freneh wars — * 

Stcoml AUmber. Ay, ay, but what 
aecurity. 


Good sir, for this, if Philip 

Third Member. I'oace — the Queen, 
Philip, and Pole* [.Ai!/ rtse, and 

Enter M a UY, Philip, oarf Pole, 

[Gardiner renef acts thm to the three 
cha irs of erne. Ph i I ip *iu on the 
Queen a hftt Pole on her right, 
Gardiner. Our sfiort-lived sun, before 
his winter plunge, 

Laughs at the last red leaf, and An< 
drew's Day. 

Marg, Sliould not Ihli day be hold 
in after years 
if ore solenin than of old f 
Phdip. Madam, my wish 

Echm‘s your Majesty's, 

/We. It shall be so, 

Gardiner. Mine echoes both your 
Graces*; {ueide) but the 
Pope — 

Can we not liave the Catholic church 
as well 

Without as with the Italian t if we 
cannot, 

Why then the Pope. 

My lords of the upper house. 
And ye, my masters, of the low'er 
* houms 

Do ye stand fast by that wldch ye re- 
solved 1 
Voiree. We do. 

Gardiner, And be you all one mind 
to supplicate 

*nie Legate liere for pardon, and ao 
knowledge 

The primacy of the Pope I 

Voiree, Vie arc all one mind. 

Gardiner, Then must 1 play the 
vassal to this Pole, [A«V/<*. 

[ Jje rfroiTff a fxrjfer from under his 
robes and presents it to the King 
and Queen, W'Ao look through it 
and retttrn it to him; then as* 
eends a tribune, and rrotfs* 

We, the Lords Bpirituai and Tempo- 
ral, 

And Commons here In Parliament os- 
sembhKl, 

Presenting the whole body of thii 
realm 
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Of Enplftnd* and dominions of ttio 

BiiinVf 

Do make most humble suit unto >’our 
Majesties, 

lo our own name and that of all the 
state, 

That by your gracious means and in- 
tercesston 

f)ur siipt>lication be exhibited 
To the I-rord Cardinal l^ole, sent here 
aa legate 

From our most Holy Father Julius, 
l*ope, 

And from the Apostolic see of Home: 
And do declare^ our penitence and 
grief 

For our long sebism and disoljedience, 
Kiiher in milking laws and ordinances 
Against the Holy Father’s priimiey, 
Or else hy doing or by speaking aught 
AVhich might impugn or prejudice the 
same \ 

By tliis our supplication promising, 
As well for our own selves os all ihe 
realm, 

That now we be and ever shall be 
quiek^ 

Under and with your Majesties’ au- 
thorities, 

To do to the utmost all that in ua liea 
Towards the alirogation and rejieal 
Of all such la ws and ortlinances made ; 
Whereon wc humbly pray your Maj- 
esties, 

As persons undefileil with our offence, 
£>o to set forth this hmiihle suit of ours 
That we the rather by your interces* 
sion 

May from the Apostolic see obtain, 
Tliro' this moat reverend Father, ab- 
solution, 

And full release from danger of all 
censures 

Of Holy Church that we be fall’n into, 
So that we may, as children penitent, 
Be once again received into the bosom 
And unity of Universal Church ; 

And that this noble realm thro' after 
years 

May In this unity and obedience 
Unto the lioly see and reigning Pope 
Serve God and both your IMajeslies, 


1 aMres* Amen. [ - Ff id. 

[//c a^ain ;?rr*fw/i (he (atithn to 
fAe King uad Queen, irAo hand 
it ree^rsaliW/y to I’ole. 

Pfdt {$iitiRfj). This is the loveliesl 
day that ever smiled 
On England. All lier breath should, 
incenselike, 

Rise to the heavens in grateful praise 
of Him 

Who now recalls her to His ancient 
fold. 

Lol once again God to this realm 
hath given 

A token (»f His more eipecial Grace ; 

For as tills people were the tlrst of all 
The islamts call’d into tlie dawning 
eh lire h 

Out of the dead, deep night of heatli^ 
eiidom, 

So now are these the first whom God 
hath given 

Grace to ret>ent and sorrow for their 

schism ; , 

And if your |ienitencebe not moerkcry, \ 
( I h 1 lo w t he blesHcd a ngtd s w h o rej oict | 

i ) ve r one sa veil do i ri u n iph a 1 1 1 1 is h our 
In the relmm salvation of a Land I 

So noble. [A 

For oumdves we do protest 
That our coininission is to heal, not 
harm; 

We come not to condemn, but recon* 
cile; 

We come not to comptd* hut call again ; 

We come not to destroy, hut eiUfy ; 

Kor yet to question things already 
done ; 

'Tliese are forgiven — matters of the 
past — 

And range with jetsam and with offal j 
throwvn i 

Into the blind sea of forgetfulness. | 

[*'l I j 

Ye have reversed the attainder laid j 

on us I 

By him who sack’d the house of Godj ,| 
and we, 

Amplicr than any field on our poor j 
earth ‘ ' ij 

Can render thanks in fruit for being H 
sown, 
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Do hero iin4 now ropnjr joii »ixty-foM, 

A huntlr«ih yoa, a diouiianil ihoueanJ- 
foiii, 

With lieavcn for earth. 

^Hisinq ittretfhtnq Jhrih hiM 

haua^. Ail knetl but Sir Ralph 
Bai^onhaLh w Ao ritea <tnd re- 
MiAtwa atandinq. 

The Uinl who' hath mloem'd ua 
TJVilh Ills own blood, and waahM us 
from oiir aitia, 

To purehnse for Llimself a stainless 
bride: 

He, wlioin the Father hath appointed 
Head 

Of all liiselmrch. He by His mercy 
absolve you ! [jl /viiias. 

And we by tivat anihortly Apostolic 
Given unto ua,lii» Ix^fTa*L\by the I^ojk?, 
Our Lord and Holy Father, Juliim, 
God's Vicar and Vieegercnt upon 
earth, 

Do here absolve you and deliver you 
And every one of you, and all the 
realm 

And its dominions from all heresy. 

All sehUm, and from all and every 
censure. 

Judgment, and pain accruing there- 
upon : 

And aisfj we restore you to the bosom 
And unity of Universal Church, 

[ 7Vi rninq to Gard j ner. 
Our letters of comniissron will declare 
this plainlier, 

[Oueeu /n?arJ soMiny. CWIps 0 / 
Amen I Amen 1 Some of the 
Members embrace one an^3ther. 
All tff< Sir Ralph Bngenhall 
ptts 9 out into ike neiqhljorim 
rhopelf whence it heard the Te 
Denm, 

Biiqenfutd We strove atminst the 
papacy from the first, 

In William's time, in our first Ed- 
ward's time, 

And in my master Henry's time ; but 
now, 

The unity of Universal Church, 

Jlary would have it; and this Gardi- 
ner follows ■ 

The unity of Universal Hell, 


Fhillp would have it ; and this Gardi- 
ner follows I 

A i'arliaitient of imitative apes ! 

Sheep at the gap which Gardiner 
takes, who not 

Believes the Tope, nor any of tlrem 
l^elieve — 

These spa nlel-Spam Sard English of the 

Who rub their fawning noses in the 
dust. 

For that is Phil ip's gold-dust, and adore 

This Vicar of their Vicar, Would 1 
iiad lw?en 

Bom Spaniard I I had held my head 
up then. 

I am ashaiiicd that I am Bagenhatl, 

Englisli, 

Enter Officeu- 

Ojlicer. Sir Ralph liagenball ! 

Jtitqenhad^ W bat of that ! 

Ojicer, You were the one sole mau 
in either bouse 

Who stood upright when both the 
houses fell, 

BaqenftalL The houses fell 1 

Oi^ccr, I mean the houses knelt 

Before the Legate, 

BtiqtnhalL Uo not scrimp your 
phrase. 

But stretch it wider ; say when Eng- 
land felL 

Officer. I Kiy you were the one sole 
man who stood, 

BafjetihalL 1 am the one sole man 
in eitlier house. 

Perchance in England, loves her like 
a sno- 

Officer. Well, you one man, because 
you Stood upright, 

Her Grace tlie Queen commands you 
to the Tower, 

Bagenhall. As traitor, or as heretic, 
or for wbut 'I 

Officer. H any man in any way 
would be 

The one man, he shall l>e so to bis cost, 

Jiaqenhali. What I will site have 
my lieadt 

Officer, A round fine likelier. 

Tour patflon. [Ctdlinq to Attendant. 

By the river to thuTo wer, [AxemiL 
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SCESE IV. — Whitehall. A Room 

ly TUE I'alack. 

Mary, Gari>ikf.r, Pole, Paget, 

XklXN'EB, efc, 

Mar^. Tlic King anJ 1, my Lord®, 
now that all traitors 

Agaiiiiit our royal statu have lost the 
huads 

W hero with thoj plotted iu their trea- 
ronoui malice, 

HaTO talk’d together, and are well 
agreed 

That those old statutes touching 
lAiHanlism 

To bring the heretic to the stake, 
should l>e 

Ko longer a dead letter, but requick* 
eti*d. 

One of the ConneiL Whj% what hath 
fluster’d Gardiner 1 how he rubs 

His fon-lock I 

Pa^t, I have changed a word with 
him 

III coming* and may change a word 
again. 

Gardiner. Madam, your Highness 
is our sun, the King 

And you together our two suns in one; 

And so the lieaiiis of both may shine 
uijon us, 

The faith that seem’d to droop will 
feel your light. 

Id ft head, and flouriah ; yet not light 
alone, 

There must be heat ^ there must be 
heat enough 

To scorch and wjtlicr heresy to the 
root. 

For what saith Christ? ** Compel 
them to come in." 

And wfmt saith Paul I ** 1 would 
they were cut off 

That trouble you." Let the dead let* 
ter live ! 

Trace it in fire, that all the louta to 
whom 

Tltcir A 11 C ia darkneas, clowns and 
grooms 

May read it I so you quash rebellion 
too. 



For heretic and Irailor are alt one : 

Two vipers of one breed ^ — anam[d)ii- 
bail a, 

Each end a sting ; Let the dead letter 
bum I 

Yet there be some disloyal 
Catholics, 

And many heretics loyal; heretic 
throats 

Cried no God-blcsa-her to the Lady 
Jane, 

But shouted in Queen Mary, So there 
be 

Some traitordieretic, there is axe and 
cord. 

To take the lives of others that arc 
loyal, 

And by tJte churcli man’s pitiless doom 
of tire. 

Were but a thankless jiolicy in the 
crown, 

Ay, and against itself ; for there are 
many, 

Mar^. If we could burn out here- 
sy, niy l.on! Paget, 

We reck not tlio' we lost tliii crown 

of England — I 

Ay I tho’ it were ien Englands I 
Gttrditter, Right, your Grace, 

Paget, you are all for this |>uor life of 
ours, 

And care but little for the life to 

U‘. 



Pa^L I have some time, for curi- 
nusnesB, my jA^rd, 

Watch’d children playing at ^AriV life 
to be, 

And cruel at it, killing belpless flies ; 

^ueU is our time — oil times for aught 
J k now. 

Gardiner. We kill the heretics 
that sling the soul — 

They, with riglit reason, tiles that 
prick the flesh. 

PatjeL They had not reach'd right 
reason; little children! 

They kill’d but for their pleasure and 
the iM>wer 

They ftdt in killing. 

Gardiner. A spice of Satan, ha! 

Why, good I what then ! granted ! — 
we are falleu creatures; 
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Look to your Biblo, Paget I we arc 
faiicn. 

Pa^tt. 1 am but of the laity, my 
Lord ObUop, 

And may not read your Bible, yet 1 
found 

One day, a wboteiotuc scripture, 
** Little children, 

Ixjve one another/* 

Gardintr, Did you find a leripture. 
I come not to bring peace but a 
Bword ** t The sword 

Is in ber Grace's band to smite with. 
Paget, 

You stand up here to fight for heresy, 

You are more than guess'd at as a 
heretic, 

And on the steep-up track of the true 
faith 

Your lai>W'8 are far seen, 

Pag€t, The faultless GanUnerl 
Mar^* You brawl beyond the ques- 
tion ; sfieak. Lord i,x-gaie I 
Ps/e, Indeed, I cannot follow with 
your Grace ; 

Bather would say — the sbepberd 
doth not kill 

The sheep that wander from lilt flock, 
but sends 

Ills cart^ful dog to bring tliom to the 
fold. 

Look to the Kethe Hands, wherein 
have been 

Such bobH'austs of heresy I to what 
end 1 

Fur yet the faith is not established 
lUere. 

CardintT, The end’s not come. 
Pole. Ko — nor this way 

will come. 

Seeing there lie two ways to eTOrj' 
end, 

A better and a worse — the worse is 
here 

To persecute, because to persecute 

Makes a faith hated, and is further- 
more 

No perfi^ct witness of a perfect faith 

In him who persecutes ; wheu men are 
tost 

Dn tides of strange opinion, and not 
sure 


Of their own selves, they are wTOlb 
with their own selves, 

And thence with otliers i then, who 
lights the faggot T 

Not the full faith, no, but the lurking 
duubL 

Old Home, that first made martyrs in 
the Chufch, 

Trembled for her owTt gods, for these 
were trembling — 

But when did our Home tremble I 
Pa^fU Did she not 

In Henry’s time and Edward’s T 
Pide~ WJiat, my Lfird ! 

The Church on Peter’s ruck 1 never ! 

] have seen 

A pine in Italy that cast its shadow 
Athwart a cataract; tirm stood the 
pine — 

Tlieeataraet shook tlie shadow. To 
my mind, 

The cataract typed the headlong 
plunge and fall 

Of heresy to the pit^ the pine was 
Honre. 

Yon see, my Lonls, 

It was the shadow of the Church that 
trembled; 

Your church was but the shadow of a 
church ; 

Wanting the Papal mitre. 

fi'ori/iijfr ( mnUrting), Here l>e tropes. 
Pdf. And tropes are good to clothe 
a naked truth. 

And make it luok more seemly. 
Gftrdintr. Tropes again 1 

Pde. You are hard to please. 'I'lien 
without tmiies, my Uird, 

An overmuch scvi rein s», 1 re|teat. 
When faith is wavering makes the 
waverer pass 

Into more settled hatred of the doc- 
trines 

Of tboi^e who rule, which hatred by 
and by 

Involves the ruler (thus there springs 
to light 

That Centaur of a monstrous Com- 
monweal, 

Tlie treltor-beretic) then tho' some 
may quail. 
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Yot othm Jirc* that dare the»tnkeand 
f1rt% 

And tlieif Mrong torment bravely 
borne ^ begets 

An adniiraiititi and an indignation^ 

And hot desire to imitate; so the 
plague 

Of seliiflin spreads ; were there but 
tliRHj or four 

C)f these misleadere, yeti would iiotsay 

Bum] and we cannot bum whole 
towns ; they are many, 

As my I^rd Paget says. 

€«iif diner. Vet my Lor<l Cardinal — 
Poie. 1 am your la^gatc ; please you 
let me flnisli* 

Methinks that under our Queen^s 
regimen 

We might go softlier than with crim- 
son rowel 

And streaming lash. When Herod- 
Henry first 

Began to hatter at your English 
Church, 

This was the cause, and hence llie 
judgment on hen 

She seethed with such adultorie*, and 
the lives 

Of many among your churchmen were 
BO foul 

That heaven wept and earth blush'd^ 
1 would advise 

Tliat we should thoronglily cleanse 
the CJmreh within 

Before these bitter statutes be requick- 
en'd. 

So after that when she once more U 
seen 

White as the light, the spotlesa bride 
of Christ, 

Like Christ himself on Tabor, pos- 
sibly 

Tlie Lutlieran may be won to her 
again ; 

Till when, my Lords, I counsel toler- 
ance, 

6«r<f/itrr, Wliat, if a mad dog bit 
your hand, my T^nl, 

Wotilil you not chop the bitten finger 
olT, 

l^est your whole body should madden 
with the poison 1 


I would not, were I Queen, tolerali 
the heretic, 

No, not an hour. The ruler of a 
land 

Is bounden by his power and place to 
see 

His people be not poison'd. Tolerate 
lliem I 

Why! do they tolerate you? Nay, 
many of them 

Would bum —have humt each other; 
call they not 

The one true faith, a loathsome idol- 
worship ? 

Bfwar(% l^rd Lt^gate, of a heavier 
crime 

Tlnin heresy is itself ; lieware, T say, 

I.jcst men accuse you of indifference 

To all faiths, all religion; for you 
know 

Right well that you yourself liave been 
supposes! 

Tainted with Lutheranism it Italy. 

Pair (nu^d). Bill you. my I-ord, 
lieyoiid all supposition. 

In elcar and o|H*n day were i*ongriient 

VV'ith that vile Cranmer in the ac- 
cursed lie 

Of goo<l Qiietm Caiberinc'a divorce ^ — 
the spring 

Of all those evils that Ivave flow'd 
upon us ; 

For you yourself have truckler] to tlie 
tyrant, 

And done your best to Ijastardize our 
Queen, 

For which God’s rigliteoua judgment 
fell upon you 

In your five years of Imprisonment^ 
my I^rd, 

Under young Edward. Who so bol- 
ster'd up 

The gross King's headship of the 
ChuR'h, or more 

Denied the Holy Father! 

Gardiner. Ha ! what 1 eh t 

But you, my Lord, a polish'd genUe- 
man, 

A bookman, flying from the heat and 

tussle. 

You lived among your vines and 
oratiges. 
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In your toft Iu(y yonder ! You were 
sent for, 

Tott were ajipeard to, but you ttitl 
preferrM 

Your leftriied leiture# At for what 1 
did 

I tufler'il and repented. You, I^rd 

And CardmftbDeacon, hare not now 
to leam 

That ev’n St. l^eter in liit time of fear 

Dvniecl Int flatter, ay, and thrice, niy 
Ijonl, 

Po/r. Hut not for five-and-twenty 
years, my Ijonh 

Gardittrr. Ha \ kckxI ! it seems then 
J was fluninifir/d hitlier 

But to l*e mock'd niid baited. Speak, 
friend Bonner, 

And tell tbit learned Legate lie lacks 
zeal.. 

The Cliurch’t evil it not at the 
Kings, 

Cannot be heard by stroking- The 
mai.1 bite 

Must have the cautery — tell him — 
and at once- 

Wliat would’st thou do hadst thou his 
l>ower, thou 

That layest so long in heretic bonds 
with me ; 

Would'sl Ihou not hum and blast them 
root and braneh I 

PortNcr. Ay, afltr you, my LonL 

6'<irdm#r. Nay, (iotl's passion, be* 
fore me I speak ! 

BoHftrr. 1 am on lire until I see 
iliem dame. 

G'nrdfNer. Ay, the psalm-singing 
weavers, cobbicre, scum — 

But this most noble prince Planta- 
genet, 

Our good tineen*s cousin — dallying 
over seas 

Even when bis brother’s, nay, his 
noble mother’s, 

Read fell — 

/Ve. Peace, madman ! 

Thou stirrest up a grief thou canst 
not fathom. 

Thou Cliristiari Bishop, thou Lord 
Clmncellor 


Of England 1 no more rein upon thine 
anger 

Than arty child 1 Thou miik’st me 
much ashame<l 

That I waa for a moment wroth at thee 
A/ery. 1 eouiefor counsel and ye 
give me feuds. 

Like dogs that set to watch tlieir mas* 
ter’s gate. 

Fall, w'lien the thief is ev’n within the 
walls, 

To worrying one another. My Lord 
Cliancellor, 

You have an old trick of offending 
us; 

And but that you are art and part 
with ua 

In purging heresy, well we might, for 

this 

Your violence and much roughness to 
the Legate, 

Have shut you from our counsels. 
1 Cousin Pole, 

You are fresh from brighter lands. 
Itetire with me- 

His Highness and myself (so you 
allow usj . 

Will let you learn in peace and pri- 
vacy 

What imwer this cooler sun of Eng* 
land hath 

In breeding goillesa vermin. And 
pniy Heaven 

Til at you may see according to our 
sight. 

Come, cousin. 

[/ixrifrtf Queen and Pole, etc. 

Gardiner. I'ole has the 1‘lantagenet 
fact*, 

But not tlie force made them our 
flightiest kings. 

Fine eyes— .but melancholy, irreso- 
Inte — 

A line Ward, Bonner, a very full fine 
Ijcard. 

But a weak mouth, an indeterminate 
— ha! 

Poiin^r. Wulli a weak mouth, per- 
chance. 

f^tirdfiirr. And not like thine 

To gorge a heretic whole, roasted or 
raw. 
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Bonner. I'd do my bent, niy Lord ; 
blit yet the l^-gato 

Jm liere as Pope and Ma$<tcr of tbe 
Church, 

Anil if he go not with yon ^ 

Gardiner. Tut, blaster Bishop, 

Our bashful r^ogate, miw'stnot how he 
flush'd I 

Touch him upon his old horotical 

talk, 

lie’ll bum a diocese to prove Im or- 
thodo?cy. 

And let him call me truckler* In 
those times, 

TIjou k no west wo had to dmlge, or 
duck, or die ; 

I kept niy head for use of Holy 
Church ; 

And see you, we shall have to dodge 
again, 

And let the Pope trample our rights, 
and plunge 

His foreign fist into our island Church 

To plump the leaner pouch of Italy. 

For a time, for a time* 

Why ? that these statutea may be put 
in force, 

And that his fan may thoroughly 
purge his fltior. 

Bonner. So iJien you hold the 
Po|>e — 

Gardiner.. I lio!il the T^ope ! 

What do I hold him ? what do J liold 
the Pojie? 

Come, come, ilie morsel stuck — this 
Cardinars fault — 

1 have gulpt it down, I am wholly 
for tlio Pope, 

Utterly and altogether for the Pope, 

The Kienial Peter of the change less 
chair, 

Crown'd slave of slaves, and mitred 
king of kings, 

God upon earth! what more? what 
would you have ? 

Hence, let’s be gone, i 

Enter Ustmil, 

Usker. Well that you he not gone, 

My lonl. The Queen, most wroth at 
first with you. 


Is now content to grant you full foa 
gi veness. 

So that you crave full pardon of tht 

litigate* 

I am sent to fetch you* 

Gardiner, Doth I'ole yield, sir, 
ha I 

Did you hear ’em ? wen? you hy ? 

L'i^er. I cannot tell you, 

His b<'armg is so courtly-delicate; 

And yel tnelhinks lie falters: their 
two limces 

Do so dear-cousin and royal-cousia 
him, 

So press on him the duty which as 
Legate 

He owes himself, and with such royal 
smiles — 

Gardiner, Smiles that bum mem 
Bonner, it will be carried. 

He falters, ha ! 'fore God, we change 
and change ; 

Men now are bow'd and old, the doc- 
tors tell you, 

At three-score years; then if w© 
change at all 

We needs must do it quickly; it is an 
ago 

Of brief life, and brief purpose, and 
brief patience, 

As I have sliown ton lay. lam sorry 
for it 

If Pule lie like to turn. Our old 
friend Cmnmer, 

Your more especial love, hath turn'd 
so often. 

He knows not where he stands, which, 
if this pass. 

We two shall have to teach him; let 
’em look to It, 

Cranmer and Hooper, Bidley and 
timer, 

Rogers and Fenar, for their time is 
come, 

llieir hour is hard nt hand, their 
^'dieslne/' 

'Flieir “dies Ilia,” which will test 
their sect. 

I feel it but a duly — you will find in 
it 

Pleasure as well as duty, worthy 
Bonner, — 
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To trtt tiieir sect Sir, 1 attend live 
Queen 

To cra?e most humble punlon — of 
her most 

Bojal, Infallible, Papal U^gate^cousin, 

( SCENE V* — WoowftTOCK, 

Eukadetii, Laijt is Waitiso^ 

EU^b€fh> So they have sent poor 
Courtenay over sea, 

Lad^, And baniBli’d m to Wood- 
stock, and liie Helds. 

The colors of our Queen arc green and 
white. 

These fields are only green, they make 
me gape. 

EihaUtA. There's whitethorn, girl. 

Ao Jy. Ay, for an hour in May. 

But court Is always May, buds out in 
^ln!^|ues, 

Breaks Into feather'd merrifnents, and 
fiuwcrs 

In silken pageants. Why do they 
ktHTp ns berv t 

Wli^' still susi^eia your Crace ! 

EUzttUth, Hard u|Hit^ both. 

[ irnYcs m the wltidvw widt u diimend^ 

M Sfli suppmr>dp of me 
KoUiiav pi^vrh enn Im*. 

Quolh K II sabetliT prisoner. 

Liidif. What hath your Highness 
written T 

Etiziihfih. A true rhyme, 

Zrfir/y, Cut with a diamond ; so to 
last tike truth, 

Elizaltiii. Ay, if truth Iasi. 

Andy. But truth, they say, will nut, 

8n it must last. It is not like a word, 

That comes and goes in uttering. 

Eliz<ibeih. Truth, a word I 

The very Truth and very Word are 
one. 

But truth of story, which I glanced 
at, girl, 

I* like a word that comes from olden 
days, 

And pasB4'S thro' the peoples ; every 
longue 


Alters it passing, till it spells and 
S|K'Hks 

Quite otlier tiaan at first, 

A^fdy. I do not follow. 

EtizaUfh, flow many names in the 
long sweep of time 

That so fon-s hurt CHS greatness, may 
but hang 

On the chance mention of some fool 
that oncG 

Brake bread with us, perhaps: and 
my poor chronicle 

Is but of glass. Sir llenty Bcding- 
field 

May split it for a spite. 

/ody, Gfad grant jt last, 

And wit ness to your G race's innocence, 
Till iloomsday mcU it, 

ElizabttL Or a second fire, 

Like that which lately crackled under- 
foot 

And in t his veiy chamber, fuse llie glass. 
And char us back again Into the dust 
We spring from. Kever peacock 
against ram 

8cr<*am'd as you did for water. 

/Wy. And I got it. 

I woke Sir Henry — and he's true to 
you — 

I read his honest horror in bis eyes, 
EiizaUfh, Or true to you ? 

Lfidtf, S i r H e o ry 1 letl i n gfie Li 1 1 

I will iiave no man true to me, your 
Crace, 

But one that pares his nails i to me 1 
the clown 1 

A7/iofcefA. (hit, girl! you wrong a 
notde gentleman. 

Ai7dy. For, like his cloak, his man* 
ners want the nap 

And gloss of court but of this fire he 
says, 

Nay sw'ears, i| was no wicked wilful- 
ness. 

Only n natural chance. 

Edznftfih. A ei i a neo — porcha nee 

One of tliose wicked wilfuls that men 
make. 

Nor shame to call il nature. Nay, I 
know 

I They hunt my blood. Save for my 
I doily range 
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Among the plensanl fields of llol^ 
Writ 

1 might despair. But there hath 
some one eome ; 

The house is all in movement ITcnee, 
and seOt [^Exti Lady. 

MUkmmd icitltoui)^ 

Shvnc upon you, Itobln, 

«l*on you now t 

Kisa me wctul«l vtm* with my basda 
MUkini; intt cowt 
ffrow 

KliiKcnpa blow 

And you ouno und kliw^d me id liking the cow. 

Robin name behind me, 

Kliw'd mo well I vo w l 

Cuff hi in could IT with my lumds 
ktllkhtg lbs cow? 

Hwallowfl fly auuiu, 

Cuckuo* cry mkuIs, 

And you came snd kl««'d nu* mlJhIitg tho cow. 

Come, Hobln, Robin, 

Come and kiM mo now ; 

Help It esn 1? with my liunds 
nil king the cow* 
lUiigduvca coo again, * 

All UilnKcwoo uguln. 

Cotnc behind and kisa uiv milking (tic cowl 

lUffht lionest and red- 
cheek ’d ; Robin was violent, 

And she was crafty — a sweet vio- 
lence, ‘ 

And a sweet craft. I would I were a 
miikmaid, 

To sing, love, marry, cl mm, brew, 
lutke, and die, 

Then have my simple headstone by 
the church, 

And all things lived and ended hon- 
estly. 

1 could not if I would- I am Hariy 's 
daughters 

Gardiner would iiave iny licad. They 
are not sw^et, 

Tlic violence and the craft that do 
divide 

The world of nature ; what is weak 
must lie ; 

The lion needs but roar to guard Ids 
young; 

The lapwing lies, says here ” when 
they are tliere. 

Threaten tlie ehild ; Til scourge you 
if you did itj'^ 


What weapon hath tlic child, save hii 
soft longue. 

To say 1 did not and my rod's the 
block. 

I never lay my head upon the pillow 

But that 1 think, Wilt thou lie therff 
to-mcurow i ** 

How oft the falling axe, that never 
fell, 

Hath shock'd me back into the day- 
liglit truth 

That It may fall to-day I Those 
damp, black, dead 

Nights in the Tower; dead — with tho 
fear of death 

Too dead ev'n for a death-watch I 
Toll of a l»ell, 

Stroke of a clock, the flcunying of a 
rat 

AlTrightcd me, and then delighted me, 

For tlierc was life — And there waa 
life in death — 

The little murder'd princes, in a pale 
light. 

Hose hand in hand, and whisper’d, 
'^come away ! 

The civil wars are gone for ever* 
more: 

Thon last of all the Tudors, come 
away ! 

With us is peace I" The last! It 
ivas a dream ; 

I must not dream, not wink, but watch. 
She has gone, 

Maid Marian to her Hobin — by and 
by 

Both happy I a fox may filch a hen by 
night, 

And make a morning outcry in the 
yjml; 

But there's no Henard here to " catch 
her tripping.'' 

Catch me who can ; yet, sometime 1 
have wish'd 

That I were caught, and kill'd away 
at once 

Out of ihc Hu tier. The gray rogue, 
Gardiner, 

Went on his knees, and pray'd me to 
con fess 

In Wyatt's business, and to cast mj' 
self 
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Upon the goftci Qxieen’s mcrvj ; ay, 
when, iny l-,ortl 1 

God 5ave t(ic Quvt»a I My jailor — 

Enter Sir Hemit BEi>i?fOFiBLi>* 

Bedirt^eld, One, wbo«e Iwilti, 
That jail you from free life, bar you 
from death. 

There haunt aome Papist ruffians 
here about 
Would murtler you. 

Etna btth. 1 1 h n nfc yon liea rt ily , bi r, 
But I am royah tho* your prisonert 
And God hath blest or cursed nie with 
a noBo — 

Your l>ciofs arc from the horses. 

Urdin^Ad. Ay, tny Lady. 

WJien next there comes a luUsive 
from the Queen 

It shall t>e all tny study for one hour 
To n>Bc and lavender my hors ii less, 
Before 1 dare to glance upon your 
Grace. 

EtnabeiL A mlBsive from tlie 
Queen; last time she wrote, 

1 had like to have lost uiy life; it 
takes my breath : 

O God, sir, do you look upon your 
IkhUs, 

Are you so small a man ! Help me ; 

what think you, 

Ifl it life or death ! 

iJedtHfi/itid. 1 thouglit not on nvy 

ho^ts ; 

Tlio devil take all hoots were ever 
made 

Since man went barefoot. See, 1 lay 
it here. 

For I will come no nearer to your 
Grace ; 

[ LatftHff daitn thr letter. 
And, whether it bring you bitter news 
or sw'wd, 

And God hath given your grace a 
nose, or not, 

I*ii help you, if 1 may. 

EinabeiL Your pardon, then ; 
It is the heat and narrowness of the 
cage 

Tliat makes the captive testy; with 
fre^j wing 


The world were all one Araby. T>eave 
me now. 

Will you, companion to myself, sir 1 

nedinfjfietd. Will I ? 

With most exceeding willingness, 1 
will ; 

You know 1 never come till I be calYd. 

lExiL 

E^tixabetA. It lies there folded; is 
there venom in it ? 

A snake — and if 1 touch it, it may 
Bting. 

Come, come, the worst I 
Bi'st wisdom is to know the worst ai 
once. [f frads .* 

“It is the King's wish, (hat 
you should we<l Prince PhiJiliert of 
Savoy, You are to come to Court fm 
the instant; and think of this in f^our 
coming. 

"Maitv TUB Quebk/' 

Tliink ! I have many (honghta ; 

1 think there may be bird time here for 
me; 

1 think they fain would have tnc from 
the realm ; 

I think the Queen may never bc^ar a 
ehild ; 

I think that I may be some time the 
Quc't^n, 

T}ien,Qne4m indeed r no foreign prince 
or priest 

Should ftil my throne, myself upon 
the steps. 

r think I will not many’ anyone, 
Speeially not this landless PliililH?rt 
t>f Savoy ; but, if Fhiliji menace me, 
1 think that I will play with PhiJi- 
bi^rt, — 

As once the Holy Father did wiih 
niine, 

Before my father married my goe^I 
mother, — 

For fear of Spain. 

Enter Lady, 

Lady. O l^>rd 1 your Grace, jour 
Grace, 

1 feet so happy ; it seems that we shall 

dy 
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l'he«o bald, blat^k fields, and dance 
into tlie sun 

That sbliiea on prineea. 

Klizubeth. Vet, a moment since, 

1 wisb'd myself the itiilkinaid sinj^ing 
here, 

To kiss and cuff among tlie birds and 
flowers ^ — 

A right rough life and healtbfuh 

But the wench 

Hath lier own troubles ; she k weej>- 
ing now; 

For the wrong RoUtn took lier at lier 
word. 

Then the cow kick'd, and all her milk 
was spilt. 

Your higtinesa such a milkmaid T 

Eiiznbttk, i had kept 

My liobins and my cows in aweeter 
order 

Had I been sueb. 

ifidy (s/y/y). And had your Grace 
a Robin ? 

EluitbttL Come, come, you are 
chill here; you want the sun 

That shines at cotirt; make ready lor 
the journey. 

Pray God, we 'scape the sunstroke* 
Ready at once. [/'xeuat. 


SCEXE VI. — London, A Boom in 
THE Palace. 

Lord Petbe and Loan William 
Howako. 

Prtre, You cannot see the Queen. 
Ucnard denied her, 

Ev'n now to me. 

liomifd. Til ei r FI cm i s h go-Wt ween 

And all-in-all. 1 eaiuc to thank her 
Majesty 

For freeing my friend Bagenhall 
from the Tower ; 

A grace to me ! Mercy, that herb-of- 
graee. 

Flowers now but seldom. 

Peirt. Only now perhaps. 

Because ibc Queen hath been three 
days in tears 

For riuiip'i going— like the wild 
hedge^rose 


Of a soft winter, possible, not prob* 
able, 

Iloweirer you have proven it. 

Jlauard^ 1 must S£?c her, 

Enter HKNAnt»- 

Eenard. My Lords, you cannot see 
her Majesty. 

Howard . Why then the King I for 
1 would have him bring it 

Home to the leisure wisdom of hU 
Queen, 

Before he go, tiiat since these statutes 
past, 

Gardiner out-Gardiners Gartliner in 
his heat, 

Bonner cannot out-Bonner his own 
self — 

Beast! — hut tlicy play with fire as 
children do. 

And burn the house. 1 know that 
these are hrcetling 

A fierce n.^solve and fixt heart-hate in 
men 

Againsi the King, the Queen, the 
Holy Father, 

The faith itself. Can I not see him ! 

/f**iiorcf, Kot now. 

And in all this, my LonLher Majesty 

Is fiint of flmt, you may strike fire 
from her, 

Not hope to melt her. I will give 
your message, 

[A jeunt Petre and Howard- 

Enter Philip 

PhiHp. She will not have Ih-ince 
Phi|ilH:>rt of Sm^oy, 

I talk'd with her in vain — says she 
will live 

And die true maid — a gomlly crea- 
ture too. 

M^ouhl she had lit^en the Queen ! 3'et 
sjie must have him ; 

She troubles England: that she 
breathes in England 

Is life and lungs to every rebel birth 

That passes out of embr^^o. 

Simon Rena rdf — 

Tlus Howard, whom they fear, what 
was he saying t 
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Eenard, Wlmt youp imptfjrial futher 
said, my liejfc, 

To deal with Jitrusy gentlier Gardi- 
ult bums, 

And Bonner burns ; and it would seem 
this people 

Care more for our brief life in their 
w et ian<h 

Than yours in happier Spain. 1 told 
my Lord 

He should not vex her Highness; she 
would say 

These are the nteane God works with, 
that His ehurdi 

Jlay flourish- 

Ay, sir, hut in statesmanship 

To strike too soon is oft to miss tlie 
blow. 

Thou kniiwest 1 l^de my ehaplain, 
Castro, preaeli 

Against Ihw burnings. 

Renttrd, And I lie Emperor 

Approved you, and when last he wrote, 
dee lured 

His comfort in your Grace that you 
were bland 

And alTablc to men of alt estates, 

In hope to charm them from tlieir 
hate of Spain. 

Philip. In hope to cnisli ail heresy' 
under Spain. 

But, Benanl, Inm sicker sinying here 

Than any sea could make me passing 
hence, 

Tho* I be ever deadly sick at sea. 

Ko sick am 1 with biffing for this child. 

Is it the fashion in this clime for 
women 

To go twelve months in bearing of a 
child? 

The nurses yawn'd, the cradle gaped, 
they li'tl 

Processions, chant etl litanies, clash’d 
their btdis. 

Shot off their lying cannon, and her 
priests 

Have pti'sch'd, the fools, of this fair 
prince lo come ; 

Till, l>y St. Janies, 1 find myself the 

fOfll. 

Why do you lift your eyebrow at me 
thus t 


Jienard. 1 never saw your lligbness 
itiovmI till now. 

Phiiip. So weary am I of this wet 
land of theirs, 

And every soul of man that brenlhci 
therein. 

Penard. My liege, we must not 
drop tlie mask before 
The masquerade is over— 

— Have I dropt it f 
1 have but shown a loathing face to 
you, 

Who knew it from the first* 

Euttr Mary. 

Mary (midr). With Kenard. Still 
Parleying witli Henard, all the day 
with Hcnanl, 

And scarce a greeting all the day for 
me — 

And go€^ to-morrow. [E^rit Mary. 

I^hiiip (fo Renan], trho udraKces to 
kiiity Well, sir, is there more T 

Penurd {H*hofi(ispertvirfd thr Queen), 
May Simon Henard speak a 
single word ? 

PAi7i/*. Ay. 

lirnttrd. And be forgiven for it ! 

^ Philip. Simon Henard 

Knows me too well to epeak a iitiglc 
wonl 

That could not be forgiven. 

Well, my liege, 
Your Graee hath a most chaste and 
loving wife. 

Pftilip. Why not ? The Queen of 
Philip should be chaste* 

Prnard. Ay, but, my I.,ord, you 
know wdiat Virgil sings. 
Woman is various and most mu table. 

Philip. Slie play the harlot ! never. 

^ Ilrnard. Ko, sire, no, 

Not dream'd of by the rabidest gos- 
peller. 

There wn# a paper thrown into the 
palace, 

“The King hath wearied of his bar- 
ren bride.” 

She came upon it,read it, and then rent 
it, 

With all the rage of one who hates a 
truth 
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He cannot btii allovr. Bin?, 1 would 
have you — 

What Bhould 1 «ay, I cannot pick my 
word* — 

Bo Bomcwlnit leas — majestic to your 
Queen. 

Philip. Am I to clianpoe my man- 
ners, Bitnoti Uenard, 

Because these ialandera are brutal 
lieastJi ? 

Or would you hare me turn a son- 
neteer. 

And warble those brief sighted eyes 
of hers 1 

R^nard, Bricf*«ighted tlio’ tliey bo, 
1 have seen them, sire, 

When you perchance were trifling 
royally 

With’ some fair dame of court, sud- 
denly ftll 

With such fierce Are — bad it been 
lire indeed 

It would have burnt both speakers. 

Philip. Ay, anil then 1 

Mtnard. Bire, might it not be jiolicy 
in some matter 

Of small importance now and then to 
cede 

A point to her demand t 

Philip. Well, T am going. 

Menard. For should licr love wlicn 
you are gone, my liege. 

Witness tliese papers, there will not 
be wiinting 

Tliose that will urge her injury — 
siiouhl her love — 

And 1 have known such women more 
than one — 

Veer to the counterpoint, and jeal- 
ousy 

Hath in it an alchemic force to fuse 

Almost into one metal loveamlhate, — 

Ami she impress lier wrongs upon her 

Council, 

And these again upon her Parlia- 
ment — 

We are not lovefl here, and would be 
then pi' r haps 

Not so well hoi pen in our wars with 
France, 

As else wc might be — here she comes. 


JEJaler ^1 aeT. 

Mary. O Philip I 

Kay, must you go indeed t 
l^ilip. Hadim, I must, 

J/erry, The parting of a husbiiiid 
and a wife 

Is like the cleaving of a heart \ one half 

Will flutter here, one there. 

Philip. You say true, Majiain. 
Mary. The Holy Virgin will not 
liave me yet 

XiOae the sweet hope that I may bear 
a prince- 

If such a prince were bom and you 
not here! 

Philip. I should be here if such a 
prince were bom, 

Mary. Hut must you go ! 

Philip. Maflam, you know my fa- 
ther* 

Hetiring into cloistral solitude 

'Jo yield the remnant of his years to 
lieaven, 

Will shift the yoke and weight of all 
the world 

From oH his neck to mine. We meet 
at Brnssedfl. 

But since mine absence will not be for 
long. 

Your Majesty shall go to Dover with 
me, 

And wall my coming luick, 

Mary. To Dover ? no, 

1 am loo feeble, I will gt> to Green- 
wich, 

So yon will have me with you ; and 
there watch 

All that IS gracious in the breath of 
heaven 

I>mw with 3'our sails from our poor 
land, and pass 

And leave me, Philip, with my prayers 
for you. 

Philip. And doubtlcfs I shall proit 
by your prayers. 

Mary. Methinks tlmt would you 
tarry one day more 

(Tlie news was sudden) I could mouM 
myself 

To bear your going belter; will you 
do it? 
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Phiiip. Mackni, a day may sink or 
eavt; ii n^alrn. 

J/ary. A d&y may aare a heart 
frt'jo breaking loo, 

PhtEiK WeJl, hiinioii Ronard, ahaU 
wo atop a day % 

Reftard, >'f>ur Grace's business will 
not Aulfer, sire, 

For one day more» so far as I can tell* 
Phiihh I hen one day more to please 
her Majesty. 

Mary. The sunshine sweeps across 
my life again* 

0 if I knew you felt this parting, 

Philip^ 

Ab 1 do 1 

Pftdip. By St* James T do protest, 
Upon the faith and honor of a Span* 
ianl, 

1 am vastly grieved to leave your 

Majesty. 

Simon, is supper ready ? 

Ilfftard. Ajj my liege* 

1 saw I lie covers la^nng. 

IVdlip. Let us have iL [Ejceuttl. 


ACT IV, 

SCENE L — A Room in the Palace* 
Maet, Ca EDINA l Pole. 

Maty. What have you there ! 

Pcl€. So please your Nlajesty, 

A long petition from the foreign 
exiles 

To spare the life of Cranmer, Bishop 
Thirlby, 

And my Lord Paget and Lord Wil- 
liam Howard, 

Crave, in the same cause, hearing of 
your Grace, 

Hath lie not written himself — in- 
fatuated — 

To sue you for his life 1 

J/ary. His life ? Oh, no ; 

Not sued for that — he knows it were 
in vain. 

But so much of the anli-papal leaven 

M^orks in him yet, he hath pniy^ me 
not to sully 
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Mine own prerogative* and degrade 
the reahii 

By seeking Justice at a stranger's 
hand 

Against iiiy natural subject. King 
and tjueen. 

To whom he owes Ids loyalty after 
God, 

Shall tliesc accuse him to a foreign 
prince ! 

Death wouJ<i not grieve him more. I 
cannot be 

True to this realm of England and 
the Pope 

Together, says the heretic* 

P(de. And there errs ; 

As he iiath ever err'd thro' vaiiUy. 

A secular kingdom is hut as the body 

Lacking- a soul ; and in itself a beast. 

The Holy Father in a secular kingdom 

Is as tlie soul dcAcctidlng out of 
heaven 

Into a body generate, 

Mary. Write to him, then. 

Puie. I will 

Mary. Ami sharply, Pole. 

Pvit. Here come the CruumerUes I 

Enf^r TinuLBV, Loan Paget, Loud 
William How a eh, 

Howard. Health to your Grace ! 
(ifixid morrow, my" I^rd Cardi- 
nal; 

We make our humble prayer unto 
your Grace 

That -Cranmer may withdraw to 
foreign parts, 

Or into private life within tlie realm* 

In several bills and declarations, 
Mmlam, 

He hath recanted all his heresies. 

Payrt. Ay, ay ; if Bonner ha vfc not 
forged I lie hills. [Aside. 

3/dry. Did not Jlore die, and 
Fisher T he must burn* 

Iloward. He hath recanted, Madam. 

Afary. The better for liitiL 

He hums in Purgatory, not in Hell. 

MowurtL Ay, ay, your Grace ; but 
it was never seen 

That any one reeauting thus at full, 
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As CrammT huthp came to tito Are on 

Mar^, It will he seen now, then* 
T/tirlffif. O Maclanij Madam ! 

1 thus implore you, low upon my 
knees. 

To reach the Imntl of mercy to my 
friend. 

I have err'd with him; wdtli him 1 have 
recall ted» 

What human rcaaon is there why my 
frienil 

Should meet with lesser mercy than 
myself? ' 

Afury, My Lord of Ely, lUis. After 
a riot i 

Wc liantt the leaders, let their follow* 
iuK (to* 

Cranmer is head and father . of these 
heresies, 

New learning as they call it; yea, may 
Gi*d 

Forget me at most need when I for- 
get 

Her foul divorce — my sainted mother 
— No! — 

Ilou ard. Ay* ay , hut mighty doctors 
doubted lliere. 

The 1*0 (a- liinisctf waver'd ; and more ' 
than one 

Kow'd in that galley — Gardiner to 
wit. 

Whom truly I deny not to have hewn 

Youi faithful friend and trusty coun- 
cillor. 

Hath not your Highness ever read his 
book* 

His tractate upon True Obedience, 

Writ by himself and Bonner ? 

Ahry. I will take 

Such order with all bad, heretical 
books 

That none shall hold them in his 
house and live. 

Henceforward, No, my I^rf^rd, 

Ihu'aril, Then never read it, 

Tlie truth is here. Your father was 
a man 

Of such colossal klnghood, yot so 
courteous, 

Excejit when wroth, you scarce could 
meet hb eyo 


And hold your own ; and were ho 
wroth indeeil. 

You held it less, or not at all, I iiay, 

Your father had a will that beat men 
down ; 

Your father lioil a brain that beat 
men iiown — 

Pofe. Not me* my I,ord. 

Ihwtird, No, for you were not here ; 

You sit upon this fallen Crauiner’s 
throne ; 

And it would more become you, my 
Lord Legate, 

To join a voice, so potent with her 
Highness, 

To ours in plea for Cranmer than to 
aland 

On naked self-assertion, 

Mary. All your voiees 

Are waves on flint* Tlie heretic must 
bum* 

Ifoitard, Yet once he saved your 
Majesty's own life; 

Stood out against .the lung in your 
behalf. 

At his ow n (leril. 

Afurtf, I know not If he <lid ; 

And if he did 1 care not, my Lord 
Howard, 

My life is not to happy, no such 
t>oon* 

That 1 should spare to take a heretic 
priest's. 

Who saved it or not saved* Why do 
you vex me T 

PufftL Yet to save Cranmer were 
to serve the Church, 

Your Majesty's 1 mean; he is effaceil, 

Self-bloited out; so wounded iii his 
himor* 

He can but creep down into some dark 
hole 

Like a hurt beast, and hide himself 
ami die; 

Bui if you bum him, — well, your 
Highnef^s knows 

The saying, Martyr's blood— R'ed 
of I he Church,'' 

5/ory, Of the true Church; but his 
is none, nor will Ikj. 

You ari? too politic for me, my I^ord 
J'aget, 
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And if he hare to lire io loath'd n 
life. 

It were more merciful to bum Inin 
now. 

■ TAiV%. O yet relent. O, Madam, 
if you knew him 

Afl I do, erer freritte, and so gracious, 

\Viih all his learning — 

J/ary. Vet a heretic still- 

Ilia learning makes his burning the 
more just. 

Thitih^, So wofshipt of all those 
that came across him ; 

Tlic stranger at his hearth, and all Ids 
house — 

Afary. Ills ehildren and his concu- 
bine, l ie like. 

Thtrlbtf. To do him any wrong was 
to licget 

A kindtiess from him, for his heart 
was rich, 

Of such fine mould, that if you sow'd 
therein 

Tlie seed of Hate,it blossom'd Chartty. 

Ptdt, ** After his kind it costs liiin 
nothing/' there’s 

An old world English adage to the 
point. 

These are but natural graces, my 
good Bishop, 

Whicli in the Catholic garden arc as 
flowers. 

But on the heretic dunghill only weeds. 

//oiror</. Sucli wi-^s make dung- 
hills gracious. 

jl/ory* Enough, my Lonts. 

It is God's will, the Holy Father s will, 

And riiiUp’a will, and mine, that he 
should bum. 

He is pronounced anathema. 

HoittirtL Fimwidl, ^latlnm, 

God grant you ampler mert,*y at your 
call 

Tlian you have shown to Cranmer* 

I>opds. 

/We. After this, 

Your Graec will hanlly care to over- 
look 

This same fietition of the foreign exiles 

For Cranmer’s life. 

J/ury. Make out the writ to-night 
[/iVtuwf. 


SCENE n. — OxFono. Craxmeh la 
Pkisoa. 

Cranmrr. Lust night, T d ream’d the 
faggots were alight, 

And that myself was fasten’d to tho 
stake, 

And found it ail a visionary flame. 

Cool us the light in old decaying wood ; 

And then King Harry look'd from 
out a cloud, 

And batle me have good courage; 
and I heard 

An angel cry There la more joy in 
Heaven,” — 

And after that, the trumpet of the 
dead. 

[T'rwiapfts WtAowl. 

Why, there are trumpets blowing 
now : what is it ? 


JSittcr FATHEIt CoLH. 

CWe. Cranmer, I come to question 
you again ; 

Have you remain’d in the true Cath- 
olic faith 

I left you in 1 

Ooitiwrr, In the true Catholic 
faith, 

By Heaven's grace, I am more and 
more eonfinn’d. 

Why are the trumpets blowing, Father 
Cole ! 

Co/e. Cranmer, it is decided by t!ie 
Council 

That you to-dny should read your 
rceantat iiui 

Before the |>etjple in St, Mary’s 
Church. 

And there he many heretics in the 
town. 

Who loathe you for your late return 
to Home, 

And might assail you passing throngli 
the strt^et, 

And tear you piecemeal ; so you have 
a guard- 

Cranwrr. Or seek to rescue me, I 
thank the Council, 

C(*/e. Do you lack any money T 
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Ctanmtr. Najr, why iihouhl I ? 

The prbaii faro h good enough for iiio. 

-Vy, Ijiui lo giro I*jo poor 

Ctanmef. Ilund it luo* then ! 

1 tliank you, 

CVi** For a little f fiaoo^ farewell ; 

Until I aec you in St. iVIary’» CliurelL 
[AV/f t!ole, 

Cruinn^r. It Is against all preoo- 
dent to bum 

One who reeants; they mean to par- 
don me. 

To give the poor — they give the pour 
who die. 

Well, burn me or not hum me I am 
fixt; 

It is hut a communion, not a mass : 

A holy supper, not a snerifleo ; 

Ko nnin eati make Ida I^laker — ^ Villa 
Garcia. 


Enter Villa Gaucia, 

Viila G^rcin. Pray you write out 
this pa|H?r for me, C*raniner. 

Crmmrr. llave I not writ enough 
to satisfy yon ! 

I^VVfa ffarem. It is the last. 

eVoanaer. Give it me, I hen. 

[lie teritrs. 

Vifla Garcia. Now sign. 

Cruiimrr. 1 have sign'd enough, 
and 1 will sign no more. 

F(7/tx Garcia. It is no more than 
what you have sigti'd already, 

Thi' public form thereof. 

Crtmwrr. It may l>e so; 

I sign it with niy presence, if f it^ad it. 

VWa iiarcitt. Hut this is idle of 
you. Well, sir, well, 

You are to beg the ia‘ 0 |de to [iray for 
you ; 

E Abort them to a pure and virtuous 
life; 

Declare the Queen's right to the 
throne ; confe^ss 

Your faith I^fore all hearc'rs ; and 
retract . 

That Kucharistie doctrine in your 
hook. 

Will you not sign it nowt 

CVeumer, No, Villa Garcia, 


I sign no more. Will they have mercy 
on nit? 

Viila Utf'da. 1 la you gmal hope* 
of mercy 1 8o fart^well. [A>d, 

Crfisiwrr. Good hopes, not theirs, 
have I that 1 am fixt, 

Fixt beyond fall ; however, in strange 
hours, 

After tile long brain-da ring eolloqulef. 
And liiougatiddimes recurring argu- 
ment 

Of those two friars ever in my prison. 
When left iihme in my ile«j>ontkncy. 
Without u friend, a book, iny faith 
woulil seem 

IX'ad or half-drown'd, or else swam 
heavily 

Against tlic huge corruptions of the 
Ciiuixrh, 

Monsters of mistradition, old enough 
To scare me into dreaming, ** wlint 
am I, 

Cra inner, against whole ages?" was 
it si>. 

Op am 1 slandering iny most inward 
friend, 

To veil the fault of my most outward 
foe — 

The soft iind tremulous coward in the 
tiesh ? 

0 higher, holier, earlier, purer chureh, 

1 have found tlii^e and not leave theo 

any mon*. 

It U but a commuiiicin. not a mass — 
No sjuTiflce, hut a life-giving fens! I 
( HVifrv.J So, so; this will I say — 
thus wilt 1 pray. [Pats uj/ the 

jHiper. 

Enter Boxxer. 

Bmtner. Good day, old friend; 
what, you Umk somewhat woni ; 
And yet it is a day to test your lieallh 
Ev'n at the la^st : I scarce have s|)oken 
with you 

Since when ! — yourdegradation. At 
your trial 

Never stood up a bolder man than 
you ; 

You would not cap the Pope** coni- 
mbiioner — 
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Your learning* and your itoutnoss, 
and your hereby, 

Durnlifoumkd Imlf of us. Bo, after 
that, 

W'e liai) to dii-nrchbishop and unJord, 

And make you simple Craiimer onto 
n^niiK 

The cotiirntjii barber dip! your hair, 
and 1 

Scraped from your linger* poiuta tlje 
holy oil ; 

And worse than all, you had lo kneel 
to m^; 

Which was not pleasant for you, 
Master Cra inner. 

Now you, that would not recognlae 
the I*ope, 

And you, that would not own the Real 
lV*s<nce, 

Have found a real presence in tlic 
iiake. 

Which frig Ida you back into tlm an- 
cient faiili; 

And so you have recanted to the Pope. 

How are the mighty fallen, blaster 
Cranmer ! 

Cmniwrr. You have been more 
flerce against the Pope than 1 ; 

But why fling hack lUe stone lie strikes 
me with ! * 

0 Bonner, if I ever did you kindneaa — 

Power hath been given you to try 

faiili by fire — 

Pray you, reniembering bow yourself 
liave ehangtKl, 

Be somewhat pitiful, after 1 have 
gone. 

To tlie poor flock — to womim and to 
ehildfi'n — 

That when 1 was archbishop held witli 
tne. 

Bmn*^r, Ay — gentle as they call 
you — live or die ! 

Pitiful to lids pitiful licresy 1 

1 must obey tlic Queen and Council, 

man. 

Win thro' this day with lionor to your* 
sedf. 

And I'll say sometl ling for you— so 
— good-hye. 

Craattttr. This hard Coarse man of 
old iiath crouch'd to me 


Till I myself was half ashamed for 
hiiiu 

Entrr Tni«LnT, 

Weep not, good Thirlby. 

^Vu>%. Uli, niy l-urd, my I^rd ! 

My heart is no such block as Bonner's 

is: 

Who would not weep ? 

Crcmmrr. Why do you so my-lord 
me, 

Who am disgraced ? 

lytirituf. Uu earllx; but saved in 
heaven 

By your recanting. 

eVonwirr, Will they bum mo, 
Thirlby? 

Tkirfhif, Alas, they will; these 
burnings will not help 

The purfKJse of the faith; but my poor 
voice 

Against them is a whisper to the roar 

Of n 6 p ring-tide. 

CVawJitffr. And they will surely 
burn me t 

Thirlby. Ay ; and licsides, will have 
you in the ehurch 

Repeal your rei'anUUion in the ears 

Uf ail men, to the saving of their 
souls. 

Before your execution. May God 
help you 

Thro’ that liard hour ! 

CVnimirr, And may God bless you, 
Tliirlby 1 

Well, they shall hear my recantation 
there. [Axit Thirlby. 

Disgraced, dishonor'd ! — not by them, 
iudeerl, 

By mine own self — by mine own 
hand ! 

O Uiimskinird hand and jutting veins, 
’twas you 

That sign VI the burning of poor Joan 
of Kent ; 

But then she was a wileli. You have 
written much, 

But you were never raised lo plead 
for Frith, 

Whose dogmaa I have reach'd: he 
was deliver’d 
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To the W'tfular arm to burn ; and there 

waa Ijiidbert ; 

Who can fori^aee himself! truly these 
bumitigs, 

As Thirtby says, are profitless to the 
burners, 

And help the other side. You shall 
bum too, 

Burn fir>tt w hen I iini burnt. 

If'irc — inch by indi to die in agony! 
I>ntimor 

Had a brief end — not Hidley. 
IIooiHjr buni'd 

Threc^uarters of an hour, Will iny 
faggots 

Be wet as his were T It is a day of 
rain. 

I will not muse upon iL 
My fancy takes the burner's part, and 
makes 

The fire seem even crueller than it 
is. 

Ko, I not doubt that God wiJl give 
me strength. 

Albeit I have domed him. 

Enter Soto und Villa GAUctA. 

Vtiia Garrm. We are ready 

To take you to St. Mary's, Alas ter 
Gra timer. 

Cranmer. And J ; lead on j ve loose 
me from my bonds. 

SCENE III.^ — St, Mari's Culkcil 

CotE m the Puipit, TxiitD Williams 
OF Thame preatdinff. UruD VVij> 
LIAM llowARii, Iaiiio Paoet, and 
e/Aeri. CitAXMKti entera heiii’een 
Soto and Villa Garcia, and the 
*rhofe Vhm'r atrike tip ** Nunc 1 Jim it- 
is.” Crarmeh /s set upon a EeaP 
foid before ike people. 

Cci/e. Behold him — 

(A pauae: people in the foreground 
People. Oh, unhappy sight I 
First ProiesinnL See how the tears 
run dfmii his fatherly face. 
Eecond ProtesfaHt, James, didst thou 
ever see a carrion crow 


Stand watching a sick beast before be 
di^^ ! 

First ProtrstanL Him perch'd up 
there 1 1 wish some tbundeM 
bolt 

VV ould make this Cole a cinder, Tuilpir 
amlaib ^ ^ 

Vole. Hdkold him, brethren; he 
hath cause to wt^ep ! — 

So have we all j weep with him if re 
will, 

Yet 

It is C'xpe<lient for one man to die, 

Yea, for the people, lest the people 
die. 

Yet where fore should he die that hatb 
ret iini'd 

To the one Catholic Unirenat Chujtki 

Hepentant of his errors ? ^ 

ProteiUtint muririurs. Ay, tell us 
that, 

Caie. I'Jmse of the wrong side will 
despise the man, 

Deeiniiig him one that thro' the fear 
of death 

Gave uri hts cause, except he seal liis 
faith 

lu sight of all with fiamiug martyr- 
dom. 

Cruawtri-. Ay, 

Vole. Ye hear him, and albeit there 
may setmi 

According to the canons pardon dtie 

To him that so repents, yet are tliere 
ea uses 

Wherefore our Queen and Coimcil at 
this time 

Adjudge him to the death- He Imth 
been a traitor, 

A shaker and confotindcr of the 
realm j 

And when the King's divorce was 
sued at Borne, 

He here, iliis heretic metropolirsn, 

As if he had been the Holy Father, 
sat 

And judged it. Did I call him 
lien^tic 1 

A huge heresjareb ! never was It 
known 

That any man so writing, presehing 
so. 
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So poi&oninff the Church, so long con- 

titiniiii:. 

Hath found iili pardou; therefore be 
must die, 

For warning anil example. 

Otlier reasons 

Tliere be for lliis man's ending, which 
our Queen 

And Council at this present deem it 
not 

Expedient to be known. 

VrtAttiiinl iwnraiMi's. [ warrant JOU. 

CUs. *r»ke Ihereforcp aU, example 
by this nmn, 

For if our Holy Queen no I pardon him, 

Blueh less shall others in like cause 
escape, 

Ttmi all of you, the highest as the 
lowest, 

Blay learn there is no power against 
the liOrd, 

There stands a man, once of so high 
degree. 

Chief prelate of our Church, arcii- 
bishop, first 

In CoutH'il, second person in the 
realm. 

Friend ftir so long time of a mighty 
King; 

And now ye see downfallen and de- 
based 

From councillor to caitlfl — fallen so 
low. 

The leprous flutterings of the byway, 
seuin 

And ofTal of the city vrould not 
change 

Estates with him ; in Uncf, so miser- 
able, 

There is no hope of better left for him, 

Ko place for w orse. 

Yet, Cranmer, be thou glad. 

This is the work of God. lie is glori- 
fled 

In thy conTersion: lo ! thou art rc- 
claimM ; 

He brings thee home: nor fear but 
that tCMiay 

Tliou shall receive the penitent thief's 
awani. 

And bi* with Christ the Lord in Fara- 
disc. 


Itememlier how God made the fierce 
fire seem 

To those thfiMi children tike a pleas- 
ant dew. 

lU'inemlier, loo, 

The triumpli of Su Andrew on his 
cross. 

The patience of Sl Lawrence in the 
fire. 

Thus, if thou call on God and all the 
saints, 

God will l>eat down the fury of the 
dame, 

Ur give thee saintly strength to under- 
go. 

And for thy soul shall masses here be 
sung 

By every priest in Oxford. Fray for 
him. 

Crnnmet, Ay, one and all, dear 
brothers, pray for me ; 

Pray with one breath, one heart, one 
soul for me. 

CWc. And now, lest anyone among 
you doubt 

Tlic man's conversion and remorse of 
heart. 

Yourselves shall hear him speak. 
8{H*ak, Master Cranmer, 

Fulfil your promise made me, and 
proclaim 

Your true undoubted faith, that all 
may hear. 

Qmnmtr. And that I will. O God, 
Father of Heaven 1 

0 Son of God, Redeemer of the world ! 

U lloiy Ghost 1 proceeding from them 

both, 

Three persons and one God, have 
mercy on me. 

Most miat^rablc sinner, wredched man. 

1 have offended against heaven and 

earth 

More grievously than any longue can 
tell. 

Then whither should 1 fiee for any 
help 1 

r am aRharned to lift my eyes to heaven, 

And 1 can find no refuge upon earth. 

Shall t ilespair then? — God forbid 1 
U God, 

For thou art merciful, refusing none 
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Tliat connj to Th<H^ far fttircor, unto 
Thvo, 

Tliert'fore. I come ; humble myself to 
1 hec , 

Saymft, O Ixml God, although my sins 
be great. 

For tliy great mercy have mercy I 0 
God the Son, 

Xot for slight faults alone, when thou 
becamest 

Man in the Flesh, was tlie great mys* 
tery wrought ; 

O God the Father, not for little sins 
Didst them yield up thy Son to human 
death ; 

Hut for the greatest sin that can be 
sinn'd, 

Yea, oven such as mine, incalciilalde, 
Unpardonable, — sin agaiiiit the light, 
The truth of God, which 1 had proven 
and known. 

Thy mercy must be greater than all 
sin. 

Fos^ve mo, Father, for no merit of 
mine, 

But that Thy name by man be glori* 
fied, 

And Thy most blessed Son's, who died 
for man. 

Good people, every man at time of 
death 

Would fain set forth some saying that 
may live 

After his death and better humankind ; 
For death gives life s last word a 
power to live, 

And, like lUo sione-cut epitaph, remain 
After the vanish’d voice, and speak 
to men. 

God grant me grace to glorify my God! 
And first 1 say It is a grievous case, 
Many so dote upon this bulible world, 
Whose colors in a inoiiient break and 

They care for nothing else. What 
snith St. John : — 

Love of this world is hatred against 
God.'' 

Again, I pray you all that, next toOod, 
You do unmurmuringiy and willingly 
Obey your Kiikg and i^ueen, and not 
for dread 


Of these alone, but from the fear of 
Him 

Whose ministers they be to govern 
ymi. 

Tliinlly, I pray you all to live togt'thef 

Like brethren ; yet what haird 
Christ iau men 

Bear to each other, seeming not at 
brethren. 

But mortal foes ! But do you good to 
alt 

As much as in you lieth. Hurt m 
man more jl 

Than you would harm your loviitf Ij 
natural brother II 

Of the same roof, same breast. If jiq| ||] 

. 1 

Albeit lie think himself at home 'vitk 
Gml, 

Of this be sure, he is whole worlds 


away, 

ProftMttiU murmurs. Wliat sort of : 
brotbera then be those tiiat Lust] | 
To bum each other t j 

WiUiautM. Fcace be among yon, 
there! 

Cranmer. Fourthly, to tliose tlmt 
own excecillng wealth, 

Hemember that sore saying spoken^ 
once 

By Him that was the truth, “ Hotr' 
hard it is 

For the rich man to enter into 
Heaven;" 

Let all rich men remember tbat hard |j 
wortl. I 

1 have not time for more : if ever, wow " 
X#ct thtmi flow forth in eharity, s^ceinf . 

now I 

The poor so many, and all food so 
dear. 

I^ng have I lain in prison, yet have 

heard | 

Of all their wretchedness. Give to j 
the poor, .J 

Ye give to God. He is with us in tlio | i 


i 


fKMjr. 

And now, forasmuch as 1 have 
- come 

To the last end of life, and thercniK«i 
Hungs alt my past, and all my life te 
be. 


I 

j 
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to with Climt in I lea I’d! 
with joy. 

Dr lo la.* RtilL in pnin with d^viti in 
hi ll ; 

And, swing in a moTnenl, 1 sJiall And 
{^Pointimf t/fnt itr<ds. 
Hoavcn or elsi* IipII n?ady to hwmiUow 
me, dturnu-areig, 

1 shall declare to yon my very faith 
WUhout all color. 

Cole* Hear turn, my good hrclhren, 
Cmwmrr- Ido liefieve in God, Father 
of all ; 

In every artidc of the Catholic faith, 
And every syllable taught us by our 
Ivord, 

Hiiii jm^pliets, and apostles. In tlie 
'restatnenta, 

Both Old and New, 

CtVv, Be plainer, Master Cranmer, 
Cranmtr, And now i come to the 
great tniuse tlmt weighs 
f pon njy conscience more than any- 
. thing 

Or said or done in all my life by me ; 
For there be writings 1 have set abroad 
Againtit the truth 1 knew within my 
heart, 

Written for fear of death, to save my 
life, 

If that might be ; the papt^rs by my 
hand 

Sign'd since my degradation — by this 
hand 

[fio^dtni^ Qut hit ritfht hand 4 
Written ami sigii'd — 1 here rcnouucc 
them all ; 

Ami, since my hand offended, having 
written 

Against my heart, my hand shall firs I 
be bunil. 

So I may come to the fire. 

[ fk iid tikttce. 

Protestant mu r mart. 

Ftrsi IVvtcstaut. 1 knew it would be 
so, 

Sic»nd PratestunL Our prayers are 
heard I 

Third ProtfMtant, God bless him I 
CotWie muffunrs. Out UIhju him ! 
out upon him I 

Liar I diaseuiblerl traitor I lo tlte fire ! 


Williams (raisittij hit cotcr). You 
knowr that you recanted all you 
said 

Touching the sacrament in that same 
book 

You wrote against my Lord of Win- 
chester ; 

Dissemble not ; play the plain Chris- 
tian man. 

Cranmer^, Alas, my Lord, 

I have been a man loved plainness all 
my life ; 

1 did dissemble, but the hour has come 

For utter truth and plainness ; where- 
fore, S say, 

I hold by all 1 wrote within tliai book. 

Moreover, 

As for tlie Tope I count him Anti- 
christ, 

With all his devil's doctrines; and 
Refuse, 

Hcjeet him, and abhor him, 1 have 
said. [tViVs on all tidrSt 
** Puli him down! Awray with 
him ! “ 

Cfl/e, Ay, stop the liereiic’s mouth I 
Hale him awsy I 

Wiltiamt* Harm him not, harm him 
not ! have him to the fire ! 

[CiiAXiitR tftxt iftit Uttteen Ttta 
Jf'rhtrs, hand t ate reached 

to him front the create/, Loiit> 
William Howakii and Ij4iki> 
Fau KT are Ujl ahnr m the thnrtL 

Po^l. The nave and aisles all 
empty as a fool's jest i 

No, here 8 Lorti WiiUaiti llowanl 
What, my Lord, 

You have nut gone to see the burning? 

f/vnrard^ Fie I 

To Bland at ease, and stare as at a 
show, 

And watch a good man bum. Never 
again. 

1 saw the deaths of Latimer and Hid- 
ley. 

Moreover, tho' a Catholic, I would not, 

For the pure honor of our common 
nature, 

Hear what I might — another reca ntar 
tion 

Of Cranmer at the stake. 
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Pa^ft. YouM not liear tliat. 

He pass'd out smiling, md he walk'd 
upright; 

His eye mcus like a soldter's, whom the 
gi'iientl 

He looks to and he leans on as his 
■ God* 

Hath rated for some backwardness 
ami bltUrii hltn 

Charge one against a thousand, and 
the mail 

Hurls his soird life againsi the pikes 
and (lies. 

Howards Yet that he might not 
after alt those papers 
Of recantation yield again* who 
knows ? 

PatjH. Papers of recantation! 
Think you then 

That Cranmer read all papers that he 
sign'd ? 

Or sign'd all those they tell us that he 
sign'd ? 

Kay, 1 trow not : and you slmll see, 
my Lord* 

That howsoever Itero-llke the man 
Dies in the fire* this Lluuner or another 
Will in s Cline lying fashion misretiort 
His ending to the glory of their 
church. 

And yon saw J^afimerand Ridley die 1 
Datiiner was eighty* was he not ? his 
liest 

Of life was over then, 

lioii^rd. His eighty years 

Look'd somewhat crooked on Itim in 
his frieze ; 

But after they had stript him to hts 
shroud* 

He stood upriglit, a lad of iwenty-one* 
And gather'd witli Ills hands the starts 
ing ffarne* 

And wasli'd his hands and all his face 
therein, 

Until the powder suddeniy blew him 
dead. 

llidley was longer burning; but he 
died 

As manfully aud boldly* and* tore 
(Jod, 

I know them heretics, but riglit Eiig^ 
Ush ones. 


If ever, as heaven grant, we clasli 
with Spain, 

Our Riti ley-soldiers and our Latimer- 1 
sailors 

Will teach her something. 

Your mild Legate Pole 

Will tell you that the devil heipt them 
thro' it, 

[A mtirmtir of the in the 

flistatice. 

Hark, how those Roman wolfdogs 
howl and bay liini ! 
i/ou-ord. Might it not he the other 
side rejoicing 

Jn his brave end ? 

Pfjyi-i, I'hey arc too crush'd, too 
broken* 

They can but weep In silence, 

//e*mrd. Ay, ay, Paget, 

They have brought it in large lueaHurff 
on theinHclves, 

Have I not heartl them mock the 
blessed Host 

In songs so lewd, the beast might roar 
his claim 

To being in God’s image, more tlian 
tliey I 

Have I not seen the gamekeeper, t!ie 
groom, 

Gardener, and huntsman, in the par- 
son’s pliice* 

The parson fn>m his own spire swung 
out dead. 

And Ignorance crying in the streets* 
and all men 

Reganling her ? I say they have 
drawn the fire 

On their own heads : yet* Paget* I do 
hold 

The Catholic, if he have the grt^atCT 
right, 

Hath been tlie crueller, 

Paft^t, Action and re-action. 

The miserable stH-Hsaw of our child* 
world, 

Make us despise it at odd hours, my 
Lord. 

Heaven help that this n^-aetlon not 
react , 

Yet flereelier under Queen Eliznlietb, 

So that she come to rule us. 

Hwittird. The world’s mad 
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Pa^fl, My I-rfirtl, the world is Uk£ 
a drunki'n itmn, 

Who caniiQt move Htmijurhl to Itis ood 
— but 

Now to the rij'hc, then as far to the 
left, 

PushM by the crowd bealcle— >aiiil 
uuili'rfooi 

An earthquake; for smee Henry for 
a doubt — 

Whicli o young luat Jmd clnpt upon 
the back, 

CiyMng, ** Forwarfll — let our old 
church rocking, men 

HaYo hardly known whut to believe, 
or whether 

Tliey shoubi htdiere in anything ; the 
currents 

So shift and change, they see not 
how they are Inime, 

Nor whiilier I conclude the King a 
beast ; 

Verily a lion if you will — the world 

A* must oljedient beast and fool — 
niy self 

Half lieast and fool as apperl lining 
to it; 

Altho' your Lordfbip hath as little of 
each 

Cleaving to your original Adam^lay, 

As may lie consonant with mortality* 
i/arorrf* We talk and Craumer 
suffers, 

Tlie kindliest man I ever knew ; sec, 

I speak of him in the past* Unhappy 
JandJ 

Hard'iiatured Qtiecn, half -Spanish In 
iierscdf, 

And grafted on the liard-gminM stock 
of Spain — 

Her life, since Philip left her, and she 
lost 

Her fierce desire of beating him a 
child. 

Hath, like a brief and hitter winter's 
day, 

Gone narrowing down and darkening 
to a close. 

There will be more conspiracies, I 
/ear. 

Fmjtt, Ay, ay, beware of France. 


//oirarrf, O Paget, Paget 1 

1 have seen heretics of the poorer 
sort, 

Iv* pec taut of the rack from day to 
day, 

To whom the fire were welcome, lying 
chain'd 

In breathless dungeons over steaming 
sewers. 

Fed with rank bread that crawrd upon 
the tongue, 

And putrid water, every drop a worm, 

Until they died of rotted limbs; and 
then 

Cast on the dunghill naked, and 
lK‘Come 

Hideously alive again from head to 
heel. 

Made even the carrion-nosing mongrel 
vomit 

Willi hate and horror. 

Pati^L ^^ay^ you sicken m4 

To hear you. 

Ilotsarti. Fancy-«kk; these thing* 
are done, 

Done righ t against the promise of this 
Queen 

Twice given. 

Ptfjet. No faith with hereltes, my 
Jiord 1 

Hist! there be two old gossips — ^gos* 
ixdlera, 

1 take it ; stand behind the pillar here ; 

1 warrant you they talk about the 
burning. 


Enter Tw o Oi,i> Women, Joan, and 
tfjler her Tib. 

Joan. Why, it be Tib ! 

Tih. I cum liehind tha, gall, and 
couldn't make tha hear. Eh, the w ind 
and the well What a day, wlmt a 
day ! nigh upo' jiiilgement daay fuike* 
Pwuaps be pretty things, Joan, but 
they wiitil set i' the Lord's cheer o’ 
that daay. 

JtMtn. 1 must aid d<iwii myself, Tib ; 
it be A var wnay vor my owld legs up 
vro’ Islip. Eh* my rheumatizy be that 
bad howiver be 1 to win to the burnin'. 

Tih, I should saay 'twur ower by 
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nt>w. Vil lia* Xic^n here avorc, hut 
Duiublo war blmvM ivT the wind, amt 
Dmiible'a the bt^at mikdier in lalip. 

Joan. Our aa gCM)d 'zher. 

Tib. Non, Jonii. 

Joiin. Our Dniay'B butters as 
pood *z hern* 

TiL Noa, Joan* 

JtHin. Uur Unlsy's cheefca be bet- 
ter. 

I Tik Koa,Joan. 

Jvan. Kh, then ha' thy wany wi' 
me, Tib I ez ttiuu bast wi' ihy owld 
mu IK 

Tik Ay, Joan, and my owld man 
wur up and awany betimea wi' dree 
bard epga for a pmid pteaea at the 
buniin*; and barrin' the wet, tlodpe 
*ud ha' been a-harrowbi' o* white 
pensen i’ the outtleld — and Imrrin' 
the wind, Diinible wur blowVI wi* the 
wind, so *z we was forced to stick Jier, 
but we fetched her round at last. 
Thank the Uird therevore. Duiuble's 
the best mikher in Islip. 

Joan. Thou's thy way wi' man and 
beast, Tib. 1 wonder at lha', it treats 
me! Eh,lmt 1 do know ez 1 wniips 
and vires he had thinpa; tell Ve now, 
1 iteerd sutnmat as suinmim towld 
BUniniun o' owld Bisliop (iardiners 
end ; there wur an owld lonl a-cuin to 
dine wi' un, and a wur so owhl a 
couldn't bide vorJns dinner, but a had 
to bide howBomiver, vor “1 wunt 
dine,” says my f^nl Bishop, save he, 
^Miol till I hears ez Latimer and Itid- 
ley be a-rire ; and so they biileil on 
and on till vour o' tlie clock, till his 
man cum in post vro' here, and tells 
un cz the vire has tuk holt. Now,” 
says the Bishop, says he, ”we'll pwo 
to dinner;” and the owld lord fell to 
'a meat wi' a wdll, fical bless uti ! but 
fianliner w-ur struck down like by the 
band o' tb«l avore a could taste a 
mossel, and a set un all a- vire, so *z 
the tongue on un cum a-lollnping out 
o' 'is mouth as black as a rat. Thank 
the LortI, f herevore, 

Pa^€t. The fools ! 

Tik Ay, Joan; and Queen Mary 


gwoes on a-btimin' and a-bumin', toll 
get her luiaby born ; but all hurburs>l 
ins' 'ill never burn out the liypocHiy I 
that makes the water in her. There's H 
nought but the vire of Uud's hell ezi 
can hum out that. I 

Jwtn. I'haiik the Lord, thererore. I 
Pitfjet. 'I'he fools t # I 

Tik A-bumin' and a-buniin', and I 
n^mnkin* o' volk maddtT and niadiler; I 
but tek thou my wor^l vor t, Joan, — 
and 1 bean'i wrong not twice i' tea i 
year — the biimin' o' the owld areb 
bishop 'U burn the iHvoap out o' thli 
'ere bind vor iver and iver. 

IlQWtird. Out of the church, jou 
brace of cursed crones. 

Or I will have you duck'd! ( ir^^nwi 
htirrtf out.) Said I not right ! 

For how should reverend prelate or 
tlironiKl prince ; 

Brook for an hour eucii brute malig- j 
nity ? 

Ab, wdmt an acrid wine has Luiher 
bn-w-'d 1 

Paget. FiMib, pooh, my Lortll poor ' 
pn IT u I ous CO u 11 1 ry 'wi ves. 

Buy yim tiieir tliecMcs, Htid theydl side 
with you ; I 

You cannot judge tlie liquor from the ^ 
lees. 

Moirartf. I think that in some sort 
we may. But sec. 


Enter PKTEns. 

Peters, my gentleman, an Kon«t 
Catholic, 

Who follow'd with the crowd toCrto* 
mer's lire. 

One til at would neither misreport nor 
Ik, 

Not to gain paradise : no, nor if ilis 
Pope, 

Charged him to do it — he is white si 
death. 

Peters, how pale you look 1 you bring 
the smoke 

Of Cran tiler's liuming with you, 
PftrTM. I'wice or thrkt 

The smoke of Cranmer's bumingwitiit 
me round. 


I 
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HwturfL 1 'tiers, you know me 
Catliolk', bill KnpHsb. 

Dill lie die bravely ! Tell me ibat, or 
leave 

All else untold^ 

Ptttr$. My Ijoril, he died most 
bravely- 

i/uirarJ* Then tell me all. 

Ay, Master I'efers* tell na. 

You saw him how he Jiaat 
among the enmd i 

Ami ever aa lie walk'd the Spanish 
friara 

Still plied him with entreaty and re- 
proaeb : 

But Crnnmer,ai the helmsman at the 
helm 

Steers^ ever looking to the happy ha- 
ven 

Bliere he shall rest at night, moved 
to his death \ 

And 1 could see that many silent 
hands 

Came from tlie crowd and met his 
own; and thus, 

When we had come where Ridley 
humt with Ijitimer, 

lie, with a clietrful smile, as one 
whose mind 

Is all made up, in haste put oil the 
rags 

They had mock'd his misery with, and 
all in white, 

His long wliite Ijcartl, which lie had 
never shaven 

Since Henry's death, down-sweeping 
to the chain 

Whert^with they hound him to the 
stake, he stood 

Alore like nti ancient father of the 
C’hnrch, 

Than heretic of ttiese times ; and still 
the friars 

Plied him, but Cranmer only shook 
his head, 

Or answer'd them in smiling negatives ; 

’VVhen'al I*ord Williams gave a sud- 
den cry : — 

" Make short ! make short I " and bo 
they lit the wthmI. 

Then Cranmer tilted bk left iiaiid to 
heaven. 


And thrust his right into the bitter 
flarue ; 

And crying, in hia deep voice, more 
than once, 

** This hath otTended — tliis unworthy 
hand ! " 

So held it I ill it all was hum'd, before 

'Ihe Ihiine hatl reach'd his bcnly ; 1 
slotul near — 

Mark'd him — he never uttered moun 
of pain : 

lie never stirr'd or wrilhed, but, like a 
statue, 

I'nmoving in the greatness of the 
dll me, 

Gave u]i the ghost ; and so past mar- 
lyr-like — 

Martyr l may not call liim — past — 
but whither t 

Paffci. To purgatory, man, to pur- 
gatory. 

Pcitrt. Nay, but, my Lord, he de- 
nied purgatory. 

PitgeL Why then to heaven, and 
God ha' mercy on liim. 

Howard. Paget, despite liU fearful 
licresitfi, 

1 loved the man, and needs must 
moan for him ; 

0 Cranmer 1 

I\tg€t. But your moan is uselcas 
now : 

Come out, my Lord, it is a world of 
fools. [JCxeuaL 

ACT V- 

SCENE L — r.K>vi>oN. Hall in thi 
Palace. 

Qi EEN, Silt NiciiaLAS Heath. 

flaath. Madam, 

1 do assure you, that it must be look'd 

to I 

Calais is but ill-garrisnn'd, in Gnisnes 

Are scart'e two humlri'd men, and Ihe 
Frt'ueh fleet 

Rule in the narrow seas. It must be 
lofik'tl lo. 

If war Fhonld fall between youraelf 
and France; 

Or you will lose your Calais. 
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U «haU be look’d to; 
1 wish yott a good luoruiug, good Sir 
Nidjolns : 

Here it the King. [Etil lleatlL 

Enirr Philip. 

Pittlip. Sir Me hoi at tells yoti true. 
And you must IcMik to Calftit when I go, 

J/ary. tio t mutt you go^ indeed — 
again — to soon ? 

Why, 11 it tu re ’a licensed vagaboiitl, the 
twallow, 

That might live always in the tun*t 
wiirm heart, 

Stays longer liere in our poor north 
than you: — 

Knows w lie re lie nested — ever comet 
again. 

Fiiiltp. Ami, Madam, so shall I. 

jl/oi-y. O, will you ? will you ? 
I am faint with fear that you will 
fome no more. 

Philip. Ay, ay; but many voices 
call nte hence. 

il/ary. Voices — I iiear unhappy 
rumors — nay, 

1 say not, 1 believe. What voices 
call you 

Dearer than mine that should be dear- 
est to you I 

Alas, my l^rord ! w'hat voices and how' 
many I 

Phiiip. Hie voices of Castile an<i 
Aragon, 

Granada, Kaples, Sicily, and Milan, — 
The voices of Franche-Comte, and the 
Netlierlands, 

The voices of Peru and Mexico, 
Tunis, and Oran, ami the Philippines, 
Ami ail the fair spicedslands of the 
ICast. 

Mar^ (admiri/iglif). You are the 
mightiest monarch upon earth, 
I but a little (^uecn: and, so indeed, 
Keed you the more. 

Philip. A little Queen! but when 
I came to wed your Majesty, Lord 
Howard, 

Sending an insolent shot that dash’d 
the seas 

Upon us, made us lower our kingly flag 
To yours of England. 


l/ary, Howard is all Kngtiih! 

There is no k ing, not w-ere he ten tiuHi 
king, 

Ten times our husband, but niutt 
tower his thig 

To that of Knglaud in the seat of 
England. 

Philip. Is that your answer? 

*\/#rry. Hciiig Queeu of EnglaM, 
1 have none other. 

Jitilip. So. 

J/ory. But wherefore noi 

Hcini the huge vessel of your state, 
my liege, 

Here by the side of her who loves you 
most ? 

IMip. No, Madam, no l a catidle la 
the sun 

Is ail hut smoke — a star beside the 
Tiioon 

U all but lost ; your people will nol 
crown ine^ 

your people are as cheerless as your 
clime ; 

Hate me and mine : witnest the brawlt, 
the gibbets. 

Here swings a Spaniard — there an 
Englishman ; 

The i>coplcB are unlike as their com- 
plexion : 

Yet Mfill 1 be your swallow and re- 
turn — 

Out now I cannot bide. 

Aftir*f. Not to help mef 

They hate me also for my love to you. 
My Philip ; and these judgments on 
the land^ 

Harvest less autumns, liorrihle agues, 
plague — ' 

Philip. The blood and sweat of 
heretics at the stake 
IsGoil’s lK“St dew upon the barren field. 
l?um more ! 

J/ory. I will, I will ; and you wiU 
"stay ? 

Philip. "Have 1 not said I ^fadatn, 
1 came to sue 

Your Council and yourself to declare 
war. 

Mar if. Sir, there arc many English 
in your ranks 
To help your battle. 
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Pkiiip, fur, pood* 1 Ray 

1 came lo »tie your Council uiitl your- 
S€df 

To declare war againet tlie King of 
France* 

Marif, Not to tee itie t 

Ay, Madam, tn ieo you* 

Unalterably and pveteringly fond ! 

[^UiWp, 

But, Boon or late you must have war 
with FrniK'L* ; 

King Henry wanim your traitors at 
his hearth* 

Carew ib there, and Tliomas BtafTord 
there. 

Courtenay, belike — 

A fool and featherheadl 

Philip, Ay, blit tliey use his name. 
In brief, this Henry 

Stirs up your land against you to the 
intent 

That you may toie your Englieh her- 
itage* 

And III e 11, your Scottisli namciake 
luarrying 

The Dauphin, lie would weld France, 
England, Scotland, 

Into one sword to hack at Spain and 
me, 

A/Vrry, And yet the Pope is now 
col leagued witli France; 

You make your wars tipun bitn down 
in Italy : — 

Philip, can that be well ? 

I^ihp. Content yon, Madam ; 

You nmst abide my judgment, and 
my fatiier's, 

Who deems it a most Just and holy 
war. 

The l^ope would cast the Spaniard 
out of Naples: 

He calls us worse than Jews, Moors, 
Saracens. 

The Pope has pushed hii horns be- 
yond his mitre — 

Beyond Ins pnivmce. Now, 

Duke Alva will but touch him on the 
horn St 

And he wiilidraw^s; and of bis holy 
head — 

For Alva is true son of the true 
chureb — 


No liair is harm'd. Will you not help 
me here ? 

Mary, Alas J the Council will not 
hear of war* 

They say your wart are not the wars 
of England* 

Tliey will not lay more taxes on a 
land 

So hunger-nipt and wretched; and 
you know 

The crown is poor* We have given 
the church-lands back : 

The nobles w onld not ; nay, they clapt 
their hands 

Upon their swonla when ask'd ; and 
therefore God 

Is hard ui>on tiie people. What's lo 
be done 1 

Sir, I will move them in your cause 
again. 

And wewill raise us loans ami subsidies 

Among the merchants ; and Sir 
Thomas Gresliain 

Will aid us. There is Antwerp and 
the Jews. 

rffilip. Madam, my tlmtiks. 

Jfory, And you w-Ul stay your 
going 1 

Philip. And further to discourago 
and lay tanie 

The plots of France, altho' you love 
her not. 

You must proclaim Elizabeth your 
iieir. 

She stands betw'Ci^n you and the 
Queen of Scots. 

Mary. The Queen of Scots at least 
u Catholic, 

l^iUip, Ay, Madam, Catholic; but 
1 will not have 

The King of France the King of Eng- 
land loo, 

Mary, But she's a heretic, and, 
when 1 am gone, 

Brings tho new learning back, 

l^tilip. It nmst be ilune* 

You must proclaim Eliza be tli your 
heir. 

Mary. Then it is done; but you will 
stay your going 

Somewhat beyond your settled pur 
pose I 
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FliiUp. No 1 

Mafif. What, not one flay f 
J^hiltp. You beat upon the rock, 
3/firy- And i am broken there. 
liiiiijK Id this a pjace 

To wail m, MaiUra ^ what I a public 
hnll. 

Go in, I pray you. 

3i«ry. not acem bo changed. 

Say go; but only way it lovingly. 
p/ii7ip. You do nridtake. 1 am not 
one to change. 

I never loved you more, 

3/flry. hire, I obey you. 

Come quickly. 

jMip, Ay. Mary, 

Enter CoL'NT m: FKniA. 

Frrtn {attdej, -rhe Queen in tears r 
Pfitiip. Feria ! 

HaBt thou not marked — come closer 
to mine ear — 

II ow doubly aged tlds Queen of ours 

hath grown 

Since she lost hope of bearing ua a 
child ? 

Frria. Sire, if your Grace hath 
nmrkM it, so have I. 

Philt)K Hast ihou not likewise 
mark’d Klixabeih, 

How fair and royal — like a Queen, 
indeed ? 

Allow me the same answer 
ns Wfore-- 

That if your Grace bath markM her, 
BO have 1, 

pkiiip. Good, now; methinkfi nvy 
Queen is like enough 

To leave me by and by. 

To leave you, sire T 
Phifip. I mean not like to live, 
Eli^bc th — 

To Philibert of Savoy, as you know, 

We meant to wed her ; but 1 am not 
sure 

She will not serve me better — so my 
Qmt'n 

Would leave me — as — my wife. 
JVWu, Sire, even «o. 

PftiVin. She will not have Prince 
Philibert of Savoy. 


Frria, Ko, sire. 

1 have to pray you, 
some ofUl time, 

To sound the Princess carelessly on 
tliis ; 

Xot ns from me, but rs j'our plianiasy : 

And tell me bow she takes il. 

Ftriti. I will. 

I am not certain but that 
Phililiert 

Shall be the man; and I shall urge 
liis suit 

rpon the Queen, because I am not 
certain : 

Yon nndtrrstand, Feria. 

FriiU J^ire, I do, 

/*AfVi>, Anil if you be not secret 
in this matter, 

Yoti umlerstand me there, too ^ 

Feria* Sire, I do. 

You must- be sweet and 
supple, like a Frenchman, 

She is nfine of those wlio loathe the 
boncycomb. [AWt Feria. 

RK2f AK1>. 

EffTturd* My liege, I bring you 
goodly tidIngB. 

Philip* Well ? 

Eetuird* There wili be war with 
France, at last, my liege ; 

Sir Thom as Stafford, a bulbheaded 
ass, 

Sailing from France, with thirty Eng- 
lishmen, 

Hath taken Scarboro* Castle, north of 
York ; 

Proclaims himself protector, and af- 
firms 

The Queen has forfeited her right lo 
reign 

By marriage with an alien*— other 
things 

Ab Idle ; a weak Wyatt ! Tittle doubt 

This bu/z will booh be silenced; but 
the Couui-il 

(I have talk'd with some already) are 
for war. 

Tills the fifth conspiracy hatch'd in 
France ; 

They show their teeth upon it ; and 
1 your Grace, 
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So you Will take advice of mine, 
should aiay 

Vet for Awliik^, to ahape and guide the 
event. 

FhiHiK Good! Henard, 1 will stay 
tlten. 

Jlrmird. Also, a ire, 

Might 1 not aay — to pleuac your wife, 
the Quwn t 

iHiiHp. Ay, Henard, if you care to 
put it ao. {^ExtmL 

SCENE II. — A Kooji IX the 

Pa LACK. 

Mary, fitting: a rose in her Hand, 

Lady Cla iii^xcE. Alic£ m the back- 

fffound. 

jl/flry. T^ok \ 1 liave play'd with 
this poor rose-so long 
I have broken nf! tlie head. 

Ladg Ciitrtnce. Your Grace Imtli 
been 

More mcrtlful to many a reljel lieacl 
Tlmt aliould have fallen, and may rise 
again. 

J/ery. There were not many hdng'd 
for Wyatt's rising-. 

Ladg C/rtfencs, Nay, not two hun- 
dred. 

Mtirg. I could weep for them 

And her, and mine own self and all 
the world. 

Ladjf dartnct. For her ! for wham, 
your Grace I 

^ter UaHKR. 

U$hef, The CardinaL 
En ter C a It tn X a l Pole . ( M a u t ri wj. J 

Marg. Heginatd Pole, what news 
hath plagued thy heart ? 

What makeH thy favor like the blood- 
less head 

Fall'n on the block, aud held up by 
the hair! 

Philip ! — 

7Ve. No, Philip la as warm in life 
As ever. 

d/ary* Ay, and then as cold as 
ever. 

Is Calais taken ! 
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Pole. Couf in, there hath chanced 
A sharper Imnn to England and to 
Home, 

Than Calais taken. Julius the Third 
Was ever just, and mi Id, and fatlier- 
tike; 

But this new Pope CaraCia, Paul the 
Kfinrth, 

Not only n^ft me of that legnteship 
Which Julius gave me, and the legate- 
ship 

Annex'd to Canterbury — nay, but 
worse — 

And yet I must obey the Holy Father, 
And so Til list you, good cousin ; — 
worse tlian all, 

A passing bell toll’d in a dying ear — 
He hath cited me to Home, for Jieresy, 
Before his Inquisition. 

Mitrg, 1 knew it, couBin, 

But held from you all papers sent by 
Home, 

That you migUt rest among us, till 
the Po|)e, 

To compass which I wrote myself to 
Home, 

Reversi'd his doom, and that you 
might not seem 
To disobey his llolinesi. 

Pole, He iiates Philip ; 

He is all Italian, and be liaies the 
Sjiimlard i 

He eamiui dream that / advised the 
w'ar ; 

He strikes thro’ me at Philip and 
yourself. 

Nay, but 1 know it of old, he hates 
me too ; 

So brands me in the stare of Christen^ 
dom 
A heretic! 

Now, even now, when bow'd before 
my time. 

The house half-ruin'd ere the lease bo 
out ; 

When 1 should guide the Church in 
peace at home, 

After my twenty years of banishment, 
And all my Jlfelnng labor to uphold 
The primacy — a heretic* I^mg ago. 
When I was ruler in the pairimnny, 

1 was too lemeat to lUc Lutheran, 
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Anti I «iid Learnt.^ friends among our- 

Would freely canvass certain Lutlicr- 
aEusma, 

Wliai tlicn, hcknciv i was no Lutheran. 

A herelic 1 

lie drew this shaft against me to the 
head, 

When it was thought 1 might be 
chosen Vo[n}, 

But then withdrew it. In full con- 
sistory. 

When 1 was made Archbishop, he 
approved me. 

Ami how slmuld he have sent me 
l^^gatc hither, 

Deeming me lierctie I and what heresy 
since 1 

But he was evermore mine enemy, 

And hates the Spaniard — fiery-chol- 
eric, 

A drinker of black, strong, volcanic 
wines. 

That ever make him fierier, I, a 
heretic I 

Your High ness knows that in pursu- 
ing heresy 

1 have gone beyond your late Lord 
Chancellor, — 

lie cried Enough ! enougli 1 before 
his death* — 

Gone beyond I dm and nunc own nat- 
ural man 

(It was GodV cause) ; so far they call 
me now, 

The scourge and butcher of their Eng- 
lish church, 

Mur if. Have courage, your reward 
is Heaven Itself, 

Polt. They groan amen ; they 
swarm into the fire 

Like flies — for whatt no dogma, 
TJiey know noilnng; 

They bum for nothing, 

,l/ary. You have done your l>est. 
iVr, Have done my best, and as a 
faithful sun. 

That all day long hath wrought his 
father's work, 

When back he comes at evening hath 
tlie door 


Shut on him by the father whoin lie 
IovsmI, 

His early follies cast into his teeth, 

And the poor son turn'd out into the 
street 

To sleep, to die — 1 shall die of it, 
cousin, 

J/nry, 1 prny you be not so diacon* 
Bolate ; 

I still will do mine utmost with the 
I'oiw, 

Poor cousin ! 

Have not 1 been the fast friend of 
your life 

Since niine bc^gan, and it was thought 
we two 

flight make one flesh, and cleave 
unto each other 

As man and wife 1 

i , A h, cousin, 1 remember 

How 1 would dandle you upon my 
knee 

At lisping-age. I watch'd you danc- 
ing once 

With your huge father ; he look'd the 
Great Harry, 

You but his cockboat; prettily you 
did if, 

And Jnmx-ently. No — we were not 
made 

One flesh in happiness, no happiness 
here ; 

But now we are made one flesh in 
misery ; 

Our bridemaids are not lovely — Dis- 
appointment, 

Ingratitude, Injustice, Evil-tongue, 

Lii1>or*in-vain, 

,1/crry. Surely, not all In vain. 

Peace, cousin, peace I I am sad at 
bean myself, 

Pole, tlur altar is a mound of dead 
men's clay, 

Dtig from tile grave that yawns for 
us beyond ; 

And there is one Death stands behind 
the Groom, 

And tliere is one Death stands behind 
the Bride — 

Jlfury. Have you been looking at 
the Dance of Death “ I 
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Petit, No; but ibose libelloofl pftpere 
wlilch I fouiiit 

SlTCwti ill your {mLacc. Look you 
here — the I'oiie 

rolntbg at me with “ Pole, the here- 
ljc% 

llaou bast burnt other*, do tliou burn 
thVM^lfp 

Or I will bum Uuie;” and Ibia other; 
Fee! — * 

« We ptay eontinunlly for the ileaiU 

Of our aceuraed Queen and Cardinal 
Pole/* 

This last — i dare not read it her* 

[Amle, 

Mary, Away ! 

Why do you bring me these ! 

1 thought you knew me better* I 
never read, 

1 tear tlieni ; they eotue baek upon my 
dreams. 

The liands that write them should be 
burnt elean ofl 

As Cranmer’s, and the fiends that 
utter them 

Tongue-torn with pincers, lash*d to 
death, or lie 

Famishing in black cells, while fam- 
iili'd rats 

Eat them aJive» Why do they bring 
me these ! 

Do you mean to drive me madl 

1 had forgotten 

How these poor libels trouble you* 
Vour panlon, 

Bueet cousin, and farewell ! ** O bulj- 
ble world. 

Whose eolors in a moment break and 

ny 1 ** 

Wby, who said lliat ? I know not — 
true enough ! 

up tfit paprrg^ Ml btU the la ft, 
ichirh /aih. Exit Pole. 

Alice, If Cranmer*s spirit were a 
mucking one, 

And heard these two, there might be 
sport for him. [AMde, 

Marif, Clarenee, they hate me; 
even while 1 s|)eak 

There lurks a silent dagger, listening 

in lome dark closet, some long gal- 
lery, drawn. 
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And panting for my hlood as I go by 
Lady Clarence, Nay, ^ladam, tliere 
be loyal papers too. 

And 1 have often found them. 

Mary. Find me one I 

Lady Clarence, Ay, Madam; but 
Sir Nicholas Heath, the Chan- 
cellor, 

W’^ould see your Highness* 

Mary, Wlicrefore should I see 
him ^ 

Lady Clarence, Well, Madam, he 
may bring you news from 
Philip* 

Mary. So, Clarence, 

Lady Clarence, Ijct lue first put 
up your hair ; 

It tumblers all abroad* 

Mary,- And the gray dawn 

Of an old age that never will be mine 

la ail the clearer seen. No, no ; w Jjat 
matters 1 

Forioru 1 am, and let me look forlorn. 

AVer Sm Nicholas JlnATii* 
lhaih, 1 bring J'our Nlajesty such 
grievous news 

1 grieve to bring it. Madam, Calgls 
is taken* 

Mary, W ha 1 1 ra i tor spoke T Here, 
let my cousin I'ole 

Beixo him and burn iiim for a Lu- 
theran* 

Meath. Her Highness is unwelb I 
will rt'tire. 

Lady Clarence, Nfadam, your Chan- 
cellor, Sir NLcliolas Heatli* 

Mary, Sir Nicholas! 1 atn stunned 
— Nicholas Heath? 

>k> thou gilt some traitor smote me on 
the head* 

What said you, my good Lord, that 
our brave English 

Had sallied out from Calais and 
driven back 

The Frenchmen from their trenches t 
Meath. Alas I no. 

That gateway to the mainland over « 
which 

tlur flag hath floated for two hundred 
year* 

Is France again. 
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Mnr^. 8o j liiit it h not loat ^ 

Not yet. Send out: Jet England aa of 
old 

Kino lioultIcCf strike liarti and deep 
into 

Tlie proy they are rending from her 
— ay, and rend 

Tlte renders too. Send out, send out, 
and make 

Musters in all the counties ; gather 
nil 

From sixteen years to sixty i coilett 
the fleet ; 

Let every craft that carries sail and 
gun 

Steer toward Calais. Guisnes is not 
taken yet ? 

7/<-afA. GuiBnea is not taken yet. 
jt/ary. There Is yet hope, 

IS<ath, All, Madam, but your i>co- 
pie are so eold ; 

I do mueli fear that England will not 
care, 

Melhiitks there is no manhood left 
amniig us. 

3/ary, Send out; I am too weak to 
stir abroad \ 

Tell my nnnd to the Council — to the 
Parliament : 

Proclaim it to the winds. Thou art 
cold thyself 

To babble of their coldness. O would 
1 were 

My father for an hour ! Awnv now — 
Quick r [AViV Heath. 

I iio|>cd 1 had served God with all my 
might! 

It seems I have not. Ah! mutli 
heresy 

ShclterM in Calais. Saints, 1 have 
rebuilt 

Your shrines, set np your broken 
images ; 

Be eomfuriable to me. Suffer not 

Tliat my brief reign in England be 
defamed 

Thro^ all her angtj chronicles here- 
after 

By loss of Calais. Grant me Calais. 
Pliilip, 

We have made 'war uptm llio Holy 
Father 


All for your sake: what gf>od eeuld 
come of that ? 

Ladij CVfirraer, No, ^fadam, not 
against the Holy Pal her ; 

You did but help King Philip's war 

With France, \ 

Y'our troops were never down in Italy. 

J/ary. 1 am a by wonl, Hcri^ttc and 
relnd 

Point at m^ and niakc merry, Philip 
gone ! 

And Calais gone ! Time that I wcr« I 
gone tool ; ' 

/.fit/y Chrtacf, Nay, if the fetkj 
gutter bail a voice 

And cried I was not clean, wliat , 
shonht I care I i 

f)r you, for heretic cries! And I ' 
bedieve, 

Spite of your melancholy Sir Nirhola^^ 
Your England is as loyal ns mysidf, 

Mary {seeinythff paprr droftt % Pole), 
There! iherc t anollier paper I 
Said you not 

Many of these were loyal! Shall I t 
try A 

If this be one of such f 

iMdy eVorenw. f.et it lie, let it lie. | 
God pardon me ! I have never yet - 
found one. 

Mary [read*). Tour people hate 
you ns your husband ha tesy oil* 
Clarenee, Chi ri‘uce, what have I donct 
wJmt mn 

Beyond all gmce,all panlon ? Mother 
of God, ! 

■'rijou knowest woman never meant so 
well. 

And fared so U1 in this dT&astrotti^ 

norld. 

My people liatc me and desire my 
death. 

Lady Ofarrnet. No, Madam, no, 

3/ary* .\|y husband hates me, and 
desires my death. 

Zaefy eVormre, No, 3^fadiim ; these 
are libtds. 

3fary, 1 liato myself, and I desire,j 
my i!cath. 

Lady Chrrncet Tjojig live your 
Majesty! Shall Alice sing 
you 
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One of Uer pleasant songs? Alice, 

Tiiy cliilii. 

Bring us your lute (Aiice //ors). Tliej 
hity ilie gloom of Saul 
Was Ughteird by young Dnvid's barp. 

J/ory, Too y ouxig 1 

And never knew a ThiUp* 


Jte<t\ter Alice. 

Give me tlic lute. 


lie bates me! 




tlapIf^M doom of woiruui happy in betmth. 
Inpc! 

Bvauty jmMifii like a breath and love b kwt 
in loKthliif : 

Low, my Jule; »{>PAk Inw, my lute, but Buy 
the world b iioOiHiK' — 

Ijow, lute, low ! 


I^TC will hotrer round tlic (lowers when they 
Hmt Hwski^u; 

Ijovc will Hy tbu falk'ii kmf, utiJ not bo over- 
taken ; 

Low, my lulel oh low, my tulo! ivc fade and 
are fonwkon — 

Low, door lute, low I 


Take it away ! nut lew enough for me ! 

Atiix. Your Grace haih a low viiiee. 

A/ury. licjw dare you say it I 

Even ifor lliat he hates me- A low 
voice 

Lost in a wilderness wliere none can 
hear! 

A voice of sl» ip wreck on a shoreless 
seal 

A low viiiee from the dust and from 
the grave 

(Sitthitj Oil the fframd). There, am 1 
low enough now ? 

Goiid f^nl! how grim and 
ghastly' IfHiks her Grace, 

With bulb lo^r knei'S drawn upward to 
her chin- 

There was an old-world tomb beside 
my father's. 

And this was oiien'd, and the dead 
Wert* found 

Sitting, and in this fashion; she looks 
a corpse. 

£'rt/fr I- Any Maooalbx Dackes. 

Lad^ Afijfldnlen. Madam, the CoUUt 
de Feria wails wit hunt, 

Jn hopes to st^ your flighness. 


Littdy Chrenre (fmnlittg to Mary). 
Wait he must — 

Her trance again. 8he neither sees 
nor licarif. 

And may nut speak for hunrs. 

Lmi^ Afa*jdaieH. L nhappiest 

Of Queems and wives and women ! 

Afice (f« the /orttft^mtd with J-ady 
^liigdaleiL) And all along 
Of Philip. 

Lad^ Magdatrn, Not so loud ! Our 
Clarence there 

Sees ever such an aureole round the 
Queen, 

It gilds the greatest wronger of her 
peace, 

Who K lands the nearest to her, 

Afice. Ay, this Philip; 

I used to love the Queen with all my 
heart “ 

God help me, but methinks I love her 
less 

For such a dotage upon such a man. 

I would I were as tali and strong as 
you. 

Lfid^ Afit^dalen. I seem half-shamed 
at times to be so talk 

Alice* You are the stateliest deer in 
all the hen! — 

Be 5 ‘ond his aim — but I am small and 
sea iidaloiis. 

And Jove to hear bad tales of Philip- 

/jT</y Atotfdnffn, hy ? 

T never lienrd him utter worse of you 

Tlian that you were low siatured. 

Aiict* Does lie think 

Low stature is low nature, or all worn* 
en*» 

Low as ids own ? 

Lfidtt Affifjdahn* Til ere you strike 
In the nail. 

This coarseness is a want of phantasy. 

It is the low man thinks the woman 
low ; 

Sin Is too dull to see beyond himself. 

Ah, Magdalen, sin is bold as 
well ns dull- 

Ilow dared he 1 

Lfji/y Mft^dfdea* Stupid soldiers oft 
are lK>ld. 

Poor laib, tliey see not what the gert^ 
era I sees. 
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\ ridk Ilf utti«r ruin. 1 am not 
Ileyond tiis aini, or waa not* 

Aiict, Who 1 Xi>t jon ? 

Tolip tell me; aave my eredit willi 
myaelf* 

Lad^ Magihiitn, I never breathed 
It to a bird in the enveap 
Would not for all ilie atari and 
maiilen moon 

Our drooping Quwii should know I In 
Hampton Court 

Wy window look'd upon the corri- 
dor; 

And I was robing; — tliia poor throat 
of mine. 

Barer than 1 ahould wiah a man to acc 

itp — 

Wlien he we njieak of drove the win- 
dow hack, 

And, like a thief, puah'd in Ida royal 
hand ; 

But by tiodi providence a good stout 
aialT 

Lay near me ; and you know me 
strong of arm ; 

I do lieUevc I lamed hta Majesty'* 

For a ilay or two, tho% give the Devil 
his due, 

I never foimt! he bore me any spite. 

Aiica, 1 xvould slie could have wed- 
ded that poor youth. 

My Lon I of Duv un — light enough, 
(jod knows. 

And mlxt with Wyatt's rising — and 
tlie Imy 

Not out of him — but neither cold, 
coarse, cruel. 

And more tluin all^ — no f^paniard* 

L(id^ Ciurence. Not so loutb 

Lord Devon, girls! what are you 
whispering here I 

Alice. I'robing an old state-secret— 
how it chanced 

Tliat this young Earl was sent on 
foreign triivel, 

Not lost Ins head- 

Lad^*C/arcitre. There was no proof 
against him* 

Alice, Kay, Madam ; did not Gardi- 
ner intercept 

A letter which the Count de Koaillea 
vvroto 


To that dead traitor Wyatt, with fidl 
proof 

Of Courtenay's treason ? What be- 
came of that ? 

Lad^ Viarence, Some say that 
lianhner, out of love for liini. 

Burnt it, and some relate tltut it 
lost 

When Wyatt sack'd the Cliancelloi^! 
house ifi Siuthwark* 

Ix't dead tilings rest. 

jUice, Ay\ atid with him who died 

ALtine in Italy* 

L<id^i eVureace. Much changed, I 
bear, 

Had put off levity and put gravenesi 
on. 

The foreign court* report him in hii 
inanncr 

Noble as his young person and old 
slifeld* 

It might be BO — bui ail U over 
now; 

He cauglil a chill in the lagoons of 
Veiiice, 

And die 1 1 in Badua, 

Marff {looting up suddent^)^ Died 
in the true fakli ? 

L(td^ Ciurence. Ay, Madam, happily* 

J/ory* llappier he tlian I* 

Lad y *1/ n^dnien , 1 1 schema her 1 1 igh- 
ness hath awaken'd* Think you 

Thai I might dare to tell her that the 
Count — — 

3/ory* 1 will see no man hence for 
evermore, 

Saving my confessor and my cousin 
Ffjle* 

Lariif Maffdalen, It Is the Count de 
Feria, my dear lady. 

Mar if. What Count ? 

Lad^ Afa^dafea. Tlie ('mint de 
Feria, from his Majesty 

King I'liilip. 

Maro, Fhilip I quick ! loop up my 
nair I 

Throw cushions on that seat, and make 
it throne-Uke* 

Arrange my dress — the gorgeous 
Indian shawl 

Tliat Philip brought me in our happy 
days ! — 
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That covers alh So— am I somt what 

Br^e of the migfaiest sovereign upon 
eartlj 1 

had^ C/«renM, Ay, ao your Grace 
would bide a niDment yet. 

J/ory. No, no, he briiiga a letter. 
1 may die 

Before 1 read iL Let me sec him at 
once. 

Enitr Count ob Fkria (I-are/i). 

/eria, 1 trust your Grace is welL 
{A$id€\ flow lierliand bunts! 

Mattf. 1 am not well, but It will 
better me. 

Sir Count, to read the letter which 
you luring. 

Frrm, Madam, I bring no letter. 

3/firy. How ! no letter I 

/rrio. li is 1 i igl I ness is so ve x *d w i t h 
strange alfairs — 

J/ary . T hat his ow n w i f e is no affn i r 
of his. 

Ferier. Nay, Madam, nay 1 he sends 
his veriest lore* 

And says, he will ci>me quickly. 

J/ai-y. J)otli he, indeed ? 

You, sir, tlo you reBieniber wlmt you 
said' 

When last you came to England ? 

/Vrier. Madam, 1 brought 

My King's congratutatiuns ; it was 
Jujped 

Your Higlinoss was once more in happy 
state 

To give him an heir male. 

i/ury. Sir, you said more ; 

You said he would come quickly, I 
had horses 

On all the road from Dorer, day and 
night; 

On all tlie rciad from Harwich, night 
and day ; 

But the child came not, and the hut- 
hand came not ; 

And yet he will eome quickly. . , 
Thou hast learnt 

Tliy lesson, and 1 mine. There is no 
need 

For FhiJip go to shame himself again^ 

Return, 


And tell him that 1 knowheeomes no 
more. 

Tell liitn at last I know his love Is 
dead. 

And that 1 am in state to bring forth 
ih^aih — 

Tliou art com mission’d to Elizabeth, 

And not to mel 

/Vr/fl. Jlere compliments and 
wishes. 

But slmlt I take some message from 
your Grace ! 

Mary. Tell her to come and close 
my dying eyes. 

And wear my crown, and dance upon 
my grave. 

/ erm. Tlien I may say your Grace 
will see your sister ? 

Your Grace Is "too tow spirited. Air 
nnd suRshine. 

1 would we had you, Mndnm, in our 
warm Spain. 

You droop in your dim London, 

JAiry. Have him away ! 

I sicken of Ids rc'adiness. 

Lady CVorrwrc. My Lord County 

Her Highness is too ill for colloquy. 

AVriu (f lirf/s, and f /sscs her Arouf). 
1 wish her Highness belter. 
{Amde} How her hand burns! 

[Areiod. 


SCENE IlL— A House Near 

IXJNIKIN, 

Eliza oETTi, Steward of the Housb- 
MOLD, ATTENnASTS. 

Eihabeth. There's half an ongcl 
wrong'd in your Account ; 
Methinhs 1 am all angel, that 1 bear 

it 

Without more ruffling. Cast it o'er 
again. 

Steward. I were whole devil if 1 
wrong'd you, Mathiin. 

lExil Steward. 
Attendant. The Count de Feria from 
the King of Spain. 

ElizaltetL Ah 1 — let him enter. 
Kay, you need not go i 

I Ta her LatUoa. 
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Hc'Tiintn witliin tliL^ehaTii tier, but apfirt. TYivrc muftt Im* tAclic^ maujr with 

We'll have no private eonferenee^ like mitie^ H 

Welcome to England J Feria. Some few of Gothic b!oo4 9 

tiave goUteu halrf ■ 

But none like yourw. ■ 

" ' ’ Eih^bf-tk i am liuppy you approve 9 

Frrin. Fair SHinml starl it. H 

EltztiMu 1 shine ! Wliat else. Sir Ftria, Rut as to ViiiJip ami yeuf 1 

t!«unt ? Grace — e^msitier, — 1 

Ftriti. Aft far ns France, and into ' If aneli a one aa you aJiould mateli J 
Philip's heart. with Spain, 1 

My King wtiuld know if you be fairly What hinders hut that Spain and 1 
BC'rvcd, England join'd, \ 

And Imtg^'d, and tn.>ateTE Should make the niightiest enipin 

Elizfttif/L You see the lodging, air, earth has known, 

1 am welhHcrved, and am in everything Spain would Ih* England on her 

Most loyal and moat grateful to the and England 

Quitm* Mistress of the Indies^ 

Ftria. You should be grateful to ElkabetM, It may chance, tliat 

my master, too* England 

lie spake of this; and unto him you Will l>e the Mistretsof the Indies yet, 

owe Without the help of Spain* . 

That Mary hath acknowledged you F^ria* Imifossibte; 1 

lier Jieir* Except you put Spain down. <1 

Eiizulteth, No, not to her nor him ; Wide of the mark ev'n for a madman's p| 

hut to the tjcopie, dream. jj 

Who know my riglit, and love me, as Elizatieth. 1 Vrhaps ; luil we have Jl 

1 love seamen* Count de Ft^ria, 

The people 1 whom GchI aid! 1 take it that tlie King hath spoken, t 

Fetta. You will be Queen, to you ; , | 

And, were 1 Pbilip — But is Don Carlos such a goodly , j 

E/isitfir/A. Wherefore p*ausG you — match? n 

what? /Vria. Don Carlos, Madam, is hut 

Fena. Nay, but I speak from mine twelve years old, ij 

own self, not him ; AYfsoiwM, Ay, tell the King that I Ij 

Your royal sister eannot last ; your will muse upon it ; 

hand Ifc is my goml friend, and I would 

Will Ixj much coveted ! What a dtdi* keep him so ; 

cate oncl But — he would have me Catholic of 

Our Spanish ladies have none such — Home, 

ami there, And that 1 scarce can be ; and, sir, till 

AVere you In Spain, this tine fair gos* now 

saiiier gold — My sister's marriage, and my father's 

Like sun-gilt bn^at lungs on a frosty inarriiiges, 

dawn — Make me full fain to live and die a 

That hovers round your shouhler — maid. 

AY/£u6rfA. Is it so flue 1 But 1 am much beholden to your 

Troth, some lia%'C said so. King. 

Fer/a. — would be deemed a niira- Have ytm augbt else to tell me 1 

clc. Feria. Nothing, Madam, 

^ A'our Fbiiip hath gold Savo that metlioughi 1 gather'd from 

^ hair and golden beard; the Queen 
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That mould your Grace before 

she — iWvd. 

\ EiizaUth. GmlV death 1 nnd wlicity 

j fore Bjiake you not before T 

We dally miih our lazy moments here* 

And liera are nutiiber'd, llonses 
tbert% without 1 

I am much beholden to the King, your 
master. 

Why did you keep me prating? 
Horses, ihere ! 

[AVif KUzalieth, eic. 

Peria. So from a elear sky falls the 
thundurlKiU 1 

i| Don Carlos 1 Madam, if you marry 
Philip, 

Then I and he will snaffle your ” God's 
<teath/' 

And brake your paces in, and make 
you tame; 

1 God's clenlh, forsooth — you do not 
know King Philip* [Ajif* 

SCEKB IV, — T/O!rnoif. Befoui^ 

TiiK Palace, 

, 1 A %/if humhff K'ithm, Voices ^ 

mtjfd pa^inff. 

i^Vsf. Is not yon light in the 

1 Queen's chamber? 

1 Sfcwtd. Ay, 

Tlicy say she's dying, 
i PirMt. So is Cardinal Pole. 

May the great angels Join their wings, 
and make 

Down for their licada to hearcii 1 

iS'eceat?, Amen. Coinc on* 

[Axrvaf* 

Two Others. 

Pir$t. There's the Queen's liglit. 

1 I hear she cannot live* 

' 1 Sffond, God curmi her and her 

1 lA-gaiel Gardiner burntj 

Alrt'ady ; but to pay ihem full in kind, 

' The holiest liuUI in all the devil's den 

Were nut a sort of w inter ; sir, in 

1 Guernsey, 

1 watch’d a wimian burn; and in her 
agony 

Tlic mother eame ui»on her — a child 
was iMirn — 

And, sir, they hurl'd it back into the 
fire. 

That, being hut baptised in fire, tlie B 

babe 1 

Might be in fire for ever. Ah, good 1 
neighbor, 1 

There should be something fierier than B 

lire 1 

To yield them tlieir deserts. 

First. Amen to all. 

Your wish, and further, 

A Third I Wee, Dest-rlsl Amen lo 
whaL? Whose deserls 1 Yours 1 

You hare a gold ring tm yonr finger, 
and soft raiment ahuui your body; 
ami IS riot ihe woman up yonder sleep- 
ing after all she has done, in jH.‘ace and 
quietness, on a soft bed, in a closed 
room, with light, fire, idiysic, lemb 
ance ; and ! have seen the true men 
of Christ lying faniintMlead by scort‘8, 
and under no eeiling but the cloud tiiat 
wept on them, not for them* 

PiriU. Frieiiit, tliu' so late, it is not 
safe to preach. 

You had best go home* What are 
ycju t 

Third. Wlmt ami? One wdio crict 
continually with sweat and tears to 
the lAird God that it would please Him 
out of His infinite love to break down 
all kingsbip and queenship, ail pries t- 
hmai and prelacy; to cancel and 
ahoHsli all bonds of human allegiance, 
alt the magisiriicy, all Ihe nobk-a, and 
all the wealih_y ; and to send us again, 
aceonling to His pnmviB 0 ,the one King, 
the Christ, and nil things in common, 
ns in the day of the llrsi church, w hen 
Christ Jesus waa King. 

First. If everl Jieard a madman, 
— let's nway ! 

Why, you long-winded !^ir, you 

go beyoiiil me. 

I pride myself on being moderate* 
Good night 1 Go liome. Besides, you 
curse SO loud, 

The watch will hear you* Get you 
home at once* [A'xtuHf. 

i' 

1 
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SCENE V. — ^T^>m>on, a i?f 

TIIK i*ALAL‘E, 

A GtUftrif m one gi<ie. Efte monulig/it 
xtrraminff ihrmtfjh a ramfe ttindoivs 
on the u^U oppoitlo. \Iauy» J-^Aiiv 
CLAItENOE, L.41JY Ma^^I^ALEN 
l^ACbEii, Alice. Ql’ken /wci>i^ de 
Gaflt;rf, A icritinp4nido in Jront, 
QcKKSt co/rtM to iAe tubfe and u'rites 
ami goes again, jmcing tht iJalitrg, 

Ladg Chrrnre. Mmc (‘yea arc fliin : 

wUat \mth she writU^n ! read. 
Alice. ** [ am dying, FluUf}; eonie 
to mv” 

Ladg Magdaftn. Thero — up ntid 
down, poor lady, up and down. 
Alice. And how her slmdow eroiiaoa 
one by one 

The moonlight eaaenienta pattern'd on 
the wall, 

Following her like her aorrow. Site 
tunii again. 

fQiieen sits and writes, and goes again. 
LAidg Via eertre. Wlmt hath ahe 
writ If 11 now 1 

Alice. Notlilng ; but " come, come, 
cotiie," and ail awry, 

And blotted by lier tears. Thia can- 
not Inal. [iiiK^en returns. 

Marg. I wldatlo to the bird Jias 
broken cage, 

And nit in vain. [Sitting doien. 

Calais gone — CuiBnea gone, too — 
and CJdlip gone I 

Lad g Oiarenre, Dea r Mada m , ?b i 1 1 p 
is lint at the wars ; 

1 cannot iloubt but that he conies 
again * 

And he N with you in a measure stilL 

1 never look'd upon so fair a likeness 

As your great King in armor there, 
his hand 

Upon his helmet 

[Point ing to the portrait of Philip on 
tite wad. 

Marg. Doth he not look noble ? 

1 had heard of him in battle over 
seas. 

And 1 would have my warrior alt in 
amis. 


He said it was not courtly to stand 
h el me led 

Before the (Jueen. He had his grir 
etoUH iiiotiient, 

Altho' yutril not believe me. How 
he smiles 

As if he loved me yet I 

Ltuig Ciarence. And so he doca, 

Marg. He never loved me — tiay, 
lie could not love me. 

It vrm his father's l>olicy against 
France. 

I am eleven years older than he,^ 

Poor boy I [ W*ep$, 

Alice. That was a lusty boy of 
i wen ty-se V en i [A side, 

IVor enotigh in God's grace t 

Marg, — And all in vain! 

II le Queen of Scola ii married to tht 

Dauphin, 

And Charles, the lord of this low 
worbi, is gone \ 

And all his wars and wisdoms past 
away ; 

And ill a moment 1 shall follow 
him. 

Ladg Ciarenre. Kay, dearest I,ady, 
see your good pliysieinn. 

*l/ary. Drugs — but he knows they 
cannot help me — says 
Tliat rest is all — tcdls me 1 must not 
think ^ — 

That I must rest — I shall rest by and 
by. 

Catch the wildcat, cage him, and when 
he springa 

And maims himself against the ban, 
say ** resi^ r 

"hy, yon must kill him if you would 
have liim rest — 

Dead or alive you cannot make him 
happy. 

Ladg Ciattnte. Your Majesty baa 
lived so pure a life. 

And done such mighty things by Holy 
Churcdi, 

I trust that God will make you happy 
yet, 

Matg. What is the strange thing 
ha ppi ness f 8 i t down here r 
Tell mo thine happiest hour. 

Ladg Clarence. 1 will, if lhal 
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May make yotir Grace forget vourFclf 
ft lUtle. ^ 

There ruiifl a «(liatbw brook itcroKB nur 

md 

For twenty wliere the black 

crow Iliffi ttve^ 

And doth bo bound ond bnblite all the 

way 

As if itself were happy. It was May- 

lime, 

And I \%m walking with the man 1 
loved. 

I loved him, but I thought I was not 
loved. 

And both were silent, letting the wild 
briMik 

Speak for us — till ho stoop'd and 
gatherVI one 

From out aim! of lUkk forget-me-nots, 

Look'd lianl and s^veet at me, and 
gave it me. 

I took it, tin/ 1 did not know 1 took it, 

And put it in iny bosom, and all at 
ont^ 

I felt his arms aliout me, and liU lips — 
Jf<iry. U (iwl! J iiave bei'U too 
slack, too slack ; 

Tliere ure Hot tiofeijellers even among 
our guartls — 

Nobles we dared not toueh, \Vc Imvc 
but burnt 

TJje heretic priest, workmen, and 
ivomeu and child ixu. 

Wet, famine, ague, fever, storm, 
wrec k, wrntli, — 

Wcbftve so piny M the coward; but by 
Coda grace. 

We'll follow l^Ui lip's leading, and set 
up 

Tlie Holy Office here — garner the 
wheat. 

And bum the tares with unqucnehable 
fire ! 

Bum 1 — 

lie, what a savor! tell the cooks to 
close 

T'le doors of all the offices below, 

I>a timer! 

Sir, we are private with our women 
here — | 

Ever a r*tugl?, blunt, and un courtly 
fellow — 


Thou light a torch that never will go 
out 1 

Tis out — mine flame#. Women, the 
Holy Fa liter 

Has ta'en the legateshJp from our 
cousin role — 

VVa* that well tlone T and poor Pole 
pines of it. 

As I do, to the death, I nm but a 
woman, 

1 have no power. — Ah, weak and 
meek old man, 

Seven-foUl diilionor'd even in the 
sight 

OS thine own sectaries — No, no. Ko 
pardon ! — 

Why tlnit was false : there is the right 
hand still 

Beckons me lumee. 

15ir, you were burnt for heresy, not for 
treason, 

Kememlier that! 'twas I and Bonner 
did it, 

A nd Pole ; we are three to one — Have 
^^ou found mert-y there, 

Grant it me here r and see, he smiles 
and goes, 

Gentle as in life, 

Mice. Madam, who goes! King 

Phmp! 

J/ory, No, Philip comes and goes, 
but never goes. 

Women, when 1 am dead. 

Open my heart, and there you will 
flitd written 

Two names, Philip and Calais ; open 
his, — 

8o that he have one,— 

You will find Philip only, policy, pol- 
icy,— 

Ay, w'orse than that — not one hour 
true to me ! 

Foul maggots crawling in a fester'd 
vice ! 

Adulterous to the very heart of HelL 

Hast thou a knife 1 
Aiice. Ay, Madam, but o' God's 
mercy — 

Afar I/. Fool, think'et thou I would 
Iierii mine own sout 

By slaughter of the body $ I could 
not, girl. 


602 


()i/E£:y AfAEw 


Not way — ^ callous with a coiitiiant 

strijM?, 

U n wn u El d 11 bie . Tli e kii i fe I 

Atkf^^ Take heed, take lieed ! 

The blade es keen as demh. 

Martf. This Philip sliflll not 

Stare in upon me in niy lia^ipirduess ; 

Old, miserable, diseased. 

Incapable of children. Come tliou 
down. 

[Cif^s owl f/ilf piVlrire and thf&ws it dmrn. 

Lie there. (IlWs) t) God, I have 
kiird my riulip ! 

Alkc, No, 

MadaEii, you liave but cut the canvas 
out ; 

Wc can replace it. 

J/firy. All is well then; rest — 

1 will to rest ; he said, 1 must have 
rest. of** Elbutbcih ** in 

iht street. 

A cryl What's that! ElhEaheth I re- 
volt i 

A new North umber land, another 
Vt^yaiL 1 

ill fight it on the threshold of the 
grave. 

Lad^ Ciareace. Mndani, your royal 
slsier enrnes to see yon. 

J/ory. I will nut see her. 

Who knows if lioleyti*s dan gl iter be 
my sister i 

I will sec tione ex cc i>t I lie pr iest . Your 
arm, [7b Uid}" Clarence, 

O Saint of Aragon, with that sweet 
worn smile 

Among ihy patient wrinkles — Help 
me hence. 


infi c P Ft T n -it posw#. Enfrr E uz \ bktu 
and SiR William CectL. 

EiisabeiL Good coiinKel yours — 

No one in waiting! still. 

As if the eliaiuberhiiEi were Death 
. himself! 

Tjic rmnn she sleeps in^^ — is not this 
the way ? 

Ko, that way there arc voices. Am I 
too Uie I 

Cecil . . . tJod guide me lest I lose 
tire way. ElUabetb, 


Cecil. Many piiitiln weather'd, rnsny ] 
trerilouii ones, 

At last a lihrimr upims ■ hut Ihereitt I 
Nuuk ftaki — they need hue bteerinf ] 
— much it is 

To be nor mad, nur bigot^have t| 
mind — 

Nor let the Priests talk, or dream of | 
worlds to be, 

Miscolur tilings about her — sudden^ 
touches 

For him, or liim — sunk rocks; do 
paTisionatu fatih — . 

But^ — if let be^ — balance and com- 
promise ; 

Brave, wary, sane to the heart of her 
^ u 'fuilor 
SehooPd by the shadow of death — a 
Boleyii, tw, 

GlaEieing across the Tudor — not so 
well. 

Enter Alice, 

Ihm ts the good Queen now T 
Afke, Away f^m Philip, 

Back in her ehildhood — prattling to 
her mother 
f>f her U^tTotlml to the Emperor i 
Charles, 

And chilillike-jealous of him again — | 
and once 

She thank’d her father sweetly for hli 
bcMik 

Against that gmlless German^ Ab, 
ill rise days 

Were happy. It was never meny 
world 

In Englanrl, since the Bthle came 
among us. 

Cecil. And who say* that! 

Alice. It is a saying among the 
Cat holies. 

CtciL It never will he merry world 
in England, 

Till all men have their Bible, rich and 

poiir. 

Alice. The Queen ts ilying, or you 
dare not my it. 

A*nfer EjjxaHETIL 
Elizabeth. 1'hc Queen is deafl 
Cecil. d1ien here she s lands! iiyr 
homage. 
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Eiiiaheth. She know me, Und ac- 
knowledged me her heir. 

Pray'd me to pay her dehti, and keep 
the Faitli; 

Then claspt the crois, and pass'd 
away in peace. 

I left her )>Mng still and beautiful, 

Morel>eAutiful than in life. Why would 
you vQx yourself, 

Poor sister t Sir, 1 swear 1 have no 
heart 

To be your Queen. To reign Is rest- 
less fence, 

Tierce, quart, and trickery- Peace U 
with the dead. 

Her life was winter, for her spring 
was nipt; 

And she loved much : pray God she 
be forgiven. 

Cfeci7. Peace with the dead, who 
never wore at peace 1 


Yet the loved one so much — I needs 
must say — 

That never Engl isti monarch dying loft 
England so little. 

EifsnUtL But with Cecil's aid 
And Olliers, if our person be secured 
From traitor stabs — wo will make 
England great 

Enter Paoet, and ethfr Loans of tub 

Cot'XClL, SiA Haliui Baoeniiali., 

etc, 

Lorde. God save Elisabeth, the 
Queen of England ! 

Bagenhalf, God save the Crown I 
the Papacy is no more. 

(a^iae). Are we so sure of 
that 7 

Acclamatim, God save the Queen t 


HAROLD : 

A DRAMA. . 


To His Excellbsct 
THE RIGHT IION’. LORD EYTTON, 

t'kerog and GorerMrr.Gtnaral o//iufta. 

M* nun 1 .niin I.TTTOK. — oM-worW record*— *111* u lb« Itajrcux iapcitreul 

•k. dfltoo — Kdionl Krecmwi’i llUlory of the Kormon Conquret, ood vow 

fa®hc*r%i™ll«lori«?ltoiiuio<» irenltng of llte latii. tirow, tore •«*" '“!"'X 

Vonr Wtor JvdlcUd hi. « IlwoW «. »» tolher. tredK'.i^ton M 

to doaFcatti ray llarold'’ U> yourself. A* itA-a 


SHOW-DAY AT BATPLE ABBEY, 1876. 

A GARDK 7 ? bore — May lireath and bloom of epring — 
Tbe cuckoo yonder frtiui an EngUsh elm 
Crying with my false vm 1 overwhelm 
The native neat i '' and fancy bears the nng 
Of lianiess, and that deatbful arrow aingr 
And Saxon battleaxe clang on Korinnn belra. 

Here rose tlie dragon-banner of our realm i 
Here fought, here fell, cmr >;orinan sianderM king. 

U Garden blassoining out of Engllsii IjIcmkI 1 
O strange hate-befller Time 1 Wc stroll and atare 
Where might made right eight hundred years ago j 
Might, right 1 ay gooil, so all things make for good — 
But he and he, if soul be soul, are where 
Each stands full face with all he did below. 


DnAMATlS rB!tSOy.€, 

Kixo EnwAtir> the CoxFESswm. . , * r, 

Brio AN o, created Archhisliop af Caaferfeary fcy the Antij^pe orarmrf. 

Aldrbo, ArcAWirfo/. «/ York. , 'IHe N..bma> Bishop or Losdo*. 
Hamoliv, Earl of Wtutt, afltneardt kiwj of England 

TostIO, Earl pf Xorthumhria 

Guktii, Eud of Eml An^in p Goditltu 

Leofw'in, Etui &f Kent und Esst^ 

WuLFNOTIl 

C<rL'XT Wji.Lt AM OP NouMAXTjr. 

William Malet, a Xorman AWe.^ 

KiiWiN, ^ JIfrma "y-/- 

MonCATt, Earl of Norihmnhrta nfler Tosttg \ . , 

GameL, (t Northtimlfrian Thane. GuV, Cmtnt of Ponihitu. ^ 

Kolp, a PmUtleu Fisherman. ^ II t o it JIaihiot, a Xarman diaafc 

GaccjtJ fiitd Atuelbic, I Wns/em TlWt/iuia- ^ . 

The Queen, Edirttrd the Con/ets&ds It i/e, Danphter of Gmwm. 

AlowytII, Datitfhtrr of Alfyar and Widow of CiriJ^th, Ktnff of IIuIm. 
Eoitn, IKai-d of A'my Edward. 

Courtiers, Earls and Thanes, Men-at-Anns, Canons of Waltham, 
Fishermen, etc. 


William Rufits, 
I Sons of Alfyar of 


, , . pimim Komianaijs ci Anglus 

Ouuijiater UeraldL ( (if uy qf A mieai* SST.) 
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ACTL 

SCENE L — Ijonijoh. The King's 

l*AtACE, 

(A comet tern tltrou^h the open window,} 

ALmvVTit, GaheLp CtiLTUTiEEi tolling 
together, 

first Courtier, ! thi?rc Once more 
— ihm k the itveiith niglil! 
You grimly-glaring, la*ble-brau dish'd 
scourge 
Of England! 

Second Cwurtkr* irorrilile! 

First Courtier, Look you, there'a 
a star 

Tliai dances in it as mnd witli agony ] 

Third Courtier. Ay, like a i|unt in 
Hell who ski[is and flics 
To right and left, and cjinnot scape 
the name. 

Second Courtier, Steam'd upward 
from the undesccudable 
Abysm. 

First Court ier. Or floated down* 
ward from the throne 
Of GckI Almighty. 

AtdwgtL Gnmel, son of Orm, 

'VVhai thinkest thou this means? 

Camel, VVnr, my di-ar lady ! 

Aidwgth, Doth this affright thet-T 

CameL Xlightily , my dear lady I 

Aldw^ik Stand by me tlien, and 
look upon my face, 

Kot on tlic eoinet. 


{Enlcr MoRCAn.y 

Hrolh€»r \ why so pule ? 

Aforerrr, ft glares in hcavi-n, it 
Hares upon the Thana's, 

The people arc as iJiick ai^ hee« l>elow, 

They hum like liee«, — they cannot 
sjK'nk — for awe ; 

Look to the skies, then to the river, 
strike 

Their hearts, and hold their bahies np 
to it. 

I think that they would Molochize 
them too, 

To haTo the hearens clear. 


AfdwytL They fright not me. 

(^a^sr LEorwix, afier him Gcrtil) 

Ask thou Lord JA^ofwin what he 
thinks of thial 

Aforcur, IashI l.*eofwin, dost thou 
believe, tiiai these 

Three rods of btood^red fire up yon- 
der mean 

The doom of England and the wrath 
of Heaven? 

HisJiOp of Ijondon {passing}. Did ye 
not cast witli 1>esi[al violence 

Our lioly Norman bishops dow n from 
alt 

llieir thrones in England I I alone 
reniiiin. 

Why should not Heaven l»e WToSh ? 

With us» or thee? 

Hi shop of Condon. Did ye not out* 
law’ your archbishop HoWt, 

no]>crtof Jumk^ges — well-nigh mur- 
der him too? 

I* there no reason for the wrath of 
Heaven t 

Leofurin, Why then the wrath of 
Heaven hath three tails, 

Tlie devil only one. 

[AVff Bishop of lA>ndon. 

{J^nfrr ARCitnmnor Stigani>.) 

Ask our Archbishop. 

Strgand ahnuld know the purposes of 
Heaven. 

Stigand. Not 1. 1 cannot read the 
face of licaven ; 

Perhaps our vines w ill grow the better 
for it. 

Leo/trin (hnghinq). He Can hut rend 
the king's face on his coins. 

Stigtmd. Ay, ay, young lord, iftcre 
the king^ face is junver. 

Cufth. (I father, mock not at a 
public fear. 

But tell us, is this pendent hell in 
heaven 

A harm to England T 

StitfiinrL Ask it of King Edwartl ! 

And he may tell thee, 7 am a harm to 
England. 

Old uneunoiiical Stigand — ask of me 
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HAROLD, 


Who Had my paUium from an Anti- 
pope I 

Kot lie the man — for in our wlmly 
world 

Wliat’s up ii faith, wliat’i down is 
heresy. 

Our friends, the Normans, help to 
shake ins chair. 

I haTc a Norman fever on me, son, 

And cannot answer sanely . * . What 


it means I 

Ask our broad Earh 

IPmdingto Harold, who enUm 
Harold (seriasT Gamed), Hail, Ga- 
me!, son of Orin 1 

Albeit no rolling stone, my good friend 
Gnniel, 

Thou hast roundeil since we met. 
Thy life at Ivome 

la easier than mine here. Look I am 
1 not 


Work man, flesh-fallen T 

Gatnel. Art thou tick, good 
Earl ! 

Harold, Sick as an autumn swal- 
low for a voyage. 

Sick for an idle week of hawk and 
, hound 

Beyond the seas — a change ! When 
earnest tlmu liither 1 
GamA, To-day, good Earl, 

Harold. Is the North quiet, Gamel ? 
GamtL Nay, there be murmurs, for 
thy hrtilher breaks us 

With over taxing— quiet, ny,as yet — 

Nothing as yet, 

Harold. Stand by him, mine old 
friend, 

Tliou art a great voice in Northum- 
berland I 

Advise him: speak lum sweetly, he 


will hear thee. 

He U paesionate but honest. Stand 
ihou by him ! 

More talk of this to-morrow, if you 
weird sign 

Not blast us in our dreams. — VVell, 
father Stignnd 

[7b St i gaud, trAo ado finer m to mm. 

Siigand {ttointinff to the eowirO- 

there, my son 1 U that the doom 
of England! 


Hardd, Why not the doom of all 
the world as well 1 

For all the world sees It as well as 
England, 

These meteors came and went before 
our day, 

Not harming any : it threatens us no 
more 

Than French or Norman, War ? the 
worst that follows 

Things that seem’d jerk'd out of tha 
common rut 

Of Nature is the hot religious fool. 

Who, seidng war in heaven, for 
heaven’s credit 

Makes it on earth : but look, where 
Edwiinl draws 

A faint foot hither, leaning upon Tot- 
tig. _ 

He hath learnt to love our Tostig 
much of late. 

Leofwin. And he hath learnt, de- 
spite the tiger in him, 

To sleek and supple himself to the 
king’s hand. 

CartL I trust the kingly touch 
that cures the evil 

May serve to charm the tiger out of 
kitU‘ , * * 

Leo/wim He hath aa much of cal 
* as tiger in him. 

Our Tostig loves tlie hand and not 
the man. 

Harold, Nay ! Better die than he I 


Enter Kiico, Qi:ee!i, oad Tostio, 
Ediettrd, In heaven signs 1 

Signs upon earth \ signs everywhere! 
vour lYiests 

Gross, worldly, rimonlacal, unlearn dl 

Tliey scarce can read their I'saltcr; 
and your churches 

Uncouth, unhandsome, while in Noi^ 


man land 

God speaks tliro' abler voices, as He 
dwells 

In itatelier shrines. 1 say not tins, 
as being 

Half Normandilooded, nor as some 
have held* 

Because I love the Norman bettar** 
no, 
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But dreading Goil’» rerenge upon this 
realm 

For imrruwness and coldness ; and I 
say il 

For the lost time perchance, before 1 

IfU 

To find the sweet refresiiment of the 
Saints. 

1 Imre lived a life of utter purity: 

1 have biiildecl the great church of 
Holy Peter: 

1 have wrought miraclea — to God 
the glory — 

And miracles will in my name be 
wrought 

Hereafter* — 1 have fought Uie fight 
and go — 

I see the Hushing of the gates of 
pearl — 

And it is well with me, tlio* some of 
you 

Have scornM me ^ — ay — but after 1 
am gone 

Woe, woe to England 1 I Imvc had a 
vision ; 

Tlie seven sleepers in the cave at 
Ephesus 

Have turn’d from right to left. 

llarM, My n»o«t dear blaster, 

What matters ? let them turn from 
left to right 

And sleep again. 

7W#^. 'i'oo Imrdy w ith thy king ! 

A Life of prayer and fasting well may 
see 

Deeper into the myateries of heaven 

Tiian thou, gmuf hrolher. 

Ald^^ih Sees he into Ihine, 

That thou wimlilst have his promise 
for the erown T 

Edicat tL Tostig says true ; tuy sou, 
thou art too hard, 

Kol stagger’d hy tins ominous eartli 
and heaven ; 

But heaven and earth are threads of 
the same lotmi, 

Play into one another, and weave the 
web 

Tliat may confound thee yet 

IfarM. I'Jay, 1 trust not. 

For 1 have served thee long and 
honestly. 


Edward. I know it, son ; I am not 
iliankless : thon 

Hast broken all my ftK^s, lighten’d for 
me 

Tlie weight of this poor crown, ami 
left me time 

And peace for prayer to gain a better 
one. 

Twelve years of service I England 
loves thee for It. 

Thou art tlie man to rule her! 

Aldw^ih So, not Tostigl 

ifarcJrf. And after those twelve 
years a boon, my king, 

Respite, a Imliday; thyself wast 
wont 

To love the chase: thy leave to set 
my feet 

On boartl, and hunt and hawk beyond 
the seas 1 

Edward. What with this Haniiiig 
horror overhead t 

Ifarofd. Well, when it pauses then. 

Edwards Ay, if il pass. 

Go not to Normandy — go not to Nor- 
mandy. 

Harold. And wherefore not, my 
king, to Normandy ! 

Is not my brother WuLTnotli hostage 
there 

For my dead father's loyalty to thee f 

1 pray thee, let me lu nce and bring 
him home. 

Edward. Not thee, my ion; some 
other messenger. 

Ifaroid. And xviiy not me, niy lord, 
to Normauity ? 

Is not the Norman Count thy friend 
and mine I 

Edward. 1 pray thee, do not go to 
Normandy. 

Harold. Because my father drove 
the Normans out 

Of England! — That was many a 
fmnuner gone — 

Forgotten and forgiven by them and 
thi>e. 

Edward. Ilnrohi, I will not yield 
thee leave to go. 

Harold. Why then to Flanders. 1 
will hawk and hunt 

In Flanders. 


HAROLD. 


60 S 


Ed^td. Tic tlicro not fiiir woods 
and Ikdds 

In England 1 Wilful, vTilfnL Go — 
lUe Saints 

I'ilot and prosj^cr all thy wamkring 
out 

And lujitieward. Tost I g, I nm faint 
again* 

Son Ilaroltl, I will In and pray for 
tUce* 

Tostig, mid /o/* 
ktr^d Stigand, Moroar, and 
Courtiers* 

Harold, wiiat lies Upon the uiiiid of 
our gofjd king 

That he should harp this way on 
Nurnnmdy 7 

Qutfn. llrollier, tlic king I* wiser 
than he seems ; 

And 'lostig kriows it ; Tostig love# 
the king* 

liaroltL A nd lo ve slioul d kno w ; a n d 
— be the king so wise,” 

Tlien Tostig too were wiser than he 
seems. 

1 love the man but not hm phantasies* 

{ Itr-entfr Tostig*) 

Weil, Ijrotlier, 

When ilidst then hear from thy 
Northumbria? 

Tostitf. When did I hear aught but 
this “ U'^Arn " frnrn thee ? 

Leave me alone* brother, with my 
North uni hria : 

She Is my mi litres®, let wi« look lo her I 

Tlie King batli made me Earl ; nxake 
me not fool ! 

Nor make the King a foot, who made 
me Earl ! 

Harold. No* Tostig — lest I make 
myself a fool 

Who made the King wlio made tliee, 
make thee Earl* 

Ttndif/. Wiiy chafe me then 1 Thou 
knowoBC 1 soon go wild* 

Ourth. Come* eome ! as yet thou art 
not gone so wild 

But thou canal liear the best and 
wisest of us* 

Harold. So says old Garth, not 1 : 
yet heari thine earldooi. 


Tostig, hath been a kingdom* Their ] 
olil crown I 

Ts yet a force among ihem, a sun I 
set 

But leaving light enough for AlfgnrV 
house 

To strike thee down hy — nay, this 
gi lastly glare 

May heat their fancies* 

Imitff. My most worthy hrother, 

Tliou art the quietest man in all the 
world — 

Ay, ay and wise in peace and great in 
w*ar — 

Pray God the people choose thee for 
their king! 

But all the power# of tlie house of 
Godwin 

Are not enframed in tliee* 
iitirofd. Tiiank the .^rnts, no ! 

But thou hast drain'd them shallow 
by thy toils. 

And thou art ever here about the 
King; 

Thine ahsence well may seem a want 
of care* 

Cling to their love ; for, now the sons 
of Godwin 

Sit topmost in the field of England, 
envy, 

Like the rough tiear licneath the tree, 
gtfod brother. 

Waits till the man let go. 

TMttff. Goml connsel truly! 

f licaril from my Northumbria jester* 
day* 

Harold. How goe* it then with thy 
N orth nm bria ? We 1 1 7 
Tostiff. And wouldst thou that it 
went aught I'lse than well ? 
Harold. I would it went as well as 
with mine earldom, 

I^*ofwiu*s and Gurtli's, 

Tv 4 ti*f. Ve govc^m milder men 
Car/k. Wc have made them milder 
by just government* 

Toslitj. Ay, ever give yourselves 
your own gooil wonJ. 

Lvafwin. An honest gift, by all the 
Saint 9, if giver 

And laker bo but honest ! but they 
bribe 
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Each olheri atMl *o an honest 

wcjrEJ 

WiSl not believe them* 

I/art^d. I nifiy tell thee, Toetlg, 

I heard from thy Northuntberlnud 
ttMiny. 

Toattg, From spies of thine to spy 
niy nakednesi 
In my poor North J 

HtirM. There is a movement there, 
A blind one — nothiti|f yet 

Tost iff. Crush it at once 

With all the power I have! — 1 must 
— IwiUI — 

Crush it lialfdiorn 1 Fool still I or 
wisdom there, 

Mv wise head-ihalcing Harold t 
ffaroid, >iake not lliou 

The nothing eomellnng. Wisdom 
when in power 

And wisest, sliould not frown aa 
Tower, hut Biiiile 

As k Inti ucas, watching all, till the true 
mast 

Shall make her strike os Power: but 
when to strike — 

O Tostig, O dear brother— If they 
prance. 

Rein in, not lash them, lest they rear 
and run, 

And break both neck and axle* 

'Tost Iff. Good again I 

Good counsel tho’ scarce needed. Pour 
not water 

In the full vessel running out at 
top 

To swamp the house* 

L^o/tem. Nor thou be a wild thing 
Out of tlie waste, to turn and bite the 
hand 

Would help thee from the trap* 

Tmtiff. Thou playest in tune* 

Lto/win. To the deaf adder thee, 
that wilt not dance 
However wisely eharin’d. 

7ostiff. No more, no more I 

CwrfA. I likewise cry “no more**' 
Uiiwliolesome talk 

For Goilwin's house 1 Lcofwin, tliou 
I l ast a tongue I 

Tostig, thou Inok'et as thou would si 
spring upon him* 


St* Olaf, not while I am by ! Come, 
come. 

Join hands* let brethren dwell in unity ; 
[^^t kith and kin stand close as our 
shielibwall. 

Who breaks us then ? I sivy, thou hast 


a longue* 

And Tostig is not stout enough to bear 
it* 

Vc% liini not, 1 ^ 0 twin. 

Tostiff. No* I am not vext, — 

Alllio* ye seek to vex me* one and all* 

1 have to make report of my good 
earldom 

To the good ki?ig who gave it — not 
to you — 

Not nn v of you* — I am not vext at all* 
Ilaroiii. The king? the king> ever 
at his prayers ; 

In all that handles matter of the 
state 


I nm the king* 

Tostig. That shall thou never bo 
If 1 can thwart tbeo. 

liaroid. Brother, brother! 
Ttaiiff, Awayl 

[Erk Tostig. 
t^uefii* Spite of tht* grisly star yo 
three must gall 
Poor Tostig. 

Leofttin. Tostig, sister, galls him- 

self ; * , t * 

He caimol smell a rose but pricks his 


nose 

Against the thorn, and rails against 
the rose. 

queea. 1 am the only rose of all tho 
stock 

That never thom'd him; Edward 
loves him. so 

Ye hate him* Harold always hated 
him. 

— how they fought when boys 
— and, Holy Mary! 

Ibiw Harold used to heat him ! 

Hiiroid. Why, boys will fight- 

Leofwin would often fight me, and I 
beat him. 

Even old Gurlh would fight* 1 had 
much ado 

To hold mine own against old Gurth, 
Old Gurlh* ^ 
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We fought like great states for grave 
eaitse \ but Tofitig — 

On a sudden — &i a suiuetliing — for a 
nothing — 

The boy would Ust me hard, and when 
we fouglit 

1 conquer'd, and he loved me none tlte 
less, 

Till thou wouldtt get him all apart, 
and tell him 

That where he was hut worsted, he 
was wrong'd. 

Ah I thou hast taught the king to 
spoil him too ; 

Now tl le spf d 1 1 ch i Id s ways botli. Take 
heed, take heed ^ 

Thou art die Queen ; ye are hoy and 
girl no more : 

Side not with Tostig in any violence, 

Lest ihou be sideways guilty of the 
violence. 

Queen. Come fall not foul on me. 
1 leave thee, brotlier. 

UcirM. Nay, my good sister — 

Queen, liarold,Gurth,nad 
Leofwin. 

AldiPifth. Gamel, son of Orm, 

What tiiiiikest thou this means I 

to Ms comet, 

Gamel. War, tny dear lady. 

War, waste, plague, famine, all malig- 
nities. 

Aldwt/ik, it means the fall of Tos* 
tig from his earldom. 

GamcL That were too small a mat^ 
ter for a comet ! 

Aldte^tL It means the lifting of the 
house of Alfgar. 

Gantfl. Too small 1 a comet would 
not show for that ! 

Aldiv^th, Not small for thee, if thou 
canst compass it. 

frame/. Thy love! 

Aldwjfth, As much as I can 

give thee, man ; 

This Tostig IS, or like to lie, a tyrant; 

Stir up thy people ; oust him 1 

Garnet And thy love t 

A Idtc^th. A s muc h as tho u cans t bear. 

OamcL 1 can bear all, 

And not be giddy. 

Aidw^tht No more now ; to-iflorrow. 


scent: it. — THE Tm 

K info's lUlLSK NliAK IxiMMlJf. SlN* 

SBT. 

Edith, Mad for thy mate, passion- 
ate nightingale . • . 

I love thee for it — ay, but stay a mo- 
ment ; 

He can hut stay a moment i he U go- 
ing. 

1 fain would hear him coming! . . . 
near me . . near. 

Somewhere — To draw him nearer 
with a charm 

Like tliine to thine. 

Ixjve is come with a song and a smile. 

Welcome Love with a smile and a 
iong: 

r.*ove can stay hut a little while. 

Why cannot he stay f They caU Idm 
away ; 

Ye do him wrong, ye do him wrong ; 

Love will stay for a whole life long. 

Enter llAnoLD. 

Uaroid. The nightingales at Hav- 
en n g-i n-t 1 le-bo wer 

Sang out their loves so loud, that Ed- 
wanfs prayers 

Were deafen'd and he pray’d them 
dumb, and thus 

I dumb thee too, my wingless night- 
i n gale ! [ A7ssi tuf her, 

£if/iM. Thou art my music! VVould 
their wings were mine 

To follow thee to Flanders 1 Must 
tliou go f 

Harold, Not must, but will. It is 
but for rme moon. 

Edith, iHAjaving so many foes in 
Edwanrs hall 

To league against thy weal. The Ijidy 
Aldwyth 

Was lie re toHlay,and when she touch’d 
on thee, 

^he stammer'd in her hate ; 1 am sure 
she liates thee, 

Fants for thy blood. 

Huridd, Well, I have given her 
cause — 

1 fear no wamaii« 
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Edith. Hate not onfrwho felt 

Some pity for tliy hater I I am ]»ure 
Her iitoniiiig wanted sunlight, she so 
prill set! 

The convent and lone life — within 
tlie pale — 

Beyond the imsslon. Kay — she held 
with Kdward, 

M least met hough I she held with holy 
Edward, 

Tliat marriage was half sin* 

Harold. A lesson worth 

Finger and thumb ^ thus ( snaps his 
Jingtrs). A mi my answer to it — 
See here — an interwoven IJ and K ! 
Take thou this ring ; 1 wilt demand 
his ward 

From Edwar<l when I come again* 
Ay, would she ? 

Shetoshutupmy blossom in the dark ! 
Thou art my nun, ^by cloister in mine 
arms* 

Edith {taking the ring}. Yea, but 
Earl TosUg — 

Harold. That’s a truer fear 1 

For if the North take fire, 1 should bo 
back ; 

1 shall be, soon enough* 

Edith. Ay, but last night 

An evil dream that ever came and 
went — 

Harold. A gnat tliat veJit thy pil- 
low 1 Had I been by, 

I would liave spoird bia bom* My 
girl, w hat was ti I 

Edith. Uhl tliat thou wert not go* 
ing ! 

For so methought it waa our marriage- 
morn. 

And while we stood together, a dead 
man 

Kose from behind the altar, tore away 
My marriage ring, and rent my bridal 
veil ; 

And then I turn’d, and saw the church 
all Oil’d 

With deail men upriglit from Uieir 
graves, and all 

Tlie dead men made at thee to murder 
thee. 

But tliou didst hacL Uiy&eif against a 
pillar. 


And strike among them with thy bat- 
tle-axe — 

Tliere, what a dream I 

Harold. W ell, wxdl — a dream — 

no more ! 

Edith. Hid not Heaven speak to 
men in drenms of old 1 
Harold. Ay — well — of old, 1 
tell thee what, my child ; 

Thou hast misread this merry dream 
of thine, 

Taken the rifted pillars of the wood 
For smooth stone columns of the sane* 
luary. 

The shadowsof a hundred fat dead deer 
For dead men's ghosts* True, that the 
battle-aie 

Was out of place ; it should have been 
the liow. — 

Como, thou shall dream no more such 
dreams ; I swear it, 

By mine own eyes — and these two 
sapphires — these 

Tw in rubies, that areaniuletsagalnstall 
Tlie kisses of all kind of woiiiankind 
In Flanders, till the sea shall roll me 
back 

To tumble at thy feet. 

Edith. 'I hai would imt shame me. 
Bather than make me vaim The sea 
may roll 

Sand, shingle, shorc^wet^, not the liv* 
ing rock 

Which guards the land. 

Harold. Except it be a soft one, 
And undercaten to the fall. Mine 
amulet , , , 

This last . , , upon thine eyelids, to 
shut in 

A happier dream. Sleep, sleep, and 
thou shall see 

3Iy greyhounds fleeting like a l>eam 
of light. 

And hear my peregrine and her l>ells 
in heaven ; 

And other bells on earth, which yet 
arc heaven’s; 

Guess what they la?, 

Edith. He cannot guess w ho know s* 
Farewell, tiiy king* 

HarUd. Not yet, but then — my 
^ueen. [fTareaal, 
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Enitt Aldwttii yj'om iht fliichtt. 

Aidw^th. Tlie kist that charms 
thine oyctids into Bleep, 

Will hold mine waking* Hate him I 
I could lore him 

More, tenfold, than thia fearful child 
can do; 

Oriflfy tU 1 hated I why not hate the foe 

Of England? Griffyth when I saw 
him flee. 

Chased deerdike up liU moun tains, alt 
the hlood 

That should have only pulsed for Grif- 
fyth, beat 

Por his pursuer. 1 love him or tlilnk 
1 Love him. 

If he were King of England, I Ills queen, 

I might l>o sure of it. Nay, I do love 
him. — 

She must lie cloister'd somehow, lest 
the king 

Should yield Ids ward to Harold's wiLL 
What harm ? 

She hath hut hlood enough to live, not 
love. — 

When Harold goes and Tostig, shall 
I play 

The craftier Tostig with him ? fawn 
upon him ? 

Chime in witli alt ? ” O thou more 

saint than king ! " 

And thill were true enough. ** O 
blessed relics ! ” 

** O Holy FeterJ ” If he found me thus. 

Harold might hate me ; lie is broad 
and honest, 

Breathing an easy gladness ... not 
like Aldwyth . . . 

For which 1 strangely love him. 
Should not England 

Love Aldwyth, if slie stays the feuds 
that part 

The sons of Gorlwin from the sons of 
Alfgar 

By s uch a m a rry i n g ? Courage, noble 
Aldwyth i 

Let all thy people bless thee ! 

Our wild Tostig, 

Edward Iinth made him Eari ; he 
would be king: — 


'Tlie dog that inapt the shadow, drupt 
the l>one. — 

I trust he may do well, this Gamek 
whom 

I play utM>n, that he may play the note 
Whereat the dog sliatl howl and run, I 
and Harujd * 

Hear tlie king's music, all alone with i 
liim, 

rr^inounced ins heir of England. 

1 see the goal and half the way to it.— 
Teace* lover is our Harold for tha 
sake 

Of England's wholeness — ^ so — to 
shake the North > 

With earthquake and disruption — 
some iliviBtoii — 

Then fling mine own fair person in the 
gap 

A lacriflce to Harfild, a peace-offering, 

A scape-goat marriage — all the tins 
of tioth 

The houses on mine head — then a 
fair life 

And bless the Queen of England. 

Morcar {cominf^ front ihe ihickA}. Aft 
thou assured 

By this, tiiAi. Harold loves but Edith? 

Ahlwf/th. Morcar I 

Wliy creep’st thou like a llmoroui 
lies si of prey 

Out of the bush by night ? 

♦l/orrar. I follow’d thee, 

Aidw/fth. Follow my lead, and £ 
will make tliee earl. 

,1/orcur. What lead th^n t 
Aldfet/th. Thou simlt flash it secretly 
Among tlic good Northumbrian folk, 
that I — 

That Harold loves me— yea, and prei- 

enily , 

That I and Harold are bccpotli'd— and 

last — I 

PercliaiiL'C tlmt Harold wrongs me; 

tho’ I would not j 

That it should come to that. 

il/orcor. 1 will both flash 

And thunder for thee, j 

Aldte^rL 1 said “secretly j 

It is the flash that nmrden*, the poor ] 
: thunder 

[ Never harm’d head* 
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Movc&r, But thtitjflef imy bring 
down 

Tliitt which the flash both stricken, 

Jb>wn with Tnstigl 

Tiiat first of ntl. ^ And when dotJi 
linroUt go I 

Morrttr. Tcvniormw — first to iJos- 
Imin, then to Flanders. 

AfdieifiL Not to tome back tiJl 
Tofltig shall Imvc shown 

And rethlen'd with his iHjcjpk'a blood 
tlje ti-oth 

That fibnl! lie broken by us — yea, and 
thou 

Chaired in Ids platr^. Ooofl-night, and 
drx^am thy self 

TlicirHioseii KnrL Aldwyth. 

MorrriK FnH first, and after tlnil 

Who knows I may not da^aiu myself 
tbelr king ! 


ACT n. 

SCENE 1. — Sk^siioue. PoiTTniEU. 

Nioiit. 

II HOLD and AiM Men, trrcckfd* 

Harofd, Friends, in that Inst ndtos* 
f>l table plmige 

Our boat hatli hurst her ribs ; but ours 
are wdiole ; 

I have but bark'd my bands. 

Attrndant. I dug mine into 

^ly old fast friend tlie shore, and cLlng- 
iiig thus 

Fell tlie remorseless outdraugbt of the 
deeiJ 

Haul like a great strong fellow at my 

And tlien I rose and ran. The blast 
that came 

So suddenly hath fallen as suddenly — 

I'ut thou the comet and this blast to* 
get her — 

llarofd. l*ut thou tliyself and 
mot her* wit togetben 

Ik not a fool I 

(£afer Fishermen wtfA forrAss, lUliOLP 
^intj up fa oar of them, Uulf.J 
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WU ked «ea will-o'- the- wisp ! 
Wolf of the shore ! dog, with thy ly- 
ing lights 

Tliou bast Iwt ray'd u« on these rocks 
of thine ! 

liolf. Ay, but thou best as loud as 
the hiaek herTiiig-poiid behind tliee. 
We be llshermen ; 1 came to see after 
my nets. 

To drag us into them. 
Fishermen T devils ! 

Who, while ye fish for men with your 
false fires. 

Let the great Devil flttli for your own 
souls. 

lioif, Nay iben, we l>c liker tiio 
blessed A{K>stles; iftey were fkbers of 
men; Father Jean says. 

//ofWf/. I Imd liefer that the flali 
bad swailow'ed me. 

Like Jonah, than have known them 
were such devils. 

MTiiat's In he done 1 

r'/oA/s Men — apart trtfh them, 
riiditrman, UoLf, what fish did 
swallow Jonah ^ 

RA/. A whale 1 

FiAierman . Then a wh ale t o a w hel k 
we have swallowed tlie King of Eng- 
land. I saw him over there. Look 
Ihec, Kfdf, w hen I was clown in tho 
fever, sAe was down witli the hunger, 
and thou didst stand by her and give 
iier thy crabs, and set lier up again, 
till now^ by the imticnt Saints, she's 
as crabb'd as ever. 

/Mf, And rU give her my erabs 
again, wlien thou art dowm again. 

I thank thee, Hnlf. Bun 
thrm to Count Guy ; he is hanl at band. 
Tell him what hath crept into our 
creel, and he will fee thee as freely as 
be will w rench i hi s cmiJ an der’s ransom 
out of him — and why not ? for what 
right had he to get himself wrecked 
on another man's land t 

li<d/. Thou art the h urn an- heart ed- 
est, (^lirisiian-chariiiest of all crab- 
cutehers. Share and sharu alike ! 

{_EifL 

Ilafofd (fo Fislierman). Fellow, 
dost thou catch crabs 1 
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-A a few A!i I may in a 
wind, and teas ihaa 1 wauld in a calim 
Ay! 

UarM. I have a mind that thou 
filtall Caleb no more* 

/ViWwnia* Haw ? 

UiirdiL 1 have a niind to brain thee 
with mine axe. 

/'fWifrratin* Ay, dti, do, and our great 
Count-crab will make hb in]»pers nK*et 
in thine heart ; he'll sweat it out of 
thee, he*ll sweat it out of thee. Look, 
he's here ! He'll siK^ak for himself I 
Hold thine own, if thou canstJ 

Enter Gi:Tf Cot’NT of roNTniEU* 

liarM. Guy, Count of I’onthieu ? 

Harold, Earl of Wessex 1 

Jiatold. Thy vIMama with their 
lying lights have wreck'd us ! 

G »tf, A rt thou not Ea rl of W esse x ? 

Harold. Ill mine earldom 

A man may hang gold bracelets on a 
bus) I, 

And leave them fur a year, and com- 
ing Ijuck 

Find them again* 

Guy. 'i'liou art a mighty man 

In tbine own earldom 1 

// (trofd. Were s ue h m urtle rous I iars 
In Wessex — if I caught tliem, they 
should hang 

Cliff-gibU^U'd for sea-marks ; our sea- 
mew 

Winging their only wail 1 

Guy. Ay, hut my men 

Hold that the shipwreekt are aecursi-d 
of GchI ; — 

Wliat hinders me to hold with mine 
own men ? 

Ilandd. The CiiHstian manhood of 
the man who reigns i 

Cwy. Ay, rave thy w'orat, but in our 
oubliettes 

TIiou shall or rot or ransom* Hale 
him hence! 

f To one of hh A ttendn nls. 
Fly thou to William;’ tell him we have 
Haro id. 


SCENE IT. — BArEux* Palace. 

CoLXT William and William 
Malet. 

[ViUiam. We hold our Saxou wood- 
cock in the springe, 

But he U’^glns to dutier* As I think 

He wiis till lie host iu England when I 
went 

To visit Edward* 

Malet. Yea, and there, my lord, 

To make allowance for their rougher 
fashions, 

I found him ail a noble host should be. 

TPif/mwi* 'J'hou art his friend : tliou 
knowVt my claim on England 

Thro' Edward's promise; we have him 
In the toils* 

And it were wxdl, if tliou shouldst lei 
him feel, 

How dense a fold of danger nets him 
round. 

So that he bristle himself against mjr 
will* 

Mulet. What would I do, my lord, 
if 1 were you ? 

IViUium. VV'hat woiildst thou do ? 

Afalet My lord, he is thy guest 
Kay, by the splendor 
of God, no guest of mine. 

He came not to see me, iiad post mo 
by 

To hunt and hawk elsewhere, save for 
the fate 

Which liunied him when that urn 
Saxon blast, 

And bolts of thundor moulded in high 
heaven 

To serve the Ntirman purpose, drava 
and crack VI 

His boat on Ponthieu beach; where 
our friend Guy 

Had wrung his ransom from him by 
the rack, 

But that I slept between and pur- 
ehaseil him. 

Translating his captivity from Guy 

To mine own liearth at Bayeux, where 
he sits 

My ransum’d prisoner* 

JUuItL Well, if not with gold. 
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With golden deefls nnd iron itrokefl 
Itini hrniight 

Thy war with iiriitany to n goodlier 
clti«e 

Tlmn else had been, be paid Ills ran- 
som hack. 

WiUiattt. So that henceforth they 
are not like to league 

With Harold u gainst me. 

A TnafTelp how 

He from the liquid sands of Coesnon 

Haled thy shore-swallow'dp aruiorM 
Normans up 

To figlil for thee again ! 

U j7iia»*. Ferehance against 

Their saver, save thou save him from 
himstdf^ 

MaieL Hut 1 should let him home 
again, my lord. 

IFiT/fOJN, Simple 1 let fly the bird 
within the hand, 

To eatcli the bird again within the 
bush! 

Ko. 

Smooth thou my way, before he clash 
with me ; 

I want Ills voice in England for the 
crown, 

I want I hy voice with him to bring him 
round ; 

And being brave he must be subtly 
cow'd, 

And being truthful wrouglit upon to 
swear 

Vows that be dare not break. Eng- 
land our own 

Thro' Uarohrs help, he shall be my 
dear f riend 

As well as Ihlne, and thou thyself 
shaft have 

Large lortlsliip there of lands and ter- 
ritory. 

AfateL 1 knew thy purpose ; he and 
Wnlfnoih never 

Have met, except in public; shall 
they meet 

In private ! 1 have often talk'd with 

\V nlfnoth, 

And stulTM the hoy with fears that 
Iheae may act 

On Harold when they meet. 

irtV/iam, Then let them meet ! 


AialcL J can but love this noble, 
honest Harold. 

fFiYham, have him ' why not ! 
thine is a loving udlce, 

1 have commissLon’d thee to save tho 
man t 

Help the good ship, showing the 
sunken rock. 

Or he is wreckt for ever. 

Enter Wji.i 4 Aii Rufc®. 

William Ettfua. Father. 

IFiY/iaBi. Well, boy. 

H7//iam They have taken 

away the toy thou gavest me. 

The Norman knight. 

Witimm. Why, boy 1 

Wiiliam Eu/na. Uecause I broke 

The horse's leg — it was mine own to 
break ; 

1 like to have my toys, and break tbem 
too. 

William. Well, thou shalt have 
another Norman knight 1 

William liafua. And may 1 break 
his legs ? 

Witlia m . Y ea * — ge 1 1 bee gone 1 

IFiYimm Eu/ua. I’ll tell them 1 have 
had my way with thee. [Axit, 

MaUt. 1 never knew thee check thy 
will for ought 

Save for the prattling of thy lUtleones. 

William. Who shall be kings of 
England. 1 am heir 

Of England by the promise of lierking. 

Atalet. But there the great As- 
sembly chtuise their king, 

The choice of England is the voice of 
England. 

B V//oiit. 1 will be king of England 
by the laws. 

The choice, and voice of England. 

MalH. Con that lie t 

H'lYhuw. The voice of any people 
is the sword 

That guards them, or the sword that 
heats them down. 

Here comes the would-he what I will 
be , . . kingllke , , . 

Tho' scarce at ease; for, save our 
meshes break. 
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More ktngllke bo thnii like (o prove a 
king* 

{Enter 11 a not, n, mitsing^ rettk his e^es 
cm the ground.) 

Jle sees me not — and yet be dreams 
of me* 

Earl, wilt tbou fly my falcons this 
fair day ? 

They are of tl»e best, strong-wri iig‘d 
agaiiisi I lie wind. 

Jliirold {looking vp suddenlift hartny 
caught hut the Iasi tc^ref). Whicli 
way dot-^s It blow 1 
Williatn. Blowing for England* 
lia ? 

Not yet* Tbou hast not learnt thy 
quarters here. 

The winds so cross and jostle among 
these towers* 

IlarnUi. Count of the Konnans* 
limn bast mnsom'd us, 

MEttntaitfd,au:d enteriainVI us royally 1 
WiUiitm. And thou for .us liast 
fought as loyally* 

Which binds us frlendship-fait for 
ever! 

linridd. Good ! 

But lest we turn the scale of courtesy 

By too mueli pressuru on it* 1 would 
fain* 

Since thou has promised Wulfnolh 
home w-itb ns. 

Be home again with Wulfnoth. 

Wilih m. Stay — ns yet 

Thou bast hut teen how Norman 
hands can strike* 

But walk'd our Normtin field, scarce 
toudi'd or tasted 
, The splendor* of onr Court* 

Harold. I am in no moml; 

1 should be as the shadow of a eloud 

Crossing your light, 

}l7//raAi. Nay, rest a week or two* 

And we wjll fill tiiee full of Norman 
sun, 

And send thee baek among thine 
island inisU 

With laughter* 

HarM. Count* I thank thee, but 
had rather 


Breathe the free wind from off cnji 
Saxon downs, 

Tho' charged with all the wet of nil 
the west- 

Wdliom. Why if thou wilt* so- let It 
be — thou shall* 

That were a graceless liospitatity 

To chain the free guest to the banquet- 
boarti ; 

To-morrow we will ride with thee to 
llarfleur. 

And see thee shipt* and pray in thy 
behalf 

For happier homeward winds than 
that which crack'd 

Thy bark at i^gutldeu, — yet to us. In 
faith, 

A happy one — whereby we came to 
know 

Thy valor and thy value* noble earl 

Ay, and perchance a happy one for 
thee. 

Provided — f will go with thec to- 
morrow — 

Kay — but there be conditions, ea^ 
ones* 

So thou* fair friend, wilt take tliein 
easily. 

^Tafer Face, 

Pay<5* Jfy lord, there is a post from 
over sens 

With news for thee* [JEWf Page. 

HVf/jam* Come, Malet,lei us hear! 

[Erctial Count VVlIliam and MaLel* 

/far old. Conditions t What condb 
lions? pay him baek 

iiis ransom? **t!my ** — that were 
easy — nay — 

No money*lover he! What said the 
King? 

I pray ytm do not go to Normandy.^* 

And fate hath blown me liither, hound 
me tjjo 

With hitter obligation to the Counts 

Have I not fought it out I What did 
he mean f 

There toilged a gleaming grimness in 
Ids eyes, 

Gave his shorn smile the lie* The 
walls oppress me. 
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Anil yon Imgt: kctp that hindeiti Jialf 
the lies von, 

Frpe air 1 fret* tk Id ! 

oaf* ^ Jtan-at 
him. 

Haroid (fo lA* Man-al-anns). I need 
lliet* not* Why dost thou fol* 
low me? 

Man-fttHirm*. I liairo the Count'* 
comtimncii lu follow thee* 
HarM. What then ? Am 1 in dan- 
gep in this court t 

1 cannot tcH. I have 
the Count'* command** 

Harold. Stand out of earshot then, 
and keep me BtUl 
In eye* hot* 

J/an-at^rm«. Yea, Lord Harold. 

f iVithdratCi. 

Harold. And anuVl men 

Ever keep watch beside my chamber 
door. 

And if 1 walk within the lonely wood, 
There i» an arm'd man ever glide* be* 
hind I 

(Enttr Malet.) 

IVliy am T follow'd, haunted, haraaa’d, 
watch'd 1 
Sec yonder ! 

[Pointirt^ io fhe Man-at-arma* 
Mal^. ''I'ia the good Couni'a care 
for thoel 

The Nonuaii* love thee not, nor thou 
the Kormane, 

Or — *o they deem* 

Hurold. Hut wherefore u the wind, 
Which way soever tlie vane-arrow 
swing, 

ever fair for England t Why but 
now 

He said (thou hcanUt him) that 1 
must not hence 
Save on conditions. 

MalrL So in tniih he said. 

liaroid. Mulct, thy inolher wa« an 
English worn an ; 

There so mew here beats an English 
pulse in ihet* S 

Midet. WoU — for my mother's 
sake I love your England, 

But for my father I love Xonnandy. 


Harold. Speak for thy mother's 
sake, and tell me true. 

Makf. Then for my mol her'* take, 
and England's sake 

That fluflers in the daily want of 
thee, 

Obey the Count's conditions, my good 
friend. 

ifareW* How, Malet, if they be not 
honorable 1 

Makt. Seem to obey them. 

Harold. Better die than lie I 

Mai€t. Choose llierefore wfielber 
thou wilt have thy conscience 

White as a maiden's hand, or wliether 
England 

Be shatter'd into fragments, 

Harold. News from England 1 

MakL Mo rear and Edwin have 
stirr'd up tlie Thanes 

Against thy brother Ton tig's govern- 
aiicv* ; 

And all the Korth of Humber is one 
*iorm. 

Harold. 1 sbnuld be there, Malet, 1 
should be there! 

Makt. And Toaitg in his own hall 
on suspicion 

ITalh masuacred the Thane that was 
his gtiest, 

Gaiuel, the son of Orm : and iliere be 
more 

As viilanously slain. 

Harold. The wolf 1 the l>east ! 

Ill news for guests, ha, Malet ! More'1 
What more ! 

What do they say t did Edwartl know 
of this f 

Tljey say , bis wife was know- 
ing and abetting. 

Harold. They say, his wife I — To 
marry ami ha%*e no husband 

Makes the w-ife fool. 3ly God, I 
should be there. 

ril liack my way to the sea. 

Maki. Thou canst not, Harold ; 

Our Duke is all between thee and the 
sea. 

Our Duke is all about thee like a God ; 

All passes block'd. Obey him, speak 
him fair. 

For he is only debonair to those 
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Tliat follow where he leatts, but «tark 
at death 

To those that cross him. ^ Look thou, 
here is VVuIfnoihl 

I leave thee to thy talk with him 
alone ; 

IIow wan, poor ladt how sick and sad 
for Jiome ! [AVil Malet. 

HartAd Oo not to Nor* 

maiidy — go not to Normandy 1 

( Entff W V LPKOTit. ) 

Poor brother J still a hostage ! 

Yea, and I 

Shall see the dewy kiss of dawn no 
more 

Make blush the malden-whlte of our 
tall eliffs, 

Nor mark the sea-bird rouse himself 
and hover 

Above the windy ripple, and fill the sky 
With free sea-laughter — never — ■ 
save indeed 

Thou eaiist make yield this iron- 
mooded Duke 
To let me go, 

Harold. Why, brother, so he will ; 
But on conditions. Canst thou guess 
at them ? 

Wul/ttoih. Draw nearer, — I was In 
the cotTidor, 

I saw him coming with his brother Odo 
The liayoux bishop, and 1 hid myself- 
Haroid, They did thee wrong wlio 
made thee hostage ; thou 
Wast ever fearful- 

Wuf/noth. And he spoke — I 

heard liim — 

" This Harold Is not of the royal blood, 
Can have no right to the crown/* and 
Odo said, 

“Tirinc is tlie right, for thine the 
might ; be is liere, 

And yonder is thy keep-** 

Harold. No, Wulfnotb, no. 

And William laugh'd and 
swore that might was right, 
Far as he knew in liits poor world of 
ours — 

" Marrv% the Saints must go along with 
US, 


And, brother, we will find a way," said 
he — 

Yea, yea, he would be king of Kngland 

Harold, Never I 

Wulfnoth. Yea, but thou must not 
this way answer him. 

Hardd. Is it not better still to 
speak the trutli ? 

Not liere, or thou wilt 
never henee nor 1 1 

For in the racing toward this golden 
goal 

He turns not right or left, but tnun* 
pies hat 

Whatever thwarts him; hast thorn 
never heard 

His savagery at Alcn^on, — the town 

Hung out raw hides along their walls, 
and cried 

" Work for the tanner-” 

Hardd. That had anger'd ms 

Had 1 been William. 

Wd/noih. Nay, but he had prisoii- 
ert, 

He tore their eyes out, sliced their 
hanils away. 

And flung them streaming o'er the 
baitlemenls ^ 

Upon the heads of those who walk'd 
within — 

0 speak him fair, Harold, for thine 
own sake- 

Hardd. Your Welshman says^ 
^^'llie Truth against the 
World,” 

Much more the truth against mysclf- 

* Wd/noth. Thyself 1 

But for my sake, oh brother! oh I for 
my sake ! 

Hard^, Poor Wulfnoth! do they 
not entreat thee w'cll f 

I see the blackness of 
my dungeon loom 

Across their lamps of revel, and be- 
yond 

The merriest muhnurs of their ban- 
quet clank 

The shnckles that will bind me to the 
walL 

Ilardd. Too fearful Still! 

BWnofA. Uh no, no^si>eak 

him fair! 
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Call it to tcnipome ; ami Tint to lie; 
Harold, I do not eounsol tUee tt> lU** 
Tlio iinui that liath lo foil a uiurdur- 

OUS UTIll 

May, mirvly, play wltli^onl*. 

H^tM. Words are tlio man. 

Kol cv'h for Ihy »akt% brother, would 
1 lie. 

ira//itc^/i. Then for fliitie Kditli ? 

litirdif. Til ere thou priek*«t inc 

d^*ep. 

Wtil/aatL And for oup Mother 
Kn^land t 

/Aircj/iA Deeper still. 

And dee;aT still the 
dt'ep-<hiwii oubliette, 

Down thirty feet below the smiling 
day — 

In blaekiiess— dogs' food thrown upon 
thy head. 

And over tlK« the suns arise and set, 
And the lark sings, the sweet stars 
come and go, 

And men are at tludr markets, in their 
fields, 

And woo their loves and have forgot- 
ten thee; 

And thou an upright in thy living 
grave. 

Where there is barely room to shift 
thy side, 

And all thine Kngland hath forgotten 
thee; 

And he our la^y-pious Norman King, 
With all his Nonimns round him oiiee 
again, 

Counts his old In^ads, and hath for- 
gotten ihee. 

i/«rcf/</. liiou art of my blood, and 
so luelhmtcs, my hoy, 

Thy fears infect me bt‘^>'ond reason. 
Pence I 

JlV/HtitA. And then our fiery Tos- 
tig, while thy hands 
Are imlfiied here, if hU Northuiuhri- 
ans riH" 

And hurl him from theiii, — I have 
heard the Nurnmns 
Count upon this coiifusioii — may he 
not make 

i league with Wilikin, so to bring 
hiuT back ? 
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IlarM. 'I'hat lies ivUbin the 
shadow of the chance. 

irw{/rt(j//(. And like u river in flood 
'ihro* a burst dam 

Descends the ruthless Nonnan-?- our 
good King 

Kneels mumblijig some old bone — 
our liel]iles« folk 

Are wasird away, wailing, in their 
own bliKMl — 

Ilarotd, Wailing 1 not warring 1 
Boy, thou hast forgotten 

That thou art Knglisli. 

Wulfitoth. Then our modest wo- 
men — 

I know the Norman license — thine 
own Edith — 

HajviiL No morel I will not hear 
fbee — William eoiiies- 

Wat/noth, 1 dare not well be seen 
in talk with thee. 

Make tliou nut mention that 1 spako 
with thee- 

[3/eM;cs awa^ ty the 6adt o/ the 

Enter William, MalET, oacf Officer, 

OJfirer, We have the man that 
rnird against thy birth, 

Wiliiant, 'J ear <mt Ills longue, 

Ojfkrr, He shall not rail again. 

He said that he should see confusion 
fail 

On thee and on thine house. 

I ViUia m . 'J Var o n t h is eyes, 

Anfl plunge him into prir^im. 

OJicer, It shall \>o done- 

[A'jti? Officer. 

WiUiom* Look not amazed, fair 
earl I Better leave undone 

Than do by halves — touguclesi and 
eveless, prison'd — 

Ilaroltf, Better nicihinks have 
slain the man at once I 

IViilmm. We have respect for 
innirs initnorlal soul, 

We seldom lake mail's life, except in 
war; 

It frights the traitor more to maim 
itiid blind. 

Ilartftd, In mine own land 1 should 
have scorn'd the man, 
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Or lafthM his msfal nnil let liim 

And Jet liim go ! To 
Blander thee ngaiiv ! 

Ycl in thine own land in th^ father's 
day 

They Llimled my young kinsman, 
Alfred — ay. 

Some anid it was thy father's deed, 
ihttdtL They lied. 

Wiliiam. But thou and lie — whom 
at thy word* for them 

Art known a speaker of the truth, 1 
free 

From this foul charge — 

I/itrM. Nay, nay, he freed himself 

By oath and eonipurgntion from the 
ehatge. 

The king, the Ionia, rtic people clear'd 
him of It, 

WtUmm. But thou and he drove 
oiir good Xorinami out 

From Knghiml, and this rankles in 
us yet. 

Archbishop Robert hardly scaped 
with life. 

Ilurvtd, Andibishop Robert 1 Rob* 
ert the Archbishop? 

Robert of JiiiniegcSj he that — 

Hfttrt Quiet! tniiet! 

JlarolfL Counl ! if lluTC luit w'itii- 
in the Norinaii eliair 

A rnlcr ail for Kngland — one who 
flR'd 

All offlecs, all bishopricka with Eng* 
lUb — 

We could not move from Dover to 
the IliimWr 

Saving thro' X o rm on bisb opriek s — I 
say 

Ye would applaud that Norman who 
should drive 

Tlie strangor to the fiends ! 

William. Why, tlmt is reason i 

Warrior tlmu art* and mighty wise 
withal 1 

Ay, ay, but many among our Norman 
" lords 

Hate thee for tlds, and pn-ss upon 
me — saying 

God and the sea have given thee to 
, our bauds — — 




To plunge thee into Ufedong priioa I 
here * — I 

Yet I hold out against tliem, as 1 may, 
Yea — would hold out, yea, iho' they 
sbnubl revolt — 

P'or thou hast done the battle in tny 
eausc ; 

lam tby fastest friend in Normandy. 

HarakL t am doubly bound to thee 
... if this Ik! so. 

William. Anil I would bind thee 
more, and wuuUI myself 
Be bounden to thee more. 

liaroltL Thiui let me hence 

Witli Wnlfnoth to King Kdwnrd. 

William. So we wilL 

We hear he hath not long to live. 

HttrM. it timy be. 

Wiiliaftt. Why then the heir of 
Kiigtaud, who Is he I 

Hnrftlil. Tlie Atbeling is nearesi 
to the throne. 

Willittia. lint sickly, slight, ball- 
w itted and a chiUl, 

Will Kngland have him king ? 

ifayfflfl. ItmaylM*, no. 

W til tit m. And bath King Kdward 
not pronounced his heir J 

Ifartiltl. Not tliiit I know. 

Will tarn. When he was here 

in Normandy, 

Uc loved us and wc him, bt^-ause wo 
found id in 

A Normal I of the Norma n». 

llaralil. So did we. 

Willitfm. A gentle, gracious, pure 
and sahuly man ! 

And griiu fu! to the hand that shielded 
him, 

He promised that if ever he were king 
In England, he would give his kingly 
voii^ 

To me as his successor* Kiioweft 
Ihnu this 1 

Hartiltl. I learn it now. 

William. Thou kuowest I am 
his eons in. 

And tiint luv wife descends from 
Alfred? 

JfafiiliL Ay. 

William. Who hath a better claim 
then to the eruwn 
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So tlmt yi> will not crown the Athel- 
injt? 

Harftht. Xone that I know , * , If 
that Imt huii^ upon 

King KiUvarirp will. 

\Viiimm. Wilt Utou iipliold my 
elnim ? 

Mukt {a»fdt to llarolrl). Be rareful 
of thine answer, nij pocwl frk ntU 

Wuifmtth (ff«iV/e to ilarnhl}. till! 
llarnti], for iny sake aiifl for 
thhie own ! 

HurtAil. Ay ... If the king have 
not revoked liin proTuise. 

MlUtain. Bat hath he done it 
then ? 

Not that I know* 

WifiirtiH. Goocl, gofid^ and thou 
wilt help me to the erown ? 

Jfat'oid. Ay . * , if the VViian will 
^ consent to tlii«* 

Wiiltam. Thou art the mightiest 
voice in England, man* 

Tliy voieo wiJI had the Wiiati ^ 
sliall I have it ? 

n'a//WA {(titiite ta Harold)* t>h! 
J laiold,if thtmUivc thine Eilitln 
ay. 

litntiltL Av, if ^ 

MiUt (aside to Harold)* Thine 
**ifs"w'Ul aear thine eyes out 

— ny. 

^ Wiiltam. r ask thee, wilt thoa help 
me to the crown T 

And I will make thee tny' great Earl 
of Earls, 

Eoremost in England and in Kor- 
ina ridy • 

Thou shall he verily king — alt Imt 
the name — 

Tor 1 shall most sojourn in Nor* 
niandy ; 

And tliou Ih‘ my vice-king in Eng- 
land* Sj>eak. 

BV/iro/A [asifle to Harold). Aj’, 
bndher — for the sake of Eng- 
land — ay. 

IfarM. My lord — 

Aialet (aside to llaruid)* Take heed 
now* 

Ifnrofd. Ay* 

Wdiiam. 1 am content, 


For thnn arl truthful, and thy word 
tliy bond. 

To-morrow will we ride with thee to 
Hnrflt ur. William. 

Afnkt. Harold, T nm thy friend, 
one life with thee, 

And even ns I should bless thee saving 
mine, 

I thank ihec now for having saved 
tliy self [fiViY Malet* 

Harold. For having lost myself 
to save myself, 

Said ** ay xvhen 1 meant " no/' lied 
like a lad 

That dnads the pendent scourge, 
said “ ay " for “ no " ! 

Ay I Xo ! — lie iiath net bound mo by 
an oath ^ 

Is **ay an oath ? is *'ay " strong as 
an oath I 

Hr is it tlie same sin to break my word 

As hreak mine oath ? He call’d niy 
word my ho mi ! 

He is a liar who knows I am a liar, 

And makes me helicve that he believes 
iny A’ord' — 

Tlie crime he on his head — not 
hoiinflen — no* 

ISitddftiiif doitrs are Jinny open, rfr's* 
rover iny in an ittner fndl 
\S‘ li.t. I A H in his state ittites, ta ated 
Ufyon his throne, Mtreen ti»o 
Bishops, Hi>o OF lUvEtTX betoy 
one : in the centre of the ha!i an 
ark covered uith chth of ytdd; 
ami an cither side of it the Nor-- 
man barons. 

Enter ct Jailor before Willinm's throne. 

Wiliam (fa Jailor)* Knave, hast 
let tliy prisoner seajx^ 1 
Jot7or* Sir Count, 

He had Imt one fool, he must have 
hopt away, 

Vea, sonic familiar spirit must have 
helpM liiin* 

1 1 lUiam , Woe k na ve to thy f a ni i 1 i a r 
and to tluH.*! 

Give me thy keys. [They faU ciashiny. 

Kay let them He. Stand there and 
wait my wall* 

[The Jailor ^ands aside. 
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jri7/i'cim (fo ItnroM). riast thou 
BUdi tfUBtioss j.iibrs in tliy 
North I 

HaTohL Wc linvp few' prisonorg in 
' mine earhlom I hero, 

So lofsg clnmce for false keepers* 

Wilt mm. Wc liaoc hoard 

Of thy just, mikl, aiul equal goror> 
naooo ; 

Honor to tlioe 1 thou art perfeet in all 
honor ! 

Thy naked word thyhond! confu'ui it 
now 

Before ourpathor’d Normnti Uaronapo, 

For they will not believe lue-^as 1 
believe* 

[Zirjt(v‘ae/s fiom hit throne and 
stands fry ihr arE 

Let all men here bear witness of our 
bom) I 

[Bcef-o/jj lo Harold, tfho advttnres. 

Enter behind him. 

Lay thou ihy hand upon this {jolden 
pall 1 

Bchohl the jewel of St* raneratiini 

Woven into the gold* Swear thou on 
this 1 

Harold. What should I sw'ear 1 
Why should I swear on this I 
miliam Swear tlioii to 

help me to tlie crown of Eng- 
land. 

Maiet {trhistterin^ Harold)* ^ly 
friend, thou hast gone too far 
to palter now* 

Tr«//rt<j^A {trfmiwrtnff Harold). 
Swear thou I CM lay, to^uiorrow^ 
is thine own, 

Harold. 1 swear to help thee to the 
crown of England * . . 

Aeeording ns King Edward promises* 
Wdiiam. Thou must swear itbso* 
lutely, noble Karl- 
hfalet {trhisfirrin^}. Delay is death 
to thee, rniii to England* 
WttifHoih ( trh isfieri tig J . Swtui r, de*a r- 
*est brotlier, 1 beseeeJj thee, 
nxvear 1 

Harold {putting his hand oh the jewel). 
1 swear to help thee to the 
crown of Englaud, 


Willifini. Thanks, irutiifiil Earl; 1 
did not doubt liiy word, 

But th*at tny baruiis might believe thy 
word. 

And that the Holy Saints of Normandy 

When thou art home in England, with 
tiiine own, 

Might sErengihen thee in keepinff of 
thy word, 

I made thee sw'ear* — Show' him by I 
whom he hath sworn. 

[77te two Hisliopg ndranee^ nnd 
raise the rhith af f/ald. Thr Itodiei 
andlHinesof Saints are srtn fy/ny 
in the nrl\ 

The holy hones of nil the Canonized 

From nil the hoUesi shrines in Nor* 

1 Handy ! 

Harold. Horrihle I [TAry tel th 
eloth jfdl (fifniit. 

William. Ay, for thon hast s^vom 
ail oath 

Whieh, if ncU kept, would make the 
liard earth rive 

To the very lK‘virs horns, the bright 
sky cleave 

T(i tlie very feet of God, and send Tier 
hosts 

Of injurtHl Saints to scatter sparks of 
plague 

Thro' all ymir cities, blast your in* 
fants, dash 

The loreli of war among your sCnnding 
corn, 

Dabble yonr hearths willi your own 
Ii|ikkI*» Enough 1 

Tliou wilt not break it! I, the Gount 
— the King — 

Thy friend — am grateful for tbine 
honest oiitli, 

Not coming fiercely like a conqueror, 

IlfOV, 

But softly ns a hridegrmMil to his own. 

For I shall rule according to your 
laws, 

A n il 1 mike you r c* ve r- j arri ng E:i rl ih oi i s 
move 

To nuiric ami in order — Angle, .lute, 

Dane, Siixoti, Nornian, lie Ip to build a 
flminc 

Oubtowering hers of France < * * The 
wind is fair 


HAROLD. 
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For Eni'Uurl now . . . Tu-iiiglit we 
w\\\ lie merry- 

To-morrow will 1 ride with thee to 
llurfleur. 

IKrtunt William ^nd aU the AV- 

jwon ftfiron/tf Hr, 

TiHvij^lit we w'UI Ik? merry 
— niul to-ujfirrim- — 

Jtij^gler lunl Ua«tiir<i — bnstai^l — ho 
halea that most — 

WUUiim llif latuier'ii bastard S Would 
lie heard mel 

0 God, that I were m some wide, 

waRie field 

With nothing but my Imttle-axe and 
him 

To spatter his brains ! WJiy let earth 
rive, gulf in 

These eurjH'd Normans “ yea and 
mine own self. 

Cleave lienven, and setid thy saints 
tliai 1 may say 

Ev'n to their faces, ‘Mf yo side with 
William 

Ye are not noble/' How their pointed 
fingers 

Glared at me I Am I Harold, Harold, 
son 

Of our great GoilwinT Lol I touch 
mine arms. 

My limbs — they are not mine — they 
are a liar’s 

1 mean tn l>ea liar— I am not Imnnd « 

tjilgand hIluII give me absolution for 

it — 

Did the chest move? did it move? 
lam utter eraven ! 

0 Wulfnoth, Wulfnoth, brother, thou 
Imst he tray M me ! 

Wul/m/th. Forgive me, brother, I 
will live here and die. 

Enter Face* 

Paye. My lortl! the Dulte awaits 
Ihec at the Imnqnet. 

IltirohL W i »ere f h ey eat dea d men's 
flesh, and drink their hloud. 

Puyf. My lord — 

HtirHd, I know your Koriiian 
emikery is so s|jict?d. 

It masks all this. 


Pttye. My lopfl 1 tlmu art white 
as death, 

HurHd. \Xiih looking on the dead. 
Am 1 so white ? 

Tliy Duke will seem the darken 
lienee, 1 follow, [A'reuaf, 


ACT HI. 

SC ENE I. — ^Tue KiXf/a Fa lacs. 

lA)X[H>Si. 

Kixo Edtvaho en a cmirA, and 

hy him St tt itdiny / A# Q t: e k x, H a n o l d, 

AmniiJsitoe Stic and, Gvrtw, 

Leofvvix, Atu'iiiiiHiioe AlijulD, 
Alowvtji, mid EotTU. 

Sttyand, Sleeping or dying there ? 
Jf this Ik^ death. 

Then our great Couneil w'ait to cniwn 
tliee King — 

Come hither* I have a power ? 

[7o Harold, 

Ti^cy call uvu near, for 1 atii close to 
thee 

And England — I, old shriveird 
Stlgatid, I, 

Dry as mi old wood-fungus on a dead 
tree, 

I have a |Miwcrl 

Si^e hero lids little key aimut my neck 1 

T lie re lie s a treasure buried down in 
l-:iy 1 

If e'er the Norman grow too hard for 
thw. 

Ask me for this at thy most need, 
son Harold, 

At thy most iieLHl — not e^ioner, 
linrHd, 1 will- 

Stitjand, EihI gedd — a hundred 
purses — yea, and more ! 

If thou eauRt make a wholesome use 
of tlieso 

To chink against the Norman, I do 
ladieve - 

My old crook'd spine would bud out 
tw'ii young wings 

To fly to I leaven straight with. 

HartAd. Hiauk thee, father ! 

Thou art English, Edward too is Eng- 
lish now. 
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Ho hath cloftn rojHfritoil of Ula Nor 
miiiiisni. 

Slhjami. Ay, as tho lilK^rtJne ro- 
pL^nts wha caTitiot 

Miiko clone umJaiKv when thro^ \m 
(lying setiite 

Shrtib " lost tljr/ thee/* They have 
htiilt their ensiles lim*;' 

(iur priories are Nurman ; theXorinati 
aihler 

Ilatli hitteii IIS ; we are poisoned : our 
(lear Ktiglaiul 

Is demUXormnn. lie I — 

[pointing to King Edward, Aefptnff. 

IfnrotiL I would I were 

As holy iinrj as passionless as lie ! 

That I might rest as eaiiiily 1 Look 
at him — 

The rti»y fat*e» and Jong down-silver 

ing lieard, 

The hrow's unwrinkled as a summer 
mere. — 

Stiffitmt, A summer mere with sud- 
den wreekful gusts 

From a side^gorge. rassiuulesa I IIow 
he flamed 

W]*en Tostig^s anger'd earldom flung 
him, nay, 

He fain had calcined all Northumbria 

To one black ash, but that tliy patriot 

piissioTi 

Siding witli our great Council against 
Tostig, 

OutpasHionM his! Holy ? ay, ay, for 

KOOlh, 

A consrlenec for hts own soul, not his 
rea 1 rn ; 

A twilight conscience Hglited ibro’ a 
chink ; 

TJiine by the sun; iiay, by some sun 
to lie, 

WJien all the world liath learnt to 
8TH>ak the Irutli, 

And lying were selLiiiurder by that 
slate 

Which was the ejEcepfion. 

HarM, That sun may Cod speed I 

Stigantl. Come, Harold shake the 
cloud otT I 

I/ar^tL Can L father ! 

Our 1'nstig parted cursing me and 
England; 


Our sister bates us for his haniili* 

ment ; 

Helmlb gone to kindle Norway agaiml 
Ktighind, 

Aud Wuifnoih is alone in Normandy. 

For when 1 rode wiili William ilowa 
to Marfleur, 

Wuifnoili is sick*'* he said; **h® 
ejiimot follow ; ” 

Then with Ihui friend Jy-fieiully smile 
of his, 

** We have learnt to love him, let hun 
a little longer 

Remain a kosiagc for the loyalty 
Of CtHlw'ln's house/' As far ai 

toudies Wnlfnoth |j] 

1 that so prized plain word aud miked !| 
truth 1 

Have siitu'd against it — all in vain. 

Lttt/in'tt. Gcm« 1 hrriLher, 

By all the truths that ever priest hatk ' 
preach'd, 

Of all the lies that ever men have lied. 
Thine is the pardonablest. L 

IJurttlfL May be sol <*' 

t think it so, I think I am a fool . 

To think it can he otherwise than so. i; 

'I'ul, tut, I have uhsolvcil 
thee i dost thou scorn mo, 

Ree.a u se 1 1 ui il tiiy t *a n ic rb u ry pall* um 
From one wiiom they dispurnnl ? 

HaroftL No, Stigand, nol 

Nfiynijf/, Ts naked truth actable in 
trne life? 

I have heard a saying of thy father 
Godwin, 

That, w'en? a man of state nakedly 
true. 

Men woulil but take him for the 
craftier Hup. 

Laofwin. l!o men less delicate than 
the Ik'vil hiiusidf 1 
1 thought that linked Truth would 
shame the Devil 
The Devil is so modest, 

f' A , I If never sa id it! 

L^i^'tein . Be I ho n n o t s t u pid- h onest, 
hrothor Gurth ! 

iloi^old. Better to lie a liar's dog, 
ami hold 

My master honest, than heUeve that 

l|iiig 
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Am) ruling? men are fiital twins tliat 
eanriut 

Move one witlmut the olker. Kd- 
wnrd wnkes ! — 

I)n7.4'd — he hatii seen Ji vision. 

EAttitrd. H'lie ifTinn tree! 

Then a ^r^eal Angel yaai aJrmg ihv 
iu^livisi 

Crying ** the doom of EngUuid,” mul 
at onre 

He bIu<hI iR'skle me, in his gni^p a 
sword 

Of |jgliiivinfp», wliereH'Ulial lie cleft 
the tree 

Front olt I he bearing trunk, and 
Jiurrd U from him 

Three fields away, and llien he dashM 
and drench'd, 

He dyed, lie soak'd the trunk whh 
human bloEHl, 

And brought the umidcr'd Irc’O nguin, 
and tivl il 

Struigiit tm the trunk, that thus hap* 
ti/AiJ hi idood 

Grev/ ever high and higher, beyond 
my »<<»eing, 

And nho: oiil i^idedong bouglia across 
the deep 

Tliat dropt thtniijelves, and rooted in 
far UJes 

Ik'yond my secdngi and the great 
Angel rose 

And past again along the JdghesE cry- 
ing 

»'The di>tmi of England]" — Tmilig, 
raise my head! 

I Ftilh hark senselrits. 

Harold irat»tnfj htmj. Let Himdd 
serve for Tosiig I 

Qiitrn, Ilarohl servetl 

Toslig so ill, lie cannot serve for Tos- 
tigl 

Ay, raise liis head, for thou bast laid 

it loiv ! 

The sickness of our saintly king, for 
wdioni 

^fy prayers go up os f«si as my tears 
fall, 

1 well U'Ueve, hath mainly drawn it- 
sedf 

From Jack of Tostig — thou hast bam 
ish'd him. 


llar&Id, Kay — but the eoimcil, and 
the king himselL 

Qiifrn, Tliou liatest liim, hatest 
him, 

liaroid {rMfffj, Ay*— Stigand, 

^ unriddle 

This vision, canst thou ? 

Ftit/and, Dotrigel 

Ethrard {sfarthtff ftp). It is finish’d. 

I have built I he Lord a house ^ — ibo 
Lortl hath dwelt 

hi darkness. 1 have built the Lord a 
house — 

I’alms, flowers, pomegranalea, golden 
cherubim 

Witli iweniy-eubit wings from wall to 
wall — 

I have built the Lord a house — sing, 
Asfiplil elasli 

The cymbal, lleinati! blow- tlio truin- 
jR'i, priest I 

Fall, cloud, and filL the house ^lo I 
my two pillars, 

Jachin and lioaz ! — 

Harold and Gurth. 
Harold, Gurth, ^ — where am 1 1 

Where is the charter of our West ni In- 
st cr t 

Sitijaad. It lies ta^ide thee, king, 
ujNiii thy U^d. 

Edward. Sign, sign at once — take, 
sign it, Stjgaiid, Ahlnal t 

Sign it, my gixifl son Harold, Gurth, 
and Lt^fifwUi, 

Sign it, iny queen ! 

Aft. We have signed it. 

Edtatrd. It is fiiiishM ! 

The ki Ugliest Abbey in all Christian 
lands, 

Tlic lordliest, loftiest minster ever 
built 

To Holy I’eter in our EngHsli Isle ! 

I>ct me ue buried tben-, and all our 
kings. 

And all our just and wise and holy 
men 

That shall lie born bert'aftcr. It is 
hnisldd I 

Hast iliou had absolution for thine 
oath I [To Harold. 

Harold. Stigand hath given uiu 
absolution for it- 
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ha til eloaii cif his Kor- 

uiiiiiiedit. 

Su*yxHd. Ay, the lilx-rtiiio n*- 
pt‘nts w ho cuoiiot 

Make done uutlont% when thro' liis 
(lyinj? seiisic 

Shrills “ hn4t thn** theo.” Tliey have 
built liieir est^tles lien,'; 

(^ur pri tides are Nonuan ; the Ntirnian 
aihler 

JIatJv bitten u 3 ; we are poisoned : our 
dear lCnt(laiid 

Is demhXonnan. He! — 

[pointing to King Ktlwanh Afepinff^ 
I w^tiuld 1 were 

As holy and as passintiless as he ! 

That 1 might rest as calmly ! Look 
at him — 

The rosy faecj and long d(iwn*silver” 
ing tH?anh 

The bniwa unwriiikleil as a summer 
mere. — 

Stit/tind. A sumiiier mere with sud- 
den wreckful gusts 

From a siile-gorge. Passionless 1 llow 
lie flainetl 

Wiien Tostig's angerM earltlom flung 
him, miy, 

He fain hat) enleined all Northumbria 

To one black nsh» but tliat ihy patriot 
passion 

Siding with our great Council against 

Toil tig, 

OutpajisionM Ins ! Holy ? ay» ay^ fon 
sni»ih, 

A conscience for bis ow'ii soul, not bis 
realm ; 

A twilight cotiseience lighted thro' a 
chink ; 

Thine by tlie sun; nay, by some sun 
to lie. 

When alt tlie w'orhl hath learnt to 
speak the truth, 

And lying were self-niurder by that 
state 

Which w'as the exception, 

Httroid. That sun may fiod speed! 

SiiifttmL Como, Ifiirohl shake the 
cloud off ! 

Ifarofd, Can 1, father 1 

Our Tostig parted cursing me and 
England; 


Our sister hates us for his banish' 
nient ; 

He b a t h g< me I n ki mile N orway a g u lost 
Euglaiid, 

And Wulfnoth is alone in Normandy, 
For when 1 rode with William duwn 
to llarfleur, 

^MVulfnoth IS siek/’ he said; “h® 
earniot follow ; 

Then with that friend ly-fiendly siuilo 
of Ills, 

" We have learnt to love him, let IiIeu 
a little longer 

Remain a hostage for the loyalty 
Of Godwin's bouse.” As fur as 
louclies Wulfnoth 
1 that so pric'd plain woitl and naked 
truth 

Have slimM against it — all in vain, 
Leofirin. Gcuul brolhef; 

By all the truths that ever priest hatJi 
preach’d. 

Of all the lies that ever men have lie^ 
Thine is the piirdoiiablcst. 

ilantld. May1>cBol 

1 think It so, I Ibink I am a ffjol 
To think ii can Iw otherwise than so, 
’Fut* tut, I liave ah solved 
thee : ilost thou scorn me, 
TlccnuKt' I had my C'uulerlmry pallium 
From one whom they itispo]H-<t 1 
Harold, No, Ktigfltid, nnl 

Stitpiud, Is naked truth actable m 
true life 1 

I have heard a saying of thy father 
Ombvin, 

'Hi at, were a man of state nakedly 
true, 

ilep w-cmld lutt take him for tlie 
entftier liar, 

Leofitvn, Be men less rkdicate than 
the IK'vil himself f 
1 thought that naked Truth w^oiild 
shame the Devil 
The Devil is su mmlest, 

fruidt. He never said It ! 

I^o/it'in. Be thou not 8tu|ud-hontst, 
h rot her Gurth 1 

Harold. Better to bo a liar's dog^ 
and hold 

My master lionest, thau believe that 

ijitiK 
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Ami rulmj? mc?n are fatal twin* that 
caniu>l 

Move one whlntut Iho otJier. Ed- 
word wakes ! 

Huzeil — ho liaih soon a vision. 

RiimtviL I’lio (frc“en tree ! 

Tlion a Anijol paiit aUmij the 

litglu-Kt 

Cr>'jnjr “ tliodooin of England/* and 
at cniL'e 

He fiiooil Ix^hlc me^ in hii* grasp a. 

Of light niiig*. where withal lie cleft 
the tree 

Fro in oti ilie liearing trunk, and 
liurl'd il from him 

Thn-e fields; nway, and ilieii lie du^il/d 
and drench M, 

lie dyed, he soak'd the trunk with 
iiutnan hliHKl, 

And brought iJie iimider*d tree agaln^ 
and set it 

Straight on the trunk, that thus hap- 
ti/A'd in Idofid 

Grev/ ever idgh and higher, beyond 
my seeing. 

And shut out sidelong bougha across 
the fleep 

That dropt tlnmselvcs, and rooted in 
fur isles 

Beyond iny seeing i and the grt-at 
Angel rose 

And pant again along tlie highest cry- 
ing 

‘'llie doom of England!” — Tostig, 
raise niy heml ! 

I Falls bark senstlrss, 

Ilart^fl imislnr^ him). Le^t Harold 
serve for Tostig 1 

Qiu'ftt. Harold sened 

Tiistig ill, he cannot serve for To«- 
llg! 

Ay, raise his head, for thou ha^t laid 
it low ! 

The siekncfis of our saintly king* for 
whom 

My prayers go up as fust as my tears 
fall. 

1 wxdl la-Heve, hath mainly drawn it- 
reif 

From lack of Tostig — thou haul ban- 
iuVd liitn. 
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llarM, Nay — hut tlie eo uncil , and 
the king hinntelf, 

Qiirea. TJiuu I m test iiim, ha test 
him. 

llarolii { rolAfy ) . Ay — St Igaiid^ 

■ unriddle 

This vision, eanst thou ? 

Dotage! 

Ktimard istnrtin^ ftp). It is linish'd* 

£ Jiuve built the i..ord a house — -llio 
Lord hath ihvelt 

In darkness. 1 liave built the Lord a 
house — ^ 

Balms, llow'ers, pomegranatea, golden 
cherubim 

M'ith twenty-euhit wings from wall to 
wall — 

1 have built tlie Lorcl a house — sing, 
Asaph! ctasb 

The eynihal, llemati I blow tlie trum- 
|H'b priest ! 

Fall, cloud, and hll the liousc^ — lo I 
my two pillars, 

Jaeliln and iSoaj! ! — 

[Seeimj Harold ajtd Gurth, 
Hartdd, Gurth, — wlierc am H 

Where is the charierof our Westmin- 
ster ? 

Stiffaml. It lies beside thee, king, 
utHin thy lH.‘d. 

Edictad. Sign, sign at once “take, 
sign it, Stigaiul, A hired ! 

Sign it, my prod son Harold, Gurth, 
and LA'ofttlii, 

Sign it, my queiui ! 

Aft. We have signM it. 

Kdtrard, It is finishM! 

The king! lest Abbey in all Christian 
lands, 

Tlio lordiietit, loftk^t minster ever 
hulll 

To Holy I'oter in our Englisli isle! 

Let me ue hurled ilierc, and all our 
kings. 

And ail our Just and wise and hidy 
men 

Tliat shall be born herc^aften It is 
flnis1i*il ! 

Hast tlirm had absolution for thine 
oath? [To Harold. 

JJarofd. Stigand lialli given mo 
absolution for ib 
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Ed\mtd, Stiiratif] is not canonical 
<?iiough 

To save tlu‘C! from the wrath of Nor- 
man i^aints. 

Sii^nntL Norman cnonph 1 Bo 
(liorD no Saints of Ivn^lnnd 

To help us from thi4r brethren yon- 
-iicrl 

Prrlatep 

The Saints are one^ but thofio of Nor- 
MMinlaml 

Are migluier than our own* Ask it of 
A hired* [ To llaroUL 

Aidted. It Bhall bo granted liim, 
inj king ; for lie 

Who vows a vow to strangle hU own 
mother 

Is guiltier keeping this* than breaking 
it* 

Edward. O friends, I shall not over- 
live the day. 

Sii^and. Wlij then tlio throne Is 
empty. Who inUefits 1 

I'd? tbo* we be not bound by the king's 
voice 

In making of a king, yet the king's 
voice 

Is much toward bis making* Who 
inherits ? 

Edgar the Atheling 1 
kdu-tkrd. No, no, hut Hnndd. 

I love him t he hatli served me ; none 
bnt ho 

Can rule nil Eogland* Yet the curse 
Is on him 

For swearing falsely by those blessed 
lK>neH ; 

lie did not mean to keep Ids vow, 
//firWd* Not mean 

To make our England Norman. 
Kdwiifd. 'iliere spake Godwin, 

Wbo hated ail the Normans; but their 
Saints 

Have heard thee, Harold. 

Kdiik. Oh i my lord, my king! 

lie knew not whom be sware by, 
Edwrd. Vea* 1 know 

He knew not, bnt those heavenly ears 
have heawl. 

Their eurfieis on him; wilt thou bring 
another, 

Edillij upon ills head t 


Edith. No, no, not h 

Edttnrd. Why then, lliou must not 
wlhI him. 

Harold. Wherefore, whert'forci I 

Edtirard. O son, when tiiuu dakt I 
tell me of thine oath, I 

I sorrow'd for my random promise I 
given 

To yon fox-lion* I did not dream 
then 

I shouhl tie king. — My son, the Saints 
are virgins; 

They love the white rose of virginity. 

The cold, white lily blowing iii lier 
cell : 

1 have been myself a virgin ; and I 
sware 

To consecrate my virgin here ta 
heaven — 

The silent, cloister'd, solitarj’ life, 

A life of life-long prayer against tbs 
curse 

That lies on thec^nnd England. 
Harold. ' No, no, no* 

EdtrartL Treldc denial of the 
tongue of desli, 

Like Peter's wlien he fell, and tlion 
wilt ha%'e 

To wail for it like Peter* 0 my 
son! 

Are all oaths to be broken then, sil 
promises 

Made in our agony for help from 
heaven 1 

Son, there is one who loves thee: 
and a wife, 

What matierit who, so she be service* 
able 

In all obedienec, as mine own liath 
beeni 

GexI bless tliee, wedded daughter* 

hU hand on the Queen's had. 
Quren. Bless tlioii too 

That brother whom 1 love beyond tins 
rest, 

My banish'd Tostig. 

Editard. All the sweet Saints 

bless him I 

Spare and forbear him, If avoid, if he 
comes ! 

And let him puss iinscathed ; he loves 
me, iiajoldl 
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IJ<? kindty to the Komana left among 

Who fnllow’d me for love! and dent 
aoii, a wear 

When tlicm art king, to iee niy solemn 
vow 

Accom\tUsh*d, 

IJfirM. Nay, dear lord, for I have 
sworn 

Not to swear falsely twice. 

Ei/u-ard. 1 hou wilt not swear t 
Maroid, I cannot, 

Edwtifd. Tlien on thee remains 
the euttc, 

Harold, if ihou embrace her: and on 
tlu-e, 

EdtiTi, if tliou nhide it, — 

[ King airoowji ; Edith /hiUand 
IneeU Ay tht couch. 

Stiqtind. He hath swoon'd! 

Ik'Atii T . , , no, as yet a hreatli, ' 
Harold, Look up! look up! 

Edith! 

Alderd. Confuse her not; she hath 
!H‘gnn 

Her life-long prayer for thee, 

A / dtt*/fk O n ohle 1 1 arold, 

1 wouhi ttaou couldst have sworn. 
linroitL For thine own pleasure f 
Aldtcff/h. No, but to please otir 
dying king, and thfwe 

Who make t!»y good their own — all 
England, Karh 

Aldred. / would tliou couldst have 
sworn. Our holy king 

Hath given his virgin lamb to Holy 
Church 

To save tliec from the curse, 

Jloroid. Alas ! poor man, 

IliS promise brought it on me, 

A ideed, O good ton ! 

That knowledge made Inm all tlie 
careful ler 

To find a means whereby the curse 
might glance 

From thee and England, 

Harold, Father, we so loved — 
Aldred. The more tlie love, the 
mightier is the prayer; 

The more the love, the mure acceptable 

The sacrifice of both your loves to 
hettven. 


627 


No saeriflee to heaven, no help from 
henven ; 

That runs ihro* all the faiths of all 
the world. 

And sacrifice tliere must be, for the 
king 

Is holy, aiid hath talk'd with God, 
anil sei^n 

A shadowing liorror ; there are signs 
in heaven ^ — 

IlnrM. Y our comet cn me an d w-ent. 

Aldred, And signs on earth ! 

K no west thou Sen lac htU ? 

Harold. I know alt Sussex ; 

A good <mlrenchmcnt for a perilous 
Imur ! 

Aldred. Pray God that come not 
suildenly ! There is one 

Who passing by that hill three nighta 
ago — 

He shook so that he scarce could out 
with it — 

Heard, heard — 

Harold. The wind in his liairl 

Attired. A ghostly horn 

Blowing continually, and faint battle* 
hymns, 

And cries, and clashes, and the groans 
of men ; 

And dreadful shadows strove upon 
the hill. 

And dreadful lights crept up from out 
the marslt — 

Corpie-ca miles gliding over nameless 
graves — 

Ilitrtdd. At Sen lac ? 

Atdred. Sen lac. 

Edward (waking). Sen lad Saitguc- 
lac, 

Tlie fjike of Blood I 

hltit/itrid, I'his Ughtifing before 
death 

Plays on the word, — and Normanittes 
too 1 

Harold. Hush* father, hush 1 

Edward. Thou unennonical fool, 

Wilt than play with the thunder! 
North and South 

Thunder togetlier, showers of blood 
arc blown 

Before a never ending blast, and 
hiss 
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Against the bliuce they cmmot quench 
— a lake, 

A sea of blood — wc are drown'd in 
IjlmMl — for God 

Has flird the quiver, and Deatli hns 
drawn the bowr — 

Sangnclac 1 Sangutdae 1 the arrow^ ! tlie 
arrow! [Dir*, 

Siignnd. It is the airowr of death in 
his own lieart — 

And our great Council wait to crown 
thee King, 


SCENE It — Tn the GAnnE!?. The 
House keau LoNtioy, 

Rdiih, Crown'd, crown'd and Wt, 
crown'd King — and lost to me! 

Two J'nnng lovers in winter weather, 
Kntie to guide tlieni, 

Walk'd at nigljt on the misty heather; 

Klght, as black as a feather; 

Both were lost and found together. 
None beside them. 

Tliat is tlie burthen of it — lost and 
found 

Together in the cruel river Swale 

A liuiidrtHi years ago; and there's 
another. 

Lost, lost, the light of day, 

To which tlie lover answers lovingly 

“ I am lieside thee." 

Lost, lost, we have lost the way. 

" lA^ve, I will guide thee." 

Whither, O whither ! into (he river, 

Whert^ wc two may bo lost tf»gether, 

And lost for ever I Uh ! never, oh 1 
never, 

Tho' we l>e lost and be found to- 
gether." 

Some think they loved within the pale 
forbidden 

By Holy Church ; but who shall say 1 
the truth 

Was lost in that fierce North, where 
lAry were lost. 



Where all good things are lost, where 
Tostig lost 

The good hearts of hU people. It ii 
Harold I 


[Enftt II AHOLD.) 

Harold the King I 
Harold, Call me not King, 

but IlarohL 

Edith, Xay,j[lifm art King ! 

Harold, Thine, thiue, or King 
or churl ! 

My girl, ihoii liastheen weeping ; turn 
not thou 

Tliy faee away, but rather let me 

King of the moment to (bee, and com* 
maud 

Tliat kiss my due when subject, whieli 
will make 

My kingship kingUer to me than to 
reign 

King of the world without it. 

Kdith, Ask me not, 

Lest ] should yield it, and the second 
curse 

Descend upon thiue head, and thots 
lie only 

King of tlie moment over England. 
iinttdd, Kdilh, 

Tho' somewhat lea* a king to my iriw 
self 

Than ere they crown'd me one, for I 
have \mX 

Somewhat of upright stature thro' 
mine oath. 

Yet thee 1 would not lose, and sell 
not thou 

Our living passion for a dead man's 
dream ; 

Stigand lad loved he knew not what he 
spake. 

Oh GihI ! i cannot help It, but at 
tiiiiei 

They set^m to me too narrow, alt the 
faiths 

Of thii gr(>wn world of ours, wlioie 
baby eye 

Saw theni suMcieiit. Tool and wise, 
1 fear 

This curse, and scorn it. But a little 
light I — 


I 


i 

I 
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And on it faUs the tliadow of the 
priept ; 

Ik^aveu yield us morel for better, 
\Votleii, all 

Our can cell 'll warrior-gods, our grim 
Wnllialln, 

Etemal war, than tlmt the Saints at 
' pt'ace 

Ttic Holiest of ourllolicit one sUould 
Ikj 

Tins Will tani'a f ello w-t ricks ters ; “ 
better die 

Than credit this, for death is death, 
or else 

Lifts ns beyond the lie* Kiss tno — 
tboii art not 

A lioly sister yet, iny girl, to fear 
There might be more ihati brotlier in 
my kiss, 

And more than sister in thine own. 
Edith. 1 dare not* 

Jlufxdd. Seared by the church — 
“ Love fur a whole life long ** 
When was that sung 1 
Edith. Here to the nightingales. 
Ilaridd. Their anthems of no 
church, how sweet they are I 
Kor kingly priest, nor priestly king lo 
cross 

Tlieir billings ere they nest. 

EditL They are but of spring, 

Tliey fly the winter change— not so 
with us — 

No wings to come and go* 

JIarJd. lint wing'd souls flying 

Beyond all change and in the eternal 
distance 

To settle on the Truth, 

Edith. They are not so true, 

They change their mates. 

JIfirotd. Do they 1 1 did not know it. 
Edith. They say thou art to wed 
the l.ady Aldwyth. 

Harold. Tliey say, they say* 

Edith. If this lie politie, 

And well for thee and England — and 
for her — 

Care not for me who love thee. 

Gwrth {caliin^}. Harold, Harold 1 

Huruid. T'he voice of Gurtli I ( Enter 
Gl'rtu.I Good even, my good 
brother 1 
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Gurth. Good even, gentle Edith, 
Ediilt. Good even, Gurth. 

Gurth. Ill news hath conic 1 Uur 
hapless brother, Tostig — 

He, and the giant King of Norway, 
Harold 

Hardrada — Seolland, Ireland, Ice- 
land, Orkney, 

Are landed North of Ilumher, and in 
a field 

8o packt with carnage that the dykes 
and brooks 

Were bridgt^l and damm'd with dead, 
have ovenlirown 
Morear and Edwin- 
IJarofd. Well then, we must 

fight. 

How blows the wind t 

Gurth. Against St* Valery 

Ami William. 

JIartdd. Well then, we will to the 
North* 

Gurth. Ay, but worse news: this 
William stnl to Honte, 
Swearing thou swaresl falsely by hts 
Saints : 

The Poia* and that Archdeacon Hilde- 
braml 

His moRier, heard him, and have sent 
him 1>ack 

A holy gonfauon, anil a blesst^d Iintr 
Of I'vter, and all Fra nee, all Bur-^ 
guixiy, 

Poitou, All Christendom is raised 
against thee ; 

He hath ciirsefl thee, and alt those 
who fight for thee. 

And given ihy realm of England lo 
the bnstanl* 
ntirold. Ha! ha 1 

Edith. Oh! laugh not! , . . Strange 
and ghastly in the gloom 
And slmdfjwing of this double tlmn- 
der-cloinl 

INiat lours on England — laughter! 

llaroid. No, not strange 1 

This WAS old human laughter iu old 
Home 

Before a l\>pe was bom, when that 
which reign'd 

Call'd itself God* — A kindly render- 
ing 
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Of ** Render imtf> Cirmr.” , . , Tlie 
Slvepherd ! 

Take UiiBi and rtMider that* 

Owrth, They have taken York, 

J/aroid. The l^rd wna Ood ami 
enme na nmn — the Pajw 

la nian and enmes aa God, — York 
taken t 

Curth. Yea, Tostifr hath taken 

Ynrkl 

IfaroltL To York then, Kdifh, 

lladtit thou been braver, 1 had better 
bravecl 

AH — but I love thee and thou me ^ 
and ilmt 

Remains beyond all ehaneea and all 
churches, 

And tliat timti knowest, 

Edith, Ay, but take back thy ring. 

It bunin my hand -f- a curse to thee 
and me, 

I dalx^ not wear it, 

[Proven ilarobi the rinfff which he takes. 
Buroid. But I dare, God with thee I 
[-Ejcwnt Harold and Gurth, 
Edith. TJie King bnth cursc<l him, 
if he inarry me ; 

The Pope hath cursed him, marry me 
or no! 

God help met I know nothing — can 
but pray 

For Harold — pray, pray, pray — no 
help but prayer, 

A breath ihat fleets beyond this iron 
world, 

And touches Him that made it. 


ACT IV. 

SCBTTE L — I?? KoRTfiuMURiA, 

Aucnuistioi* Ald!ied, MemcAR* En* 
WIN, and Forces P Enter IlAKOipln 
The standard the gi^den Bragm^ 
af }irtcedintj him, 

Hardd, What ! are thy people sub 
ten from defeat 1 

Our Weitsex dragon flies beyond tlie 
Hitmberp 

Ko voic‘e to gri'Ct U. 

Edwin, Eet not our great king 


Ikdieve us sullen — only ilmmed to 
the quick 

Before the king^ — as having been so 
bniis4*d 

By Harold, king of Norway ; but our 
lielp 

Is Harold, king of England, Panlon 
us, thou I 

Our sileiiee is our reverence for the 
king ! 

Uarcid, T-arl of the Merclatiil if 
the truth be gall. 

Cram me not thou with honey, wliea 
our good hive 

NpchIp every ating to save it, 

Vaices, A Id wy till Aldwytli! 

Harold, Why cry thy people on thy 
sister's luinieT 

i/orcor, 8he hath won upon out 
people thro’ her l>eatity, 

And pleasantness among them. 

I Wers. A Ui wy tb , A I d wyth ! 

Jlartdd. Tliey sbout as they would 
have her for a qm^m. 

Mortar, She 1 latl i f ol 1 o wed wi th our 
host, and suflerM all. 

Ifandd, What would ye, men t 
I Wee, Our old Korthumbrtaa 
crown, 

And kings of our own choosing. 
Uaroid, Your old crown 

Were little help without oui Saxaa 
carle 

Against llardrada, 

I W>e. Little ! we are Danes, 

Who conquer’d what we walk on, our 
own held, 

liaroid, Tiicj have been plotting 
here ! [Aside, 

Voice, He calls na little 1 

Jlarold, Tlie kingdoms of this world 
began with little, 

A In 11, a fort, a city — that reach'd a 
hand 

I>owu to the htdd beneath it, *' Be thou 
mine,” 

Then to tlie next, “Thou also!” If 
the field 

Cried out “ I am mine own another 
hill 

Or fort, or city, took it, and the first 

Fell^ and the next became an Empire. 
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I ffjict. Yet 

I Thuu art Hut a Weat Hiufonr itt *re 
DaiieB I 

Harold. Sly mother te a Dane^ anti 
] am ICnglUli ; 

Tlien^ \h a pleasant fable fn old hooka, 
Ye take a Btiek, and break it ; bind a 
aeore 

All in one faggot, snap it orer knee, 
Ye eaunoL 

Voice. Hear King Harold I he 
savB true ! 

IlarolJ. Would ye he Norsemen T 
I Wee#. No! 

i#nrof<f* Or Norman t 

T oiVtcb. No I 

Iforoid. Snap not the faggot -ban<l 
then. 

That ii true I 
KofOf. Ah, Hut thou art not kingly, 
only granckon 

To Wulfnoth, a pi>or cow-herd. 

Httroid. Tliis old Wuifnoth 

Would lake me on his knees and tell 
mo* tales 

Of Alfred ami of Athelatan the Great 
Who drove you Danes; and yet he 
Held that Dane, 

Jiito, Angle, Saxon, were or should 
be all 

One England* for this cowdieni, like 
my father, 

Wlio shook the Konnan scoundrels 
off the throne, 

Had in him kingly tJioughts — a king 
of men* 

Kol marie liut bom, like the great 
king of all, 

A light among the oxen. 

IW’oe. Tliatistniel 

IWW. AH, and I love him now, for 
mine own father 
Was gpt»af, anil coHhlecI. 

IWri*. Thou art Tost ig’s brother, 
Who wastes the Inuil- 
Harold. Th i s I mn her t'omes to sa ve 
Your land from waste ; I saved it 
once hcfiuv% 


For when yciur |>eople baidshM Tostig 
hi-nee. 

And Edward would have sent a host 
against you. 
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'Hien 1* who loved my brother, ha fie 
the king 

Who doted on him, sanction your de* 
cree 

Of Tostig's Hanishment, and choice 
of Morcjir, 

To help the realm from scattering. 

IW'cs, King 1 thy brotlier, 

If one may dare to speak the truth, 
was wrong'd. 

Wild was he, bom so: but the plots 
against him 

Had madden'd tamer men, 

Morcar. Thou art one of those 

Who brake Into Lord Tos tig's treas* 
ure-housc 

And slew two hundred of his followmg, 

And now* when Tostig Imth come Hack 
witii power. 

Are frigliicd back to Tosiig. 

Old TAtiae. Ugh ! Plots and feuds ! 

This is my ninetieth birthday. Can 
yc not 

Be brethren ? Godwin still at feud 
with Alfgar* 

And Alfgar hates King Harold. Plots 
and feuds 1 

'ITiis is my ninetieth birthday ! 

Harold. Did nian* Harold 

Hates nothing; not A is fault, if our 
two houses 

Be less than brothers. 

1 olces. A hhvyth, 1 1 arold* Aid wyf h ! 

Harold. Again! Alorcarl Kdwtu I 
What do they mean ? 

Edtrin. f^o the good king would 
deign to lemi an ear 

Not overBe(>mful, we might chance — 
percliance — 

To guess tlieir meaning. 

A/orcar. Tliine own meaning, Har- 
old, 

To make all England one, to close all 
fends, 

Mixing our Hloiuls, (hat thence a king 
may rise 

Half-Got] win and lialf-AIfgar, one to 
rule 

All England tieyond question, beyond 
quarrel. 

IJar^d. Who sow’d this fancy here 
among the people 1 
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Marnr. Wlio kiiuwi wlifil 80W« 

muon^ the pi^ople I 
A f^oodty dower at time?. 

liaroid. The Qinvii of Wiilea ? 
Why, Alorear, il i» all but duty in 
lieP 

To hate me j 1 liavo heard she hates 
me. 

3/iimij-, No I 

Far 1 eaii svrear to iTiat^ but cannot 
swear 

That tlu^se will follow thee against 
the Norsetnen, 

If thou deny them this. 

HttridtL Moreap And Edwin, 

When vifill ye cease to plot against 
my house T 

Ediritt, I'hc king can scarcely 
dream that we, who know 
Hls prowess in the tnounlaiiis of the 
West, 

Should care to plot against him in 
the North. 

J/omir. Who dares armigii us, 
king, of such a plot ? 

//uro/f/. Ve heard one witness even 
now. 

Murtytr, TJiO craven 1 

There Is a faction risen again for 
Tostig, 

Since Tostig came with Norway — 
fright not love. 

liar Ad. M orca r a nd Ed win, wil I y e, 
if I yield, 

Follow against tlie Norseman ? 

Horrar, Surely, surely 1 

iiaroW. Morear and Edwin, will ye 
upon oath, 

Help us against the Norman ? 

M or cur. With good will ; 

Yea, take the Sacrament upon it, king. 

JlarAd. Where is thy sister ? 

Mot-car. Somewhere hard at hand. 
Call and she comes, 

[ One (jFOCS out , then enter A I d wy tK . 

HarM, 1 doubt not but thou kno west 
Why thou art siimmoiiM. 

yiidieytft. VViiy ? — 1 stay with these, 
Lest thy fierce Tostig spy me out 
alone, 

And Hay me all alive. 

liar Ad, Cans! thou love one 


Who did discrown thine husband, ao- 
queen thcel 

Didst tlmu not love thine husliand ! 

Aldwi^th. Oh ! my lord, 

The nimble, wild, red, wiry, ^vsge 
king — 

Tliat was, niy Jonl, a nialeh of policy, 

liarAd. W ns til 

I knew him brave: be loved his laud: 
be fain 

Had made Iter great; Ins finger on bir 
harp 

(I heard him more than oncej Ksd m 
]| Wales, 

Her fiuods, her woods, her hills ; lud 
I betm his, 

I had l?een all Welsh. 

AldwytL Dh, ay — all Welsh- 
and yet 

I saw thee drive him up his hills — 
ami women 

Cling to the conquer’d, if they love, 
the more ^ 

If not, they cannot hate the conqueror. 

Wc never — oh ! good Morear, ^insJc 
fur ua, 

His compieror conquer'd Aldwyth. 

IlarAd. Goodly newiT 

Morear . Doubt it not Ihou ! Sinci 
Grlffyth’s head was sent 

To Edward, she hath said it. 

liarAd, I had rather 

She would liave lovt^d Tier husband, 
Aldwyth, Aldwyth, 

Canst thou love me, thou knowiitf 
where 1 love I 

Atdtryth. 1 can, my lord, for mine 
own sake, for thine. 

For England, for thy jioor white dove, 
who Hutters 

Ootween thee and the porch, but then 
would find 

Her nest within the cloister, and ba 
still. 

liar Ad, Canst thou love one, who 
cannot love again? 

Aldwyth. Full hope have I that love 
will answ'er love. 

HarAd, Then in the name of the 
great God, so be it! 

Come, Aldred, join our bands before 
the hosts. 


* HAROLD. 
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Thnf all may ace, 

[Aldr^^d Join$ the hands a/ Harold 
and Aldwytl) and i/feitses them. 
Vaices. Ifarold^ Harold and Aid- 
wytli I 

liijroid* J:k*t ffurili our golden l>ra“ 
gun, let Idni tfap 

Tlie wiuga tlml Wat down Walcal 
Advance our Hlandard of ilie Warrior, 
Dark among giw» and gold; and 
thou, brave hainier, 

Blaze like a night of fatal stars on 
tliosc 

Who read their doom and dio, 

'Where lie the Korsemen ! on the 
I>crwent ? ay 
At St am ford-bridge, 

Alorear, collect thy men ; Edwin, my 
friend ^ 

Ti l on ( ingerest, — Gurth, — 

Last night King Edward came to me 
in dreams ^ — 

Tlie pony face and long dowmiilTcring 
beanl — ' 

He told me 1 shoutd rntif|iier " 

1 am no woman lo put faith in dreams. 

( 7 o his ormy,) 

Last night King Edward came lo me 
in drt^ams, 

And told me we alioidd eon q tier, 

I oiVy#, hVirwnrd 1 Eorwanl ! 

Hnrohl and Holy Crosa I 
Aldw^th. I'hc day h won I 

SGEKE 11. — A Flaik. Befoue the 
Battle of STAiiKonD-BaiiH^E, 

Haucild and his Guiml, 

Ilaroid. Who is it comes this way ? 
Tost ig ? {Enttr Tost i o 4t;ith a 
smatf forte. (t brother, 

'l^’^liat art thtni doing here I 

Imtifj. 1 am foraging 

Fur Norway's army, 
i/ar&td, 1 could take and alay thee. 
Them art in amis against us, 

Tmtitf. lake and slay me. 

For Edward loved me* 
liarotd. KdwiiTil bade me spare 
thee. 

7ost/g* 1 hate King Edward, for he 
join'd with thee 


To drive me outlaw'd. Take and slay 
me, I say, 

Or T shall count thee fool. 

IltiroltL Take thee, or free thee, 
Free thee or slay tiiec, Norway w ill 
have war; 

No man would strike with Tostig, save 
fur Norwiiy. 

Tliun art nothing in thine England, 
save for Norway, 

Who loves iint thee but war. What 
tlmi thou hert*, 

Trampling thy mulher's bosom into 
blood T 

Tosiiff. She hath wean'd me from 
it with such bitterness, 

1 come for mine own Earldom, my 
Xortbnmbria ; 

Thou hast given it to the enemy of 
our house. 

I/it raid. Northnmbna threw thee 
olT, she will not have thee, 
TIjou hast misused her : and, U crown- 
ing erirne L 

itast munler'cl thine own guest, the 
sun of ( Inn, 

Game], at thine uwn hearth. 

/WbV;, The sluw, fat fool ! 

lie dniwl'd and pmied so, 1 smote 
hint suddenly, 

I knew nut wliat 1 did. He held with 
Morcar* — 

1 hate myself fur all tilings that 1 
du* 

J/arM. And Slorcar holds with 
us. Come back with him. 
Know what thou dost; and we may 
find for thee, 

So thou be chasten'd by thy banifili- 
ment, 

Some easier earldom, 

7o«f/(7* Wiiat fur Norway then t 
lie looks for land among us, he and 
his* 

IIaro/(L Seven feel of English land, 
or something mure. 

Seeing he is a giant. 

Ill at is noble ! 
That sounds of Godwin. 

J/arM. Come thou back, and 
be 

Once more a son of Godwin, 


HAROLD. 


634 



Titstig (film# awajf). O brother, 
brother, 

0 Harold — 

JI*irutti {iftging his hand on Tofitijjt'a 
shoHtder}. Nay then,eoiiie thou 
back to UR 1 

Tosiif/ {ft fief a fMinse turning to him). 
Never ahull any tnun auy that 1, 
that Toatijr 

Conjurwl the iiii(fhtier Harold from 
lua North 

To do the battle for me here in Eug- 
Und, 

Then left him for the meaner T 
thee I — 

Thou haat no pasiion for the House 
of Gfulwin — 

Thou hast but cared to make thyself 
a — 

Thou haft sold me for a cry* — 

Thou guvest thy voice against mo in 
the Coutieil — 

1 hate thee, and despise thee, and defy 

thee- 

Farewell for everl [Ejr/f, 

MaiM. Un to Stam ford-bridge 1 


SCENE III. 

AFTEU TItn B.tTTLE or STIMFOtED- 
BhII>GE, lUSQt’ET. 

Haholo and Amiwytu. Gcrtii. 
LKorwT\, MtiMCAit, Enwix, and 
other Earls and Thanes. 

Voices. Hail 1 Hamid! Aldwyth! 

hail, briilegroom and bride ! 
Aldicgth {tfilLing mth Harold). An- 
swer them thou ! 

Is this our marriage-banquet ? Would 
the wines 

Of wedding had been dash'd into the 

CUI^S 

Of victory, and our marriage and thy 
glory 

Been drunk together 1 these poor 
hands but sew. 

Spin, brtiider — would that they were 
man's to liave held 
The battle-axe by thee ! 


IJarfLd, Tliere im# a menu nt 

When being forced aloof from all my 
guard. 

And striking at Hardnwla and his 
madmen 

I bad wish'd for any weapon* 
Atdiciftli. Why art thou sadl 

Haroid. I Ua%"c lost the boy who 
play'd at linll with me, 

Witli whom I fought another fight 
than this 


I 


I 


Of St am ford-bridge, 

Aidii^gth. Ay ! ay ! tby viclnrict ' 
Over OUT own poor Wales, when at 
thy side 

He conquer'd with thee. 

llftroid. No — the childiali fist 
That cannot strike again. 

Aldufi^ih. Thtm art loo kindly. | 
Why didst thou let so many Norse- 
men hence I 

Thy fierce forekings had clench'd 
their pirate liides 

To the bleak church doors, Ukc kites 

ufKin H 1mm. i 

Jlitrofd. Is there so great a need to | 
Udl thee why ! 

Aldwgift. Vea, am 1 not thy wife I 
Voices, Hail, Harold, Aldwyth 1 1 | 

BrUlegroom and briilel 
AidiPVfL Answer them ! 

iniLirolV 

Harold (to ali), Earls and Thants! 
Full thanks for your fair greeting of r 
my bride I i I 

Karls, Thanes, and all our eountiy- j 
men! the day, \ 

Our day la^side the llcrwent will not 
Mm 

Les^^Jian a star among the goldencsi] 
hours 

Of Alfred, or of ICdwarti Ids grost 
son, 

Or At heist an, or English Ironside 
Who fought with Knul, or Knut who 
coining Mane 

Died EiigUsh. Every man aliout liii 
king 

Fought like a king ; ihe king like liU | 
own lunii, : 

No better; one for all, and all for , 
one. 
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One soul J and tlicriefore Imvu wo ihat- 
tor'd Imek 

Tlie hunroBt ware from Norseland ever 
yet 

Surged on us, and our battle-axes 
broken 

The Haven's wing, and dumb'd Ids 
earrion croak 

From the gray sea for ever* Many 
are gone — 

Drink to ilie dead who died for us, the 
living 

Who fought and would have died^but 
happier lived. 

If happier be to live; they both have 
life 

In the large mouth of England, till 
htr voice 

Die with the world. Hail — hail ! 

Morenr^ May all invaders perish 
like HardradaJ 

All traitors fail like Tosttg I 

drink but narold. 

A/rfryM, Thy cup’s full! 

JIaro/d. 1 saw the hand of Tostig 
cover it* 

Our dear, dead, traitor-brother, Tostig, 
him 

Heverently we buried* Friends, had 
I licen here. 

Without too large selfdauding I must 
bold 

Hie sequel hud been other than his 
league 

With Norway, and this battle* Peace 
l>e with him 1 

He was not of the worst If there be 
those 

At banquet in this hall, and hearing 
me — ' 

For there he those I fear who prick'd 
the lion 

To make him spring, that sight of 
Datilsh lilood 

Might serve an end not English^ — 
peace with them 

likcwi!*e, if Mey can be at peace with 
what 

Go<l pave us to divide us from the wolf I 
Aidtrifth (ntiide to llarohl). Make 
not our Morear sullen : it U not 
wise* 


MifM. Hail to the living who 
fought, the dead who fell I 
Poj'cFS* Hail, hail! 

Ftrsi Tkftnt. How ran that answer 
wUieh King tlnrold gave 

To his dead nniiiesake, when he ask'd 
for England ? 

Lto/irin. ” l^cvcn feet of English 
earth, or something mort*. 

Seed np hey is a giant ! " 

First Thant, Then for the bastard 

Six feet and nothing more ! 
f^ofwin. Ay, hut Iwliko 

Thou hast not learnt his measure* 
/Vrsf Thant, Hy St* Edmund 

I ovcr-nieasure him* Sound sleep to 
the man 

Here by deail Norway without dream 
or dawn I 

Stemd FAfine. What is he brag- 
ging still that he will come 

To thrust our Harold's throne from 
under him T 

My nurse wmuld tell me of a molehiJL 
crying 

To a mountain ** Stand aside and room 
for me 1 

First 7'hane, T*ethim cornel let him 
come* Here's to him, sink ot 
swditiT [Drinks, 

Strtmd Thant, God sink him I 
First Thant, Cannot Itanda which 
had the strength 

To shove that stranded iceberg off 
our shores. 

And send the shatter'd North again 
to sea, 

Scuttle his cockle shell ? What's 
Hrunanhurg 

To Stam forth bridge ? a war-crash, and 
fio hard. 

So loud, that, by St, Duiistan, old St, 
Hior — 

By God, we Ihonglit him dead — ^hui 
our old 'I’hor 

Heard liis own thunder again, ami 
woke and came 

Among us again, and mark'd the sons 
of those 

Who made this Britain England, 
break the North ; 


m 
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Mark'd Imw the war-axe swang^ 
Heard how the war^horn sang. 
Mark'd how the epcar-head sprang, 
Ileard how the shield^wall rang, 
Iron on iron clang, 

Anvil on hammer bang — 


Sttmd TAon#. Hammer on anvil, 
hammer on anviL Old dog. 
Thou art drunk, old dog! 

Fir^i Thane. Too drunk to fight 
with thee 1 

Second Thane. Fight thou with 
tliine own double, not with me, 
Keep that tor Korman William I 

First Thane. Down with William T 

Third Thmxt. The was herwo man's 
bratl 

FbarM Thane. Tlie tanner's baa* 
tan! I 

Fijlh Thane. The Falaiie by blow I 


IFnier a Thane from Perenseifj 
sjKitter^d KitJt tmid. 


HaroU. Ay, but what late guest, 

A a haggard as a fast of forty days, 

And caked and plaster'd with a hun- 
divil mires. 

Hath stumbled on our cupa ? 

Thane from Pevense^. Sly lord the 
King ! 

WUliani the Norman, for the wind had 
changed — 

JlarM. I felt It in the middle of 
that fierce fight 

At Statnforfbbridge* William hath 
landed, ha? 

Thane from Penenstif. Landed at 
IVvcnsey — 1 am from IVven* 
sey — 

Hath wasted all the land at Peven* 


sey — 

Hath harried mine own cattle — God 
confound him 1 

1 have ridden night and day from 
Pevensey — 

A thousand ships — a hundred tliou- 
sand men — 

Thousands of horses, like as many 
iions 

Neighing and roaring as they leapt to 
land — 



together • , , 
the people 
« , in Soulk 


Ilart^d. ilow oft in coming 
thou broken bread ? 

TAfirt* from Ptmmtif. Some thrice,! 
or so. 

Harxdd. Bring not thy holloi 
On our full feaaU Famtnc is fiar, 
were it but 
Of being starved. Sit down, alt down,' 
and eat. 

And, when again red-blooded, ipesk 
again ; 

(Aside.) The men that guardei 
England to the South 
Were scatterM to the harvest 
No power mine 
To hold their force 
Many are fallen 
At Stanifnrd-bridgc . . . 
atupid-euro 

Sleep like their awine . 

and North at once 
1 could not be. 

( Aitwid.) Gurth, Leofwin, Morctf, 
Edwin 1 

{PtHtdinff to ike reveUen.) The curie 
of England 1 these are drowii*d 
in wassail. 

And cannot see the world but thro' 
their wines I 
Leave them ! and thee too, Aldwytl^ 
must 1 leave — 

Harsh is the news 1 bard is our hooey 
moon I 

Thy pattlon. {Tcmintf round to Au 
attendants.) Break the bnuquet 
up . . . Ye four ! 

And thou, my carrier-pigeon of black 
news, 

*lCntm thy crop full, but come whet 
thou art cal I’d. [£'rd Harold. 


ACT V. 


SCENE L — A Test os a Moi xti, 

FROM WUIJCn CAM UE SEEM Till 

Field of Semlac, 


IlAltoLD, eittin^ ; Ay him standing Hroii 
M A ROOT t/ie Monk, Gcrth, Leof^ 


Harold. Kefer my cause, my crown 
to Rome 1 . . . The wolf 
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Muddetl the brook md predetermined 

Monkf 

Tliou hiiit ftaid th^ liij, and had my 
constant “ No " 

For atl but itislaiit battle. 1 hear no 
more. 

il/oryof. Hear me again — for the 
last time, Ariscp 

Scatter thy people home^ descend the 
hilh 

Lay liands of full allegiance in thy 
Ix^rd's 

And crave his mercy, for the Holy 
Father 

Hath given this realm of England to 
the Norman. 

IlaroiA. 'riven for the Iasi time, 
monk, J nsk again 

When had the Latcran and the Holy 
Fat her 

To do with Eng!aiid*s choice of her 
own king ? 

Jilariffit, Earl, the first Christian 
C®ftar drew to the East 

To leave the Hope dominion in the 
West, 

He gave him all the kingdoms of the 
West, 

Harold. So ! — did he ? — Earl — I 
have a mind to play 

The William with tlilne eyesight and 
thy tongue* 

Earl — ay ^ thou art but but a messem 
ger of William, 

I am w earj' — go : make me not wroth 
with thee I , 

Mock-king^ I am the mes- 
senger of God, 

His Norman Daniel ! ^fene, Mene, 
Tekel 1 

Is thy wnith Hell, that I should spare 
to cry. 

Ton Iieaven is wroth with dme f Hear 
me again I 

Our Saints liave moved the Church 
that moves the world, 

And all the Heavens and t-ery God : 
they heard— 

They know King Edward's promise 
and thine — thine. 


Harold. Should they not know free 
England crowns herself ? 

Not know that he nor 1 had power to 
promise? 

Not know that Eilward canceled his 
own promise 1 

And for my pan therein — Back to 
that juggler, 

Tell him the Saints are nobler than he 
dreams, 

Tell him that God is nobler than the 
Saints, 

And tell him we stand arm'd on Senlac 
Hill, 

And bide the doom of God. 

Mafffot. Hear it thro’ me. 

The realm for which thou art forsworn 
is cursed, 

Tlie babe enwomb’d and at the breast 
is cursed, 

The corpse thou whelmcst with Ihine 
earth is curscnl, 

The soul who figliteth on thy side is 
cursed, 

The seed tliou lowest in thy field is 
cursed. 

The steer wherewith thou plowest thy 
field m cursed, 

The fowl that fieelh o’er tliy field it 
cursed, 

And thou, usurper, liar — 

Harold. Out, beast monk I 

his hand tosirihs him. 

Gurth $iops i/iS Uow. 

1 ever hated monks, 

Aforye/, I am hut a voice 

Among you : murder, martyr me if ye 
will — 

Harold. Thanks, Gurth 1 The 
simple, silent, selfless man 

Is wortli a world of longuesters, (To 
Margot. 1 Get thee gone ! 

He moans the thing he says. See him 
out safe 1 

Zc^iriw. He hath blown himself as 
red as fire with curses. 

An honest fool I Fpllowme, honest fool, 

But if thou blurt thy curse among our 
folk, 

1 know not — 1 may give that egg^ 
bald head 

The tap that silences. 
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Hart^d* See him out mofe. 

Lcofwin ami Murj^ot, 
GartL I'hou hast lost thine even 
temper, brother Harold! 
IlarM. Ourtli, when I past by 
Wflkhnm, my fouiidalhm 

For tneti who servo tljo ne^bbur, not 
tbemsel ves, 

I cost me down prone, praying ; and, 

when 1 rose. 

They told me that tlie Holy Rood had 
loan’d 

And bowM above me; whether that 
whioh hold It 

Had weaken'd, and the Rood luiclf 
were bound 

To that necessity which binds us down; 

Whether it bow'd at all but in their 
fancy ; 

Or if it bow\l, whether it symbol'd ruin 

Or glory, who shall tejll but they 
wore sad, 

And somewhat sadden'd mo. 

Gurtk Yet if a fear, 

Or shadow of a foar, lest tho strange 
Saints 

By whom tliou swarest, should have 
power 10 balk 

Tliy puissance in this fight with him, 
who made 

And heard thee swear — brother — / 
ha ve not swam — 

If the king fall, may not the kingdom 
fall! 

But if I fall, 1 fall, and thou art king ; 

And, if I win. I win, and thou art king ; 

II raw thou to London, there make 

strength to breast 

Whatever cliance, but leave this day 
to me. 

Leqfmn {fnt€r(n/f). And waste the 
land about thee as thou goest. 

And be thy hand as wintef on the field, 

To leave the foe no forage. 

llatoid, Koble Ourth ! 

Best son of Godwin ! If 1 fall, I fall — 

The doom of God ! 11 uw should the 

people fight 

When the king tiles ? And, Leofwin, 
art thou iiijid ? 

How should the King of England 
waste the fields 


Of England, his own jjeoplet ^No 
glance yet 

Of the Northumbrian helmet on tli® 
heath 1 

Ltf^afin, No, but a shoal of wires 
upon the heath, 

And someone saw tliy wjllymilly nun 

Vying a tress against our goldtu 
fern. 

IldToid, Vying a tear with our cold 
dews, a slgli 

With these low-moaning hearem. 
Let her be fetch'd. 

Wc have parted from our wife without 
reproach, 

Tho' we have dived thro' all lier prie- 
tiees; 

And that is wciL 

Aeo/fcm. I saw her even now: 

She hath not left us, 

ILtroid, Nought of Morcar then ! 

Gurth, Nor seen, nor lieard ; thioe^ 
WilHaiii's or Ins own 

As wind blows, or tide fiowi: beltka 
be watches, 

II this war-storm in one of its rough 
rolls 

Wash up that old crown of Northum- 
bi'tland. 

I/ttroid, I had married her for 
Morcar — a sin against 

TIjo truth of love. Evil for good, it 
seems. 

Is oft as childless of the good as evil 

For evil. 

Leq/win, Good for good hath home 
at times 

A bastard false os William. 

Harold. Ay, if Wisdom 

Pair'd not with Goo<l. But I am 
somewhat wnm, 

A snatch of sleep were like the peac# 
of God. 

Gurth, r..eofwin, go once more about 
the hill — 

Whot did the dead man call it — San* 
guelac, 

The lake of blood ? 

Lto/itin. A lake that dips in Wib 
limn 

As well as Harold. 

Harold. Like enough. I have seen 
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TJie tr(>nchefl dug, the puliuideB up- 
rear’d 

And wattJed Uikk with aah and wil- 
low-wands ; 

Yea, wrought at them mjaetf. Go 
round onee more ; 

See all be sound and whole. No Nor- 
man horse ' 


Can ihatler England, standing ahid J 
by shield ; 

Tell that again to alL 

GuTik. 1 will, goo<l brother. 

Uatdd. Our guardsman hath but 
toil’d his hand und fool, 
hand, foot, heart ami head. Some 
wine! (On^ /wi/rj irme info a 
irhich he hands ta Harold.) 

Too nvuefi ! 

What! we musl use our battle-axe 
to-day. 

Our guardsmen l»ave slept well, sijiee 
w e eame in T 

Letr/init. Ay, slept and snored. 
Your seeonil-sigbted man 
That scared the dying eonscienee of 
the king, 

Mitlieanl their snores for groans. 

They are up again 
And chant Jng that old song of Brunan- 
burg 


Where England conquer'd, 
llaroid. That is W ell. The Norman, 
What Is he doing ! 

I^o/wtn. Praying for Normandy ; 
Our scouts have heard the tinkle of 
their liells. 

Harold, And our old songs are 
prayers for England too ! 

But by all Saints — 

Le&fitin, Barring the Norman ! 
Harold. Nay, 

Were the great trumpet blowing 
doomsday dawn, 

I needs must rest. Call when the 
Norman moves ^ — 

[AxrKrtf all bat Harold. 
No horse ' — thousand of horses — our 
shield wall ^ — 


Wall —break it not — break not — 
^ break — [ i^lteps, 

f7#/en of AWiror^f, Son Harold, I 
Uiy king, who came before 


To tell thee thou shouldst win at 
^tainforddiridge, 

Come yet once more, from where 1 am 
at peace, 

.BeeauRc 1 loved thee in my mortal 
day. 

To tell tliee thou shult die on Senlac 
hill — 

Sanguelac ! 

\ ki&n of U%tf/HOth, O brother, from 
my ghastly oubliette 
I send my voice across the narrow 
seas — 

No more, no more, dear brother, 
nevennore — 

Sangtielac I 

I it ion Tosti^. O brother, most 

unbrotherltke to me, 

Thou gavest iliy voice against me In 
niy life, 

I give niy voice against thee from the 
grave — 

Banpietae ! 

VisloH of Normatt Saints. O hapless 
Harold! King hut for an hourl 
Thou swarest falsely by our blessed 
bones. 

We give our voice against thee out of 
heaven ! 

I>anguelae! Sanguelacl The arrow! 

tlieatTr)wl 

Harold (starting w/J, baltle^axi In 
hand). Aw'ayl 

My batlie-axe against your voices. 
Peace I 

The king’s last word — “the arrow!" 

1 shall die — 

r die for England then, who lived for 
England — 

What nobler ! men must die. 

I cannot fall into a falser world — 

1 have done no man wrong. Tostig, 
poor brother. 

Art Mow BO anger’d I 
Fain had 1 kept thine earldom in thy 
hands 

Save for thy wild and violent will 
that wrench'd 

All hearts of freemen from thee. I 
could do 

No other than this way advise th^ 
king " 
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Againat the rtce of Godwin. la it 
puai^ihle 

That mortal men ahoLitd l>car their 
earthly heals 

Into yon blcwdless worldj^and threaten 
us t lienee 

Unscluoord of Death 1 Thus then 
tliou art revenged — 

1 left our England naked to the South 

To meet thee in the North* The 
Koreenmn'a raid 

Hath helpt the Norman, and Use race 
of Godwin 

Hath ruin'd Godwin, No — our wak* 
ing thoughu 

Suffer a storm less shipwreck in the 
pools 

Of sullen slumber, and arise again 

Disjoiiiteil ; only dream* — where 
mine own self 

Takes part against myselfl Whyl 
for a spark 

Of self-disdain bom in me when I 
aware 

Falsely to him, the falser Norman, 
over 

His gilded ark of mummy-saints, by 
whom 

I knew not that I aware, — not for my- 
self — 

For England — yet not whollj^ — 

{Enter EniTH.) 

Edith, Edith, 

Get thou into tby cloister as the king 

Will'd it: be safe: the perjury-mon- 
gering Count 

Hath made too good an use of Holy 
Churoh 

To break her close! There the great 
God of truth 

Fill all thine hours with peace! — A 
lying devil 

Hath haunted me — mine oath — my 
wife — I fain 

Had made niy marriage not a lie; I 
could not: 

Thou art iny bride I and thou in after 
years 

Praying perchance for this poor soul 
of mine 


In cold, white cells beneath an icy 
moon — 

Tills memory to thee and this U» 
England, 

My legacy of war against the Tope 

From child to child, from Fope le 
PojKj, from age to age, 

Till the sea wash her level with b« 
shores, 

Or till the l^opc be Clirist's* 

Enter Alowyth* 

Aldirtfth {to Edith). Away fron 
him 1 

Ediths 1 will ... 1 have not spokm 
to the king 

One word ; and one I must. Farewell! 

[//sfiiy. 

Harold, lft>t yet 

Stay- 

KdiiL To what use 1 

Harold, The king commands tlwe, 
woman ! 

(7o Aldwyth-) 

Have thy two brethren sent their forces 
in ? 

Jldwtith, Nay, 1 fear not. 

Harold, Then there's nu force is 
thee 1 

Thou didst possess thyself of Kdwaid** 
ear 

To part me from the woman tliat I 
loved 1 

Thou didst arouse the fierce Northuoi* 
brians 1 

Tliou hast been false to England and 
to me 1 — 

As ... in some sort ... I have bcea 
false to thee. 

Leave me. No more — Pardon on both 
sides — go ! 

A!dwi/th, A las, raylordpT loved thee! 

Harold (hiYfer/y). With a lots 

Passing thy love for Griffyth! whert- 
fore now 

Obey my first and last commaudroeat. 
Go! 

Aldit^tL 0 Haroldl husband! Shalt 
we meet again 't 

Harolds After the battle — af let 
Ulc battle. Go. 
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I go. Thni I 

could it«l> her standing there 1 
l£xil Airhvyilu 
Edith, A Eu, my lord, she loved thee. 
Jiartiid. Never! never 1 

Edith. 1 saw it in her eyes 1 
Ilar&id. I see it in thine. 

And not on thee — nor England — fall 
God's doom ! 

Edith, On thn f on me; And thou 
art England I Alfred 

Was England, Ellieircd was notliing. 
Kngtaiid 

Is but her king, and thou art Harold ! 
Jlaroid. Edith, 

The sign in hearen — the sudden blast 
at sea — 

hly faint oath — the dead Saints — the 
dark dreams — 

Tlie Pope's Anathema — Uie Holy 
Jtood 

Tliat bow'd to me at Waltham— Edith, 
if 

J* the last English king of England — 
Edith, ^ No, 

First of a lino that coming from the 
people, 

And chosen by the people — 

Ilafoid. Andfigbtingfor 

And dying for the people — 

Edith. J Jving J living ! 

Ilarofd. Yea so, goo<l cheer I llmu 
art Harold, 1 am Edith ! 

Look not thus wan ! 

Edith. What matters how I look 1 

Have we not broken Wales and Nom- 
land ? slain. 

Whose life was all one battle, incar- 
nate war, 

Their giant-king, a mightier man-id- , 
anus 

Than William. 

Ilmrold. Ay, my girl, po tricks in 
liim — 

No bastarfl he I when all was lost, he 
yell'd, 

And bit his shield, and dash'd it on the 
ground, 

And swaying his two-handed sword 
about him, ! 

Two deaths at every swing, ran in ujMjn 
us 


And died so, and I Tovc»d him as f hate 
T’his liar who made me liar. If Hate 
can kill. 

And loathing wield a Saxon battle- 
axe — 

Edith. Waste not thy might before 
the battle 1 

Harold. Ko, 

And thou must hence. Stigand will 
see thee safe. 

And so — Farewell. 

[i/e i> ffoing, but turns bach. 
The ring thou darest not wear, 
I have had it fashion'd, see, to meet 
my hand. 

[HarOlo sAoijri the ring tthkh is on 
his Jinger. 

Farewell ! 

[i/e is going, but tnms back again. 
I am as dead as Health tins day to ought 
of earth's 

Sai'e William’s death or mine. 

Edith. Thy death I — to-day I 

Is it not thy birthday ? 

Ifarold. Ay, that happy day I 

A birthday welcome ! happy days and 
tnnny I 

One — this ! [ They embrace. 

Look, 1 will bear thy blessing into the 
battle 

And front the doom of God. 

A'ariwfrji cries {heard in the distance}. 
Ha Hou 1 Ha Eou I 

Eater Gcnni. 

Gttrth. The Norman moves 1 
Maro/d. Harold and Holy Cross I 
lExeunl Harold and Gurth, 

JEiltfr SflGAKO. 

Stigand. Our Church in arms — the 
lamb tlic lion — not 
Spear Into pruning-hook — the counter 
way — 

Cowd, helm ; and crosier, battle-axe. 
Abbot A If wig, 

lAxifric, and all the monks of Peter- 
boro’ 

Strike for the king ; but 1, old wreteh, 
old Stigantl, 

With hands too limp to brandish iron 
— and yet 
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1 have a jiower — womU Harold aak 
me fur it — 

1 have II ptjwt^r. 

Edith. VVimt power^ holy father ? 

Sinjond. rowLT ituw from Harold 
to command ttiee lieueo 
And see thee safe from Seiilac. 

Edith, I remain ! 

Eii^iind. Yea^ so will I, daughter^ 
uiUtl 1 find 

Which wny the battle balance. I can 
sec it 

From where we stand : and, Hto or 
die, 1 would 
I were amojig them I 

Canani/rom Waltham {tmginy withoui), 

Salva paitiam 
Sancte J'ater, 

Sntva Fill, 

Halva Spirit up^ * 

Salva patriarn, 

Saneta Mater,* 

EdiiL A re tliose the blessed angels 
quiring, father? 

Sti^aud, No, daughter, but the 
canons out of Waltham, 

The king’s foundation, tlmt have fol* 
low’d him, 

Edith. O ( j(mI o i battles, tn ake the ir 
wall of shields 

Firm as Ihy elifls, strengthen their 
palisades ! 

Wliat Is that whirring sound ? 

Stiqand. I’iMi Norman arrow I 

Etiith, r^ook out upon tiie battle — 
is he safe 1 

Stiyaud, The king of England 
stiiinis l>eliTecn his bimieri. 
He glitters on the crowning of the liilL 
God save King llamld I 

Edith. — eluisen by his people 
And fighting for his people 1 

TJiere is ono 

Come us Goliath came of yore — he 
flings 

His brand in air and catdies It again, 
He is chanting some old wamong. 

Edith, And no David 

* Tho a ttiroQiidHiui thew Tatta hymns 
should be soutukd broml, u* in ** fsttwr,’’ 


To meet him ? 

if. Ay, tli ero spri n gs a 
on him. 

Falls ^ and another falls. 

Edith, Have mercy on us ! j 

Lo t our griod Gurth tmth y 
smitten him to tlie death, ” 

Edith, 8o perish all the enemies of 
Harold 1 
Chaeas 

HosUi in Angliam ’ 

Uuit pncilator, 

IMurum, l>ujnine. 

Scutum sdndaturl 
llosiLS per Anglim 
Flagjis bacchatur ; 

Casa erematur ^ 

Pastor fugatur 
Grex trueidatur — 



Sthpnd. lllos trucida, Domine, 
Edith. Ay, good fatheTi 

CuHuits (si'riymy). 


11 turn m scelcra 
Puena scquatnrl 

Eafjihh crits, Harold and Holy 
Cross] Out! out! 

Stitjaad, Ourjavdini 

Answer their arrows. All the No^ 
man foot 

Arc storriiinsc up the hill. The rangtt 
of knights 

Sit, each a statue on his horse, and 
wait. 

Ettyiish cri^, Harold and God Ah 
miglity 1 

A’flriaaa rnVs. Ha Rou ! Ha Rottl 

Cattms {$iHging}, 

' Ei|m"s cum pedlto 

PncjicdLaiurt 
lllorum in lacrjtnas 
Cruor fundaturl 
Pcrcant, percant, 

Anglia precat ur. 

Stiq^nd, Look, daughter, look. 

A’iJiYA. Nay, father, hmk for me! 

Etiffund. Uur axes lighten with a ftiu- 
gle flash 

Almut the summit of the hill, and headi 

And arms are slivcFd off and spho* 
ler’d by 


I 


1 

i 

I 



lUnOLD. 
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Thtlr — and tli^y fjy — the 

>iuriiiii|] 

Edith, SijgnnJ, O father, have we 
wciri t he day f 

Eti^nd. lUughter, no — they 
fall hohhid the horae — 

Titeir hor»e are thronging to the bar- 
rieadefl ; 

1 Bee the gonfanon of Holy Peter 

Floating above their lielmeU — Ual 
Uc ia down 1 

Edith, He down 1 Who down I 

Eti^and, The Norman Count is 
down. 

Edith, So pcriflli all the enemies of 
England ! 

Stiffand, Ko, no, ho hath risen 
again — he bares his face — 

Shonts something — he points onward 
— all their horse 

Swallow the hill lociut-Iike, swarming 

up. 

Edith, O God of battles, make his 
battle-axe keen 

As thine own sharp-dividing justice, 
heavy 

As thine own Ijolts that fall on crime- 
ful heads 

Charged with the weight of heaven 
where* from they fall 1 

CunofiM i*i filing), 

Jaeta tonitnia 
Deus bellator! 

Surgas e tenebris, 

Sis vindicator t 
Fulnnna, fnlmtna. 

Dens vastator! 

Mdiih. O Qijd of battles, they are 
three to one. 

Make thou one irmn as three to roll 
them down ! 

Canons (siityoi^), 

£qnus corn equite 
Dejieiaturl 
Aeies, A ties 
iTona steijiAtur 1 
Hlorum lanVeas 
Frangc Creator I 

6*tigand, Tea, yea, for how tliuk 
lances snap and shivtf 


Against the shifting blaze of Harold's 
axel 

War-woodman of old Woden, how he 
fells 

The mortal copse of faecal There! 

, And there 1 

The horse and horseman cannot meet 
the shield, 

Tlkc blow that brains the horseman 
cleaves the liorse, 

The horse and horseman roll along 
the hill. 

They fly once more, they fly, the Nor- 
man flies ! 

Eqiius rum equite 
pTsecIpUatur. 

Edith, O Gml, the God of truth hath 
heard iny cry. 

Follow them, follow them, drive them 
to the sea I 

Illorum seel era 
Pojna sequatur ! 

Stitpud, Truth I no; a liej a trick, 
n Norman trick 1 

Theytumon I he pursuer, horse against 
foot. 

They murder all that follow, 

Edith, Have mercy on us I 

Stiifand. llot-headedfools^to hurst 
the wall of shields 1 

They have broken the commandment 
of the king 1 

Edith, Hit oath was broken 
holy Norman Saints, 

Ye that now are of heaven, and see 
lieyond 

Tour Konnan shrines, pardon It, par- 
don it. 

That he forsware himself for all he 
loved, 

Me, me and all 1 Look out upon the 
battle 1 

Sti^and, They thunder again upon 
tike barricades. 

My sight is eagle, but the strife so 
thick — 

This is the hottest of it: hold, ash I 
hold, willow ! 

Efiffii^ en'w. Uut, out I 

crrcji _ lia Eoul 
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Ilal Gurth liatli leapt upon 

him 

And slain him ; be hath fiillen, 

Kdilh. And I am heard. 

Glory to GchI m the Highest 1 fallen, 
fallen ! 

Stignnd, Ko, no, hts horse — he 
mounts another — wields 

His watHtlub, dashes it on Gurth, and 
Gurth, 

Our noble Gurth, Is down I 

Edith. Have mercy on us ! 

8ti^n^id^ And LiCofwin is down I 

Edith, Have merey on us! 

0 Tliouthatknowcst, lei not niy strong 
prayer 

Be weaken'd in thy sight, because I 
love 

The husband of another ! 

Normtm criVs. Ha Rou ! Ifa Rou I 

Ediih, I do not hear our English 
war-ery. 

Stiifnnd, No. 

Edith, Look out Upon the battle — 
is he safe 9 ! 

Sii^and, He stands between tlio 
banners with the dead 

So piled about bim he can hardly 
move. 

Ediih (Jut'es up tht tc^ar-cry). Oat! 
out 1 

JVorraon cries, ila Rou ! 

Ediih ^criet &ut}, Harold and Holy 
Cross 1 

iVornioa cr/cs, Ha Rou ! Ha Hou! 

Edith, W hat is that whirring soundl 

Etigand. The Norman sends his ar- 
rows up to Heaven, 

Tliey fall on those within the palisade ! 

Edith, I^jok out upon the hill — is 
Harold there ? 

Biigand, Sanguelac — San guelac — 
the arrow — tlie arrow! — away \ 

SCENE I L — Fielo of the Dead. 

Nioht. 

Aldwttii nml Enirii. 

Aldw^th, 0 Edith, art thou here T 
O Harold, Harold — 

Our Ilarold — we sliaU never see him 
luore^ 1 


Edith, For there was more than sis- 
ter in my kiss, 

And so the saints were wroth. I can- 
not love them. 

For they are Norman saints — and yel 
I should ^ 

Tliey are so much holier than their 
harlot's son 

With whom they play'd their game 
agninst the king ! 

Atdirtfth, The king is slain, the . 
kingdom overthrown ! 

Edith, No matter I 

Aidtififth. How no matter, Harold 
slain ? — 

I cannot find Ids body, O help me 
tlioul 

0 Edith, if I ever wrought against 

thee, 

Forgive me thou, and help me here ? 

Edith, No matter t 

Aldtirgfh, Not help me, nor forgive 
me 1 

Edith, So thou Baldest 

Aldufgth, I say it now, forgive me ! 

Edith, Cro»kS me not I 

1 am seeking one who wedded me in 

secret. 

Whisper ! God's angels only know it, 
Ha ! 

What art thou doing here among the 
dead 1 

They are stripping the dead bodies 
naked yonder. 

And thou art Cfime to rob them of 
their rings 1 

Aldwgth. O Edith, Edith, 1 have 
lost both crown 

And husband. 

AVifA. So have 1. 

Afdtcifth. 1 tell thee, girl, 

lam seeking my dead Harold. 

Edith And I mine! 

Tile Holy Father strangled him with 
a hair 

Of Feter, and Ins brother Tostig helpt ; 

The wicked sister clapt her hands and 
laugh'd; * 

Tlien all the dead fell on him. 

AldftfftL Edith, Edith — 

AWifA. What was be like, tins J ms- 
band ? like to tbcc f 
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CAS 


Call nal for belp from me. I knew 
him not. 

Hu lies not here : not close beside the 
standard. 

Here fell the truest, manliest hearts 
of ICnglancL 

Go further hence and find him. 
Ald«*^tA, Slio is crazed ! 

£ditA, That doth not matter either. 
I^ower the light. 

He must be here. 

Enter Iko Canons. Osoot> and 
Atuelhic. mth torches, The^ 
turn ertr the dead^h<tdit9 and 
examine them «s lAry paes, 

Osfiod, i think tliat tins is Thurkill 
AthfHc, ifore llkel/ Godric. 

I am sure this body 
Is A If wig, iljc king's uncle. 

^ Athetric, So it is t 

Ko, no — hrare Gurth, one gash from 
hrow lo knt^el 

OsW- And here is I^ofwin. 

EdttK And here is Iht 

AldwjtK Harold ^ Oh no — naj, if 
it were — my God, 

Tljoy have so maim'd and munlcr'd 
all his face 

There is no man can swear to him, 
Edith, But one woman I 

Lot^k you, we nover tnuan to part again. 
1 have found him, 1 am hapt»y. 

Was there not someone ask'd me for 
forgiveness ! 

I yield it freely, being the true wife 
Of this dead King, who never bore 
revenge, 

i?n/fr CouKT William and Willum 
Malkt. 

WtUiam, Who be these women ! 

And what body is this ! 

Edith, Harold, thy better! 

William, Ay, and what art thou I 
Edith, His wifeJ 

Mdet, Not true, my girl, here is the 
Q ueen ! f Painting out A Id wy t h . 
TFiV/mra (to Aldwyth), Wast thou 
his Queen ! 

Mdu^^tk, 1 was the Queen of Wales, 


William, Why llien of England. 

Madam, fear us not, 

(7b Matet.) Kiiowcst thou this 
other I 

hfakt, VVlien 1 visited England. 

Some held she was his wife in secret 
— some — 

Well — some believed she was his 
pantinour, 

EditL Nonnan, thou liest ! liars all 
of you; 

Your Saints and all! / am his wife! 
and sUe^ 

For look, our marriage ring 1 

draas it Ojff' the Jitiffer }JaTaUl, 
1 lost ii somehow — 

1 lost it, playing with it when 1 was 
wild, 

TTtaf bred the doubt I but I am wiser 
, now . , , 

I am too wise . . . Will none among 
you all 

Bear me true witness — ^only for this 
once — 

lliat I have found U here again ! 

[iSis /lilts it on. 
And thou, 

Thy wife am I for ever and evermore. 

[Falli on the Mjf and diee. 
William, Death! — and enough of 
death for tliis one day, 

The day of St. Calixtus, and the day. 

My day wdien 1 was bom. 

Malri, And this dead king's 

W'ho, king or not, hath kitiglike 
fought and fallen. 

His birthday, too. ft seems but yes- 
ter^even 

I held it with him in Ins English halts, 

IJis day, with all his rooftreo ringing 
« Hamid," 

Before he fell into the snare of Guy ; 

When all men comited Harold would 
he king, 

And Harold was most happy. 

ir#7/jbjii. Thou art half English. 

Take them aw^ny ! 

Malet, 1 vow to build a cltureh to Gml 

Here on the hill of battle ; let our 
high altar 

Stand where their standartl fell * . • 
where these two tie. 
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Take tliem away, 1 do not love to eee 
them, 

ritick the dead woman off the dead 
nian» Maletl 

Molet. Faater than ivy. Must I 
hack her armi off ! 

Ilfiw shall I jMirt them ? 

Wave them, Letihembet 

Oury him and Ids paramour together. 

lie that waa false in oath to me, it 
seems 

Was false to his own wife. Wc will 
not give him 

A Chrii^tlan burial i yet he was a war- 
rlor. 

And wise, yea truthful, till that 
Ulightefl vow 

Which God avenged to-day. 

Wrap them together In a purple cloak 

And lay them both upon the waste 
sea-sliore 

At Hastings, there to guard llie land 
for which 

lie did forswear himself^ a warrior 
— ay, 

And hut that Holy Peter fought for us, 

And that the false Northumbrian held 
aloof, 

And save for that chance arrow which 
the Saints 

Sharpen'd and sent againsl him — 
who can teU t — 


Three horses had 1 slain iKmcath nw! 
twice 

I thought that all was lost, Sinct I 
knew battle, 

And that was from my boyhood,! 
never yet — 

Ko, by the splendor of God — have l 
fought men 

Like llaroid and his brethren, and bli 
guard 

Of English. Every man about his kitif 

Pc 1 1 where 1 le stood . They loved liirn : 
and, pray God 

My Normans may but move as trui 
with me 

To the door of death. Of one self- 
stock at first, 

Make them again one people — No^ 
man, English ; 

And English, Norman; we should 
have A hand 

To grasp the world with, and a foot 
to stamp it . , i 

Flat, Praise the Saints, It is over. 
No more blood ! 

1 am king of England, so they thwart 
me not. 

And I will rule according to their Uwi. 

(Jo Aldwyih.J Madam, we will co* 
m-at thee with all honor, 
A/drytA. My punishment is men 
than I can bear. 


THE LOTER’S TALE, 


THE oHxiHu FrcfKc to “ TIh! Tali*" iutm thm it va* ooniTHHod In my t]lMt»ntb 

y™r* Two only of tb» Ihnw [nrts then wrltU'ii werp jirtntpd, when, filing the Unm^rfecUoD 
of ihp pwro, I wUlhlrew it from the pTvmt, One of my frierids bowen-r wbo, boyllljcTncliiilred 
Ito hoy « w^ork, dlstilbuled among our common loiiocfateti of tint hour eume eopiet of 
thi-iM? two pam, wlthoni luy knowJwUfe, without llnr omlaaloiit and aruendraenU which 
I had In con tern pittUon, and inarml hy the nuiny tnlaprlnu of (ho eompoaltor. ih«t 

lhi#e two pnru liare of laic been tocrcilcaiilv plralwl, and that what J had deemed acarco 
worthy w live Ja not allowed to die, may I not bo |nnJoned If I tuffer the whole iKScm at laat 
^ light’— accompanied wllh a n'prlnt of ibe aequel~a w^ork of my mature Ille 


— " I’be Uoldcn tiupper "T 
Mayt ISTO' 


ARGUMENT. 


JtTLUit, whoac oonaln and foater^alaler, Camilla, haa been wedded lo hla fHcmi and riTal, 
UpBcJ, cadMVora to narmte the atory of hU own lore for her, atid the atnuige aeouel. He 
apeaJi* (In IJirta IL and JIL> of haciog been haunted by linlonn and tiro aotind of belJa, tolllnif 
.ora fune^. ^ at hut rUiglug for a mairinire: but he breoka away, overcome, aa heap* 
prooeliea Ibc Lveni, and a witneaa to It oompletca the lolo. ^ 


t 

Here far ftwny, lecn from the top- 
moat cliff, 

Filling with purple gloom the racan- 
ciea 

Between the tufted hills, the sloping 
scan 

Hung in mid-heareti, and Half-way 
down rare siiila. 

White as white clouds, floated from 
sky to sky. 

Oh I pleasant breast of wateis, quiet 
bay. 

Like to a quiet mind in the loud 

world, 

Where the cfmfed breakers of the 
outer «c>a 

Sank powerk‘Sfl, as anger falls aside 

And withers on the breast of jieaeeful 
love ; 

Thou didst receive the growth of pines 
that hedged 

Ttie hills that watch'd thee, as Love 
wateheth Love, 

In tJiine own essence, and delight thy- 
self 


To make it wholly thine on sunny 
days. 

Keep thou thy name of "Inver's 
Hay/' t^e, sirs. 

Even now the Goddess of tlie Past, 
that takes 

The heart, and sometimestouches Hut 
one string 

That quivers, and is silent, and some- 
times 

Sweeps suildcnlyall its half-moulder’d 
chords 

To some old melody, begins to play 

That air which pleased her first. I 
feel thy breath ; 

I come, great Mistress of tlie ear and 
eye ; 

Thy breath is of the pine wood ; and 
tho* years 

Have hollow'd out a deep and stormy 
strait 

Betwikt the native land of Love and 
me, 

Breathe but a little on me, and the 
sail 

Will draw me to the rising of the 
sun, 
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Tlie lucid ehamljer* of the morning 
sinr. 

And Ea^t of Life. 

Permit me, friend, I prythec, 

To pnita my hand aeroM my browa, 
and muse 

On thopc dear hills, that never more 
will meet 

The Bight that throbs and aches be- 
neath my touch, 

As tho' there beat a heart in either 
eye; 

For when the outer lights are darken*i] 
thus, 

Ttie memoryV vision hath a keener 
edge. 

It grows upon me now — the semi- 
circle 

Of dark-blue waters and the rikiro*' 
fringe 

Of curving 1>each — its wreaths of 
dripping green — 

Its pale pink shells — the summer- 
house aloft 

Tliat oj>en'(l on the pines with doors 
of glass, 

A mountain nest — the pleasure-boat 
that rock'd, 

Light'gr^'cn with its own shadow, keel 
to keel, 

Upon the dappled dimpllngt of the 
wave. 

That blanch'd upon its sM^' 

O lAive, O Hope t 

They come, they crowd ujioii me alt 
at onco^ — 

Moved from the cloud of unforgotten 
things, 

That sometimes on the liorizon ol the 
mind 

Lies folded, often sweeps athwart in 
storm — 

Flajh upon flash they lighten thro* me 
— days 

Of dewy dawning and the amber 
eves 

When thou and I, Camilla, thou and 
1 

Were home about the bay or safely 
moor'd 


Beneath a low-brow*d cavern, whett 
the tide 

Plash*d, sapping its worn ribs ; and all 
without 

The slowJy-ridging rollers on the 
cliffs 

Clash'd, catling to each other, and 
thro* the arch 

Down those loud waters, like a settinf I 
star, 

Mixt with the gorgeous west the light- 
house shone. 

And itlveiHimititig Venus ere she fell 

Would often loiter in her baJu^i 
blue, 

To crown it with herself. 

Here, too, my Ion 

Waver'd at anchor with me, when daj 
hung 

From bifl mid-dpme in Heaven's aiiy 
balls; 

Gleams of the water-circles as they 
broke. 

Flicker'd like doubtful smiles aboul 
her lips, 

Quiver'd a flying glory on her hair, 

Leapt like a passing thought across 
her eyes ; 

And mine with one that will not pasi^ 
till earth 

And heaven pass too, dwelt on my 
lieaven, a face 

Most slarry-fair, but kindled from 
within 

As Hwere with dawn. She was dark* 
hair'd, dark-eyed : 

Oil, such dark eyes 1 a single glanoa, 
of them 

Will govern a whole life from birth 
to death. 

Careless of all things else, led on 
with light 

In trances and in visions: look at 
them, 

You lose yourself in utter ignorsnee; 

You cannot find their depth ; for they 
go hack. 

And farther back, and still withdraw 
themselves i 

Quite into the deep soul, that eve^ 
more 
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rrcab from her founlaitia In 

the hrain. 

Still pourmfT thro", ftooda wUh redun* 
diint life 

Her narrow portaU. 

Truat me^ long ago 

I ahould haTG died, if it were poMihle 

To die in gating on llmt perfect neaa 

Which 1 do bear within me; 1 had 
died, 

But from niy fartheat lapsL% mj lateat 
ebb, 

Tiiinc image, like a cliarm of light 
and strength 

Upon tlie waUfra, puah'd me Lack 
again 

On theae deserted aanda of barren 
life. 

Tho* from the rleep rault where the 
heart of Ilo^ie 

Fell Into duet, and crumbled in the 
dark — 

Forgetting how to render beautiful 

Her countenance with quick and 
healthful blood — 

Thou didst not away me upward; 
could I perish 

While tliou, a meteor of the aepul* 
chre, 

Didst swathe tliyaelf all round Hope’s 
quiet um 

For ewT He, that sailU it, hath 
o'er^stept 

The tlippery footing of his narrow 
wit, 

And fairn away from judgment. 
Thou art light. 

To whieh my spirit Icaneth all her 
flowers. 

And length of days, and immortality 

Of thought, ami freshness erer self* 
renew’d. 

For Time and Grief abode too tong 
with IJfe, 

And, like all other frienda i* the world, 
at last 

They grew aweary of her fellowship ; 

So Time and Grief did beckon unto 
1>eath, 

And Death drew nigh ant^beat the 
doors of Life ; 


But thou didst sit alone in the inner 
house, 

A wakeful portress, and didst parte 
with Death, — ^ 

** This is a charmed dwelling which I 
. old ; 

So Death gave back, and would no 
furtlier come. 

Yet is my life nor in the present time, 

Nor in the present place. To me 
alone, 

Push’d from his chair of regal heri- 
lage, 

The Present is the vassal of the Past; 

So that, in that 1 Aatw lived, do I live. 

And cannot die, and am, in having 
Ijeen — 

A portion of the pleasant jesterdAy, 

Thrust forward on to-ilay and out of 
place ; 

A body journeying onward, sick with 
toil, 

The weight as if of age upon my 
limbs. 

The grasp of hopeless grief about my 
heart, 

And all the senses weaken’d, save in 
that. 

Which long ago they bad glean’d and 
' garner'd up 

Into the granaries of memory — 

Tlie clear brow, bulwark of the 
precious brain, 

Chink’d as you fee, and seam’d — and 
all the while 

The light soul twines and mingles 
with the growths 

Of vigorous early days, attracted, 
won, 

Married, made one with, molten into 

all 

The lieautiful in Past of act or place, 

And like the ali^mduring eamel, 
driven 

Far from the diamond fountain by the 
palms. 

Who toils across the middlo moonlit 
nights. 

Or when the white heats of the blind- 
ing noons 

Beat from the concave sand ; yet in 
him k ee ps 
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A draught nf tliat Bwec^t fountain that 
liL» loves » 

To stay \m feet from falling, and his 
spirit 

From bitterness of deatlL 

Ye ask me, friends, 

Wlien I Ijogan to love. How should 
I tell you ! 

Dr from tlie after-fulness of my heart, 

Flow back again unto my ilender 
spring 

And first of love, tho* every turn and 
depth 

Between is clearer in my life than all 

Its present How, Ye know not what 
ye ask. 

How should the broad and open flower 
tell 

Wliat sort of bud it was, when, prest 
together 

In its green sheath, close-Upt in silken 
folds, 

It seem’d to keep its sweetness to it- 
self, 

Y'et was not the less sweet for that it 
seem’d 1 ' 

For young Life knows not when young 
Life WAS lami, 

But takes it atl for granted i neither 
Love, 

Warm in the heart, his cradle, can 
re mem her 

Hove in the womb, but resUdh satis- 
fied, 

X»ooking on her that brought him to 
the light; 

Or as men know not when they fall 
asleep 

Into delicious dreams, our other life, 

8o know 1 no! when I U-gan to love. 

This is my sum of knowledge — that 
my love 

Grew with myself — say rather, was 
my growth, 

My inward sap, the hold I have on 
earth. 

My outward circling air wherewith I 
■ breathe, 

Whicli yet upholds my life, and ever- 
more 

U to me daily life and daily death ; 


Fi>r how should I have lived and nei 
have loved f 

Can ye take otT the sweetness from 
the flower. 

The color and the sweetness from the 
rfwse, 

And place them by themselves; or ^t 
apart 

Their nmtions and their brightnem 
frf>m the stars, 

And then [mint out the flower or the 
star 1 

Orhuilda wall lielwint my life and love. 
And tell me where 1 am 1 "111 even 

thus : 

In that I live I love ; beeause 1 lov® 

I live : wliaie’er is fountain to the one 
Is foimtain to the other ; and whene’er 
Dur Uofl uukiiits the riddle of the 
one. 

There is m> shade or fold of mystery 
Kwatlilng the other. 

Many, many year^ 
(For they seem many and my must of 
life, 

And well I could have linger’d lu tliot 
porch, 

So unproponion’d to llie dwelling- 
jilaw,) 

In the Maydewsof childhood, opposite 
'i'hc flush and dawn of youth, we lived 
together, 

Apart, alone together on those hills* 

Before lie saw my day ray father 
dieil, 

And he was happy that he saw It not; 
Hut 1 and the first daisy on Ids grave 
From the same clay came into light 
at onee. 

As Love and 1 do number equal ycan^ 
8o she, my love, is of an age with me, 
ilow like each other was the birth of 
each ! 

(In the same morning, almost the some 
hour, 

rnder the selfsame aspect of the start, 
(Uh fa1schtx>d of all starcroit!) we 
ivere born, 

Uow lik<; each other was the birth of 
each ! 
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The siflter of my toother ^nhe tlmt 
bore 

Camilla dose beneath her beatiitg 
heart, 

Which to tJie iinprison^it spirit of the 
chikl, 

With Its truiNtoiJched iiuliK^i in the 
flow 

j\nd hourly visitation of the blood, 

£?ent notes of preparation manifokl, 

And mdlowM echoes of the outer 
world — 

My moih^r'a sister, mother of iny 
love, 

Who imd a twofold claim upon my 
heart, 

One twofold mightier than tlie other 

Ha», 

In giving so muelt beauty to the 
world, 

And so nmeli wealth as God had 
cluirged her with — 

Loathing to put it from herself for 
ever, 

Left her own life with it; and dying 
thus, 

Crown’d with her bigheBt act llic 
placid face 

And breathless body of her good deeds 
pash 

So were we bom, so orphan’d. She 
was motherless 

And 1 without a father. So from 
each 

Of Ihoio two pillars wldeli from earth 
uphold 

Our chi hi hoot! , one had fallen away, 
and alt 

Tlie careful burthen of our fender 
years 

Trembled upon the other* He that 
gave 

Her life, to me delightedly futflird 

All lov high ind nesses, all offlecs 

Of watchful eare and trembling ten- 
demcM. 

He waked fur both : lie pray’d for 
both : be slept 

I>reaniiiig of both : nor w-as his love 
the k i^s 

Because it was divided, and shot forth 


Boughs on each siile, laden witli w h oi tv 
some slinde, 

Wherein we ncsU'ti sleeping or awake. 
And sang aloud the matin-song of 
life* 

She was my foster-sister: on one arm 
The llaxen ringlets of our infancies 
Wander’d, the wlule we nested: one 
soft lap 

I'illow’d us Imth ; a common light of 
eyes 

Was on us ns wt lay; our baby lips. 
Kissing one Imsoni, ever drew from 
I hence 

The Btreato of life, one stream, one 
life, one blwHi, 

One sueteimnee, which, still ns thought 
grew large, 

Still lai^T moulding all the house of 
thought, 

Made all our tastes and fancies like, 
perhaps ^ — 

All — all but one; and strange to me, 
and s>Vf.>et, 

Sweet thro* strange years to know 
that wliatsoeVr 

Our general mother mean I for me 
alone, 

Our mutual mother dealt to both of 
list 

So what was earliest mine in earliest 
life, 

I shared with her in whom myself 
remains. 

As was our childhood, so our in- 
fancy, 

They tell me, was a very miracle 
ttf fellow*feeUng and communion* 
They tell mo that we would not be 
alone, — 

We cried when we were parted ; when 
1 wept. 

Her smile lit up Iho rainbow on my I 
tears, 

Stay’d on the cloud of sorrow; that 
we loved 

The sound of ontHinother’s voices 
more 

Than the gray cuckoo loves his name, 
and Icuni’d 

To lisp in tune together; that wc slept 
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In eratUe always. face to face* 

Jkart Watui^ time to heart, lip press- 
injt lip, , , . 

Fpldini: each other, breathing on each 
* other, ! 

Dreaming together (dreaming of each 
other 

Tliey aliould have added), till the 
morning light 

Sloped thro’ the pUie», apon the dewy ! 
pane 

Falling, unseard our eyelidi, and we 
woke 

To gaze upt>n each otlier. If thia be 
true, 

At thought of which my whole soul 
languishes 

And faints, and hath no pulse, no 
hrcatli — as iho’ 

A nsan in some still garden should inr 
fuse 

Rich a tar in the boaom of the rose, 
TUI, drunk with its own wine, and 
overfull 

Of sweetness, and in smeUing of itself, 
It fall on its own thorns — if this be 
true — 

And that way my wish leads me ever- 
more 

Still to lielievc it — ’lis so sweet a 
thought. 

Why ill tlie utter ttillness of the 
soul 

l>oth question’d memory answer not, 
nor ttdl 

Of this our earliest, our closest-clrawn. 
Most loveliest, earthly-hea veiiliest liar* 
mony f 

0 blossom'd portal of the lonely 
house, 

Green prelude, April promise, glad 
new year 

Of Being, which with earliest violets 
A nd lavisheurol of clear-throated larks 
FiU'd all the March of life I — I will 
not speak of thee* 

These have not seen thee, these can 
never know ihce, 

Tliey cannot understand me* Pass 
we then 

A term of eighteen years* Ye would 
but laugh. 


If I should tell you how I hoard in 
thought 

lire faded rhymes and scraps of an- 
cient crones, 

Gray relics of the nurseries of the 
world, 

Which are as gems set in my memory, 

Because she learnt them with me j or 
what use 

To know her father left us Just before 

The dadodil was blown ! or how we 
found 

The dead man cast upon the shore 1 
All this 

Seems to the quiet daylight of your 
minds 

Out cloud and smoke, and in the dark 
of mine 

Is traced with flame. Move with me 
to the event- 

There came a glorious morning 
such a one 

As dawns hut once a season. Mercuiy 

On siteli a morning would have Hung 
himself 

From cloud to clouil, and swum with 
ha Lanced wings 

To some tall mountain ; when I said 
to her, * 

** A day for Gmls to stoop,'* she an- 
swereil. “Ay, 

And men to soar i *’ for as that othff 
gazed. 

Shading his eyes till all the fiery cloud. 

The prophet and the chariot ami tlie 
steeds. 

Suck’d into oneness like a little star 

Were drunk into the iiimost blue, we 
stood. 

When first we came from out the 
pines at noon. 

With Immls for eaves, up looking and 
alnioit 

Waiting to sec some blessed shape in 
heaven. 

So luithed we were in brilliance. 
Never yet 

Before of after have I known the 
spring 

Pour witii such sudden deluges of 
light 
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Into tijc rnirldto summer; for that daj 
Love, rising, shook his wings, aud 
chargiHl the winds 

W ith if^tced Mnj-sweett from bound 
to bound, and blew 
Prosh fire into the aun, and from 
within 

Burst thro* the heated buds, and sent 
Ilia soul 

Into the songs of birds, and touchM 
far-ofl 

lu* moantain-alUn, hit high hilt*. 

With flnnie 
Milder and purer. 

Tliro* the rooks we wound : 
le great pine ahook with lonely 
sounds of joy 

lat came on the sea-wind< As 
mountain streams 

Oiir blood mn free the sunshine 
seem'd to brood 

Jfore warmly on the heart than on 
the brow. 

We often paused, and, looking back, 
we saw 

le elefu and openings in the moun 
tains fill'd 

With the blue valley and the glisten^ 
ing brooks, 

ud all the low dark groves, a land 
of love! 

land of promise, a land of memoTy, 
Jana of promise flowing witJi the 
milk 

nd honey of delleioiifl memories 1 
nd down to st^a, and far as eye could 
ken, 

h way from verge to verge a Holy 
Lund, 

till growing holier as you near'd the 
bay, 

or Uicre the Temple stood. 

When we had reacliM 
ic grassy platform on some lull, 1 
stoop'd, 

gather'd tlie wild herbs, and for her 
brows 

tid mine made garlands of the self- 
same flower, 

hieh she took smiling, and with my 
work thus 


I Crown’d her clear forehead. Onee or 
twice she told me 

( For I Pcmembc^r all things J to let grow 

Ihe flowers that run poison in their 
veins. 

She said, '*Tlie evil flourish in the 
world/' 

Tlien playfully she gave herself the 
lie — 

^Nothing in nature is unbeantiful ; 

So, brother, pluck and spare not/' 
So I wove 

Kv n the dull-btoo<]ed pappy-stem* 
whose flower, 

Hued with the scarlet of a flerce sun- 
rise, 

Likefo the wild youthof an evil prince 

Is without sweetness, but who crowns 
himself 

Above the naked poisons of his heart 

In his old age." A graceful thought 
of Iters 

Grav'n on my fancy I And oh, how 
like a nymph, 

A stately mountain nymph she look'd I 
how native 

Unto the lulli she trod on J While I 
gaied 

My coronal slowly disentwjmHl itself 

And fell between us both ; tbo' wliile 
I ga»ed 

My spirit lenp'd as with those thrilli 
of bliss 

I'hat strike across the soul in prayer, 
and show us 

That we are surely heard. Methought 
a liglit 

Burst from the garland I had wov'n, 
and sIchmI 

A solid glory on her bright black hair ; 

A light methought broke from her 
dark, dark eyes. 

And shot itsedf in to the singing winds ; 

A mystic light flash’d ev'n from her 
white robe 

As from a glass in the sun, and fell 
alxiui 

My footsteps on the mountains. 


„ , Last we came 

ro wimt our people call The Hill of 
Woe/' 
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A bridge ii there, that, look’d at from 
beneath 

Seem* but a cobweb ^lament to unk 
Tl»c yawning of an eartimiiakc-cloven 
chOiJiu. 

And thence one niglit, when all the 
winds were loud, 

A wofnl man (f«r so the story wentj 
Had thrust his wife and child ami 
dash’d himself 

Into the dii^y depiii below. BeUiw, 
Pierce in the atreiigtb of far descent, 
a stream 

Flics with a shatter’d foam along the 
chasm* 

The path was perilous, loosely strown 
with crags : 

We tnounlefi slowly; yet to both 
there came 

The joy of life in steepness overcome, 
And vn-iories of ascent, and looking 

down 

On all that bad lookM down on us; 
and joy 

In breathing nearer heaven ; and joy 
to me, 

High over all the aKurc-circled earth, 
To breath witli her as if in heaven it- 
sclf ; 

And more than joy that 1 to her be- 
came 

Her guardian and her angel, raising her 
Still higher, past all peril, until she saw 
Henenth her feet the region far away, 
Ikyond the nearest mountain’s bosky 
brows. 

Arise inopen prospect— heal U and hill, 
And hollow lined and wooded to the 
lips. 

And deep4own walls of batllemented 
rock 

Gilded with broom, or shatter’d into 

And glory of broad waters mterfoBed, 
Whence rose as It were breath and 
steam of gold. 

And over all the grt^at wood rioting 
And eliinhing, streak’d or starr'd at 
iiiiervHls 

With falling brook or blossom’d busli 
^und Iasi, 


Franving the migbty landscape lo the 
west, 

A purple range of mountnin-conea, 
between 

Whose interspaces gush’d in blinduig 
burets 

The incorporate blaze of sun and sea. 
At lenglh 

I>cseending from the point and iiand- 
ing both. 

There on the tremulous bridge, that 
from beneath 

Had seem’d a gossamer filament up in 
air, 

We paused amid the splendor* All 
tlie west 

And ev'n unto the middle south wis 
rilib’d 

And barr’d witli bloom on bloom* 
’J’lie sun below. 

Held for a space Twixt cloud and 
wave, slmwer^d down 

Hays of a migbty circle, weaving over 

lliat various wilderness a tissue of 
light' 

rnparaliel’d. On the other side, the 
moon, 

Half-melted into thin blue air, stood 
still, , 

And pale and fibrous os a withe^d 
leaf, 

Not yet endured in presence of His eyes 

I'o indue Ids lustre ; most unlovcrlik^ 

Since in bis absence full of light and 
joy. 

And giving light to otheri. But this 
most, 

Next to her presence whom 1 loved 
so well, 

Spoke loudly even Into my iumoit 
licart 

As to my outwanl hearing; the load 
strenni. 

Forth issuing from Ids portals in ilw 
CTag 

(A visible link unto Ibe home of roy 
hearth 

Ran amU*r toward the west, ond lugJi 
the sea 

Parting my own loved mountains wts 
received. 
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Shorn of Its itn^ogih, iiilo the 
pa t hy 

Of that lOiiaU bay, whkh out to open 
mam 

Olow’ij line nil ingling close beneath 
the aun. 

Spirit of kove I that little hour was 
bound 

Shut in from Time, and dedicate to 
thee : 

TJiy fires from heaTcn had touch’d it, 
and the earth 

They fell on became hallo wM ever- 
more. 

We tumy; our eyes met: hers 
were bright, and mine 

Were dim whh floating tears, that shot 
tlie Buuset 

In lightnings round me ; and iny name 
wan home 

Upon her breath. Henceforth my 
name has been 

A lial low'd memory like the names of 
old, 

A center’d, glory-circled memory, 

And a peculiar treasure, brooking 
nut 

Exchange or currency: and in that 
hour 

A hope flow’d round me, like a golden 
mist 

Charm’d amid eddies of meloiUous airs, 

A moment, ere the onward whirlwind 
shatter it, 

Waver’d and floated ~ which was less 
than Hope, 

Because it lack’d the power of perfect 
Hope i 

But which was more and higher tlian 
all Hope, 

l^cnusc all other Hope had lower arm; 

Even that this name to which her 
gracious lips 

.Did lend such gentle utterance, this 
one name, 

Jn some obscure hereafter, might In- 
wn*athe 

(How lovelier, nobler then!) her life, 
her love. 

With my life, love, soul, spirit, and 
heart and strength. 


"Brother,” she said, "let this bo 
call’d hencefortli ^ 
nie Hill of Hope;" and I replied, 
"U sister, 

My will is one with thine; the Hill of 
Hope" 

Nevertheless, we did not change the 
name. 

I did not speak ; I could not speak 
my love. 

Love lieth deep : Love dwells not in 
lip-4lepihs. 

Love wraps Im wings on either side 
the heart, 

Constraining it with kisses close and 
warm, 

Absorbing all the incense of sweet 
thoughts 

So that cliey pass not to the shrine o| 
sound. 

Else had the life of that de tight ed hour 
Drunk in tJie largeness of the utter- 
ance 

, Of Love; but how should Earthly 
measure mete 

ITie Heavenly-unmeasured or unlimit- 
ed l^ive. 

Who scarce can tune his high majestic 
sense 

Unto the th undersong that wheels the 
spheres. 

Scarce living In the yEoHati harmony, 
A Ilf I flowing odor of the spacious air. 
Scarce housed within the circle of thia 
Earth, 

lie cabin’d up in words and syllables, 
Wiiieh pass witii that w iiich breathea 
them ? Smuier Earth 
Might go round Heaven, and the strait 
girth of I'inie 

Inswathe the fulness of Eternity, 
Than language grasp the infinite of 
Love. 

Oday which did enwomh that happy 
hour. 

Thou art blessed in the years, divinest 
day 1 

O Genius of that hour which dost up- 
hold 

Tljy coronal of glory like a God, 
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Amid thy melnticholy iniite» far-swn* 

'iViio walk before thee, ever turning 
round 

To gaze upon tlieo till tUeir eyes arc 
dim 

With dwelling on the Light and depth 
of tliine, 

Thy name is ever worshipped among 
liours \ 

Had I died ihen, I had not seemed to 
die, 

For bliss stood round me like the tight 
of Heaven, — 

Had I died then, 1 had not known the 
deatli ; 

Yea had ttie Power from whose right 
hand the light 

Of Life issue th, and from whose left 
hand Howeth 

The Stmdow of Heath, perennial cfliu- 
cnees, ^ 

Whereof to alt tliat draw the wliole* 
some air, 

Somewhile the one must overflow the 
other ; 

Tlien hud he stemm*d my day with 
niglit, and driven 

My current to the fountain whence it 
sprang,— 

Even his on n abiding excellence — 

On me, metUinks, that siiock of gloom 
had fall’n 

iTufelt, and in this glory I had merged 

The other, like ttio sun 1 gazed 
upon, 

Winch seeming for the moinent due 
to death, 

And dipping his head low beneath the 
verge. 

Yet bearing round about btm his own 
day, 

In eonfldenee of unabated strength, 

8teppet1i from Heaven to Heaven, 
from light to light, 

And holdeth his uiidimmed forehead 
far 

Into a clearer zenith, pure of cloud. 

We trod the shadow of the down- 
ward hill; 

We past from light to dark. On the 
o ther aide 


Is iK'oopVI a cavern and a moiititalo 
hall, 

Which none have fathom'd. Ifyoi 
go far in 

(The country people rumor) you may 

hear 

Tlie moaning of the w^otuan and the 
child, 

Bliut in the secret clmmbcri of die 
rock. 

1 too have heard a sound — perchance 
of streams 

Eunning far on withm its iumoft 
lialis. 

The home of darkness; but ttie cav^ 
ermmoutb. 

Half overtrailed with a wanton wwd, 
Gives hirtli to a bmwiing brook, tbst 
passing lightly 

Adown a natural stair of tangled roou, 
is presently received in a sweet grave 
Uf eglantines, a place of burial 
Far lovelier than its cradle ; for un* 
seen, 

But taken with the sweetness of the 
place, 

It makes a constant bubbling melody 
That drowns the nearer echoea. Low- 
er down 

Spreads out a little lake, thab floo^ 
ing, leaves 

Low banks of yellow sand ; and from 
the woods 

Timt belt it rise three dark, tall cy- 
presses, — 

Three cypresses, symbols of mortal 
woe, 

That men plant over graves. 

Hither we enmt, 
And Sitting down uiwu the goldta 
moss, 

Held converse sweet and low — low 
eon verse sweet, 

In whicti our voices Imre least part 
The wiuil 

Told a lovetale beside us, how he wooM 
The waters, and the waters answering 
lisp'd 

To kisses of the wind, that, sick with 
love, 

I Fainted at mterrala, and grew agsla 
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Ta utterance of passion, Ve cannot 
shape 

Fancy so fair as is this memory* 

Met hough tall excellence that ever was 
Had draun herself from many thou- 
sand years, 

And all the separate Edens of this 
eiirih* 

To centre in this place and time. 1 
|jsteit*d, 

And her words stole witli most pre- 
vailing sweetness 

Into my heart, as thronging fancies 
come 

To hoys and girls when summer days 
arc new. 

And soul and heart and body are all 
at ease \ 

What marvel my Camilla told me all I 
It was BO happy an hour, so sweet a 
place, 

Ami I was as the brother of her blood, 
And by that name 1 moved upon her 
breath ; 

Dear name, wliich had too much of 
neamesH in it 

And heralded the distance of this lime! 
At first her voice was %'ery sweet and 
low. 

As if she were afraid of utterance ; 

But in the onward current of her 
speech, 

(At eclioes of the hollow-banked 
brooks 

Are fashion'd by the channel which 
they keep), 

Her words did of iJieir meaning bor* 
row sound. 

Her cheek did catdi the color of her 
words, I 

1 heard and trembled, yet Z could but 
hear ; 

My heart paused — my raised eyelids 
would not fall, 

But still 1 kept my eyes upon the sky, 

I SL'cm'd the only pan of Time stood 
still, 

And saw the motion of all other thingsi 
WJitle her words, syllable hy syllable, 
Like water, drop Ijy drop, upon my ear 
Fell \ and 1 wish'd, yet wished her uot 
to s|>eak ; 


mi 


But she spake on, for 1 did name no 
wish. 

What marvel my Camilla told me all 
Her maiden dignities of Hope and 
1*0 ve — 

“Perchance,-' she said, “return'd." 

Even then the stars 
Did tremble in their stations as igazed; 
But she spake on, for I did name no 
wish, 

No wish— no hope, Hope w'as not 
wholly dead. 

But breathing hard at the approach 
of Death, — 

Camilla, my Camilla, who was mine 
No longer in 1 1 Led earths t sense of mine— 
Fur all the secret of her inmost heart. 
And all the maidoa empire of her 
mind, 

Lay like a map liefore me, and I saw 
There, where 1 hoiK*d myself to reign 
as king, 

Tliere, where that day I crown'd my- 
self as king, 

There in my realm and even on my 
throne, 

AaigW / then it seem'd as tlio* a link 
Of some tight chain within my-inmoat 
frame 

Was riven in twain : that life 1 heeded 
not 

Flow'd from me, and the darkness of 
the grave. 

The darkness of the grave and utter 
night. 

Did swallow up my vision ; at her feet. 
Even the feet of her I loved, 1 fell, 
Suiit with exceeding sorrow unto 
Death* 

Tlicn had the earth beneaOi me 
yawing cloven 

With such a sound as when an iceberg 
splits 

From cope to base — had Heaven from 
all her doors, 

With all her golden thresholds clash- 
ing, roil'd 

Her heavicfit thunder — I had lain as 
dead, 

Mute, blind and motionieas as then I 
lay; 
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Dead, for henceforlh there was no life 
for 1110 ! 

a lute, for hence forth whal use were 
vrorda to me I ' 

Blititl, for the day was as the night to 
me £ 

The night lo me whs kinder than the 

The night m pitj took away my day, 
Because my grief as yet was newJy 
bom 

Of eyes too weak to look upon the 
light ; 

And tlirti* the hasty notice of the ear 
Frail Life was startled from the len- 
der love 

Of him she brocKled over. Would I 
hud lain 

Until the tdaltcd ivy-tres» had wound 
Hound my worn limbs, and the wild 
hntr had driven 

Its knotted thorns thro* my unpain- 
ing brows, 

Ix-anlng its roses on my faded eyes. 
'I'he wtnrl had blown above me, and 
the mill 

Had fairn u^ion me, and the gildctl 
snake 

Had nestled tn this boscim-tUrone of 
Ixjve, 

Rut I bail been at rest for evermore* 

Long time entmncenient held me. 
All t<io soon 

Life {like a wanton tfm-oflicious friend, 
Who will not hear denial, vaiu and 
rude 

Willi proffer of imwishM-for services) 
Kniering all the aveinies of sense ^ 
Fast thro' into his cltiulel, the brain, 
With hated wamitb of apprehensive* 

neiss* 

I And lirjit the chillncss of tlm sprinkled 
brook 

Smote on iny brows, and then 1 seem'd 
to hear 

Its murmur, as the drowning seaman 
hears, 

Who with his head below the surface 
ilropt 

Listens the mulHed hoomlng indistinct 
Uf l he confused floods, and dimly knows 


His head shall rise no more: and then 
came in 

The white light of Uig weary moon 
above, 

DilTutcd and molten into flaky cloud. 

Was my sigUl drunk that it did shaiie 
to me 

Him who should own that name! Were 
it not w ell 

If so be that the echo of that name 

Ringing within the fancy had updrawn 

A fashion and a phantasm of the 
form 

It ahouid attach to? Fhantonil — 
had the ghastlifst 

lliat ever lustwJ for a body, sucking 

The foul steam of the grave to thicken 
by it, 

There in the shuddering moonligbl 
brought its face 

And what it has for eyes as close to 
mine 

As he did — better that than his, than 
he 

The friend, the neighbor, Lionel, the 
beloved, 

The loved, the- lover, the happy Lionel, 

The low-voiced, lender spin led IJomd, 

All joy, lo whom my agony was a joy, 

O how her choice did leap forth from 
his eyes I 

0 how her love did clothe itself in 
smiles 

About his lips I and — not one mo- 
ment's grace — 

Tlien %viien I be effect weigh’d seas 
mion my head 

To come my way ! to twit me with the 
cause I 
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Was not the land as free ihro* all 
her ways ' j 

To him os me ? Was not his wont to 
walk 

Detwet^n the going light and growing 
night? 

Had I not learnt my loss before he | ' 
came t ' 

Could that be more because he catne ; 
my way ! 

Why should he not come my way if ^ 
he w ould 1 
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And yet tcHiight^ tn-nlght — when nil 
my wealth 

planh'd imm me- in a tnomeiit and 1 
fell 

Beggar’d for eeer — why should he 
eonie my w ay 

Hohed in those robes of light I must 
nut weafp 

With that great crown of beams about 
Ilia brows — 

Come like an angel to a dnmtied bouI^ 
To tell him of the bliss Ijc had with 
God — 

Come like a careless and a grectly 
heir 

That scarcQ can wait the reading of 
the will 

Before he takes jioasessiun I Was 
mine a mood 

To be invaded rudely » ami not xather 
A sacred* secret uiiupproached woe* 
Unspeakable f 1 was shut up with 
Grief; 

She took the body of iny past deliglit* 
^'arded and swathed aud batin'd it 
for herself* 

And laid it in a sepulchre of rock 
Keifer to rise again. 1 was led mute 
Into her temple like a Haeriflce ; 

1 was the High IViesi in her holiest 
place, 

Kot to be loudly broken in upon. 

Oh friend, thoughts deep and heavy 
as these welhnigh 

O'erbore the limits of my brain i but he 
Bent o'er me* and my neck his arm 
upstay'd. 

1 thouglit it was an adder's fold, and 
once 

I strove to disengage myself, but 
fail’d, 

Being so feeble : she bent above mo, 
loo ; 

Wan was her cheek; for whatsoe'er 
of blight 

Uves in the dewy touch of pity had 
made 

The red rose there a pale one — and 
luT eyes — 

1 saw the moonlight glitter on their 
tears — 


Ami some few drops of that distress- 
ful rain 

Fell on my face, and her long ringlets 
moved, 

Drooping and beaten by the breesto, 
and brush'd 

My fallen forehead in their to and 
fro. 

Form the sudden anguish of her heart 

Loosed from their simple tlirall they 
had flow'd abroad. 

And floated on and parted round her 
neck, 

Mantling her form lialfway* She, 
when I woke, 

Something site ask'd, I know not what, 
and ask'd, 

Unanswer'd, sinco I spake not; for 
the sound 

Of that dear voice so musically low, 

And now Urst heard with any sense 
of pain. 

As it had taken life away before, 

Choked all the syllables, that strove 
to rise 

From my full heart. 

The blissful lover, too. 

From his great hoard of happiness 

disiijrd 

Some drops of solace; like a vain 
rich man, 

Tliat, having always prosper'd in the 
world, 

Folding Ills liandi, deals comfortable 
words 

To hearts wounded for ever; yet, in 
truth, 

Fair spec^ch was his and delicate of 
phrase, 

Falling in whispers on the sense, ad- 
dress'd 

More to the inward than the outward 
ear. 

As rain of the midsummer midnight 
soft, 

Scarce- heard, recalling fragrance and 
the green 

Of the dead spring : but mine was 
wholly <k'ad, 

No bud, no leaf, no flower, no fruit 
for me* 
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Y'et irEiahad doiit>, or who hail eufTer^tl 
wrong ? 

And why wojs 1 to darken their pure 
love. 

If, aa 1 found, they two did lore each 
other, 

Because my own was darken'd ? Why 
was I 

To erhss between their linppy star and 
tJiem ? 

To stand a shadow by their shinmif 
doors, 

And vex them with my darkness! 
Did 1 love her 1 

Ye know that 1 did love her; to this 
present 

My full-orUM love has waned not* 
Bid I love her, 

And could 1 look u|H)ii her tearful 
eyes ! 

What had she done to weept WJiy 
should s/» weep ! 

0 innocent of spirit let my heart 

Break rather — whonr the gentlest 

airs of Heaven 

Should kiss with an unwonted gentle^ 
ness. 

Her love did murder minet What 
then? SJie deem'd 

1 wore a broiher's mind; she call’d 

me brotiier : 

She told me all her love: she shall 
ntd weep* 

The bright ness of a btinnne thonght* 
awhile 

In battle with the glooms of my dark 
wilt, 

Monnlike emerged, and to itself lit up 

Tliere on the deplli of on unfatbom’d 
woe 

Reflex of action. Starting up at once, 

As from a disinal dream of my own 
death, 

r, for I loved her, lost my love Jn 
Love : 

I, for 1 loved her, groipt the hand she 
lov'd. 

And laid it in her own, anJ sent my 
cry 

Thro' the blank night to Him who 
iuv Ing made 


The happy and the unhappy love, 
that He 

Would hold the hand of blessing over 
them, I 

Lionel, the happy, and her, and he?,' 
his bride 1 

Let them so love that men and boyt 
may say, 

Lo I how thty love each oilier I " till 
their love 

Shall ripen to a proverb, unto all 

Known, when their faces arc forgot h 
tlie land — 

One golden dri.‘ani of love, from wlikh 
may death 

Awake them with heaven's music ia a 
life 

More living to some happier happh! 
ness, 

Swallowing its precedent in victory* 

And as for me, Camilla, as for me,— 

The dew of tears is an uiiwholesomi 
dew, 

Tliey will but sieken the sick plant 
the more. 

Deem that 1 love thee but asbrotherf 
do, 

So shall thou love me still as sisteii 
do I 

Or if thou dream aught farther, 
dream but how | 

I coulil have loved tbee, had them 
been none else 

To love ns lovers, loved again by 
thee* 

Or this, or somewhat like to this, I 
spake, 

When I beheld her weep so ru«- 
fully; 

lor sure my love should ne'er indue 
the front 

And mask of Hate, who lives oa 
others' nioans. 

Shall Love pledge Hatred in her bib i 
ter draughts. 

And batten on her poisons t Love 
forbid I 

Love passeth not the threshold of cold 
Hale, 

And iJaie it strange beneath the roof 
of Love* 
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O Lov(*, if iijoi! Love, dry up 
these lean 

8hed for the love of Love ; for llio" 
mine 

TIjc subject of thy power, be cold in 
her, 

Yet, like cold «now, U uielteth in the 
source 

Of these and tears, and fetnla their 
downivard Hoiv. 

So Love, arraign'd to judgment and 
to death, 

Ucceiired unto himself a part of 
biame, 

Being guiltless, as an innocent pri- 
soner, 

Who, when the woful sentence hatli 
bt'on past. 

And all the dearness of his fame Imth 
gone 

Bcnentli the shadow of the curse of 
man, 

Pirst falls asleep in swoon, wherofrom 
awaked. 

And looking round upon his tearful 
friends, 

Fortliwith and in his agony con- 
cei ves 

A shameful sense as of a cleaving 
criitie — 

For whence without some guilt should 
such grief be J 

So died that hour, and fell into the 
abysm 

Of forms outworn, but not to me out- 
worn, 

Who never hail'd another — was tljere 
one 1 

There might be one— one other, worth 
the life 

Tliat made it sensible. So tliat liour 
died 

Like ortor rapt into the wingMl 

wind 

Borne into alien lands and far away. 

There be some hearts so airily built, 
that they, 

They — when their love Is wrc^ck'd — 
if Love can wreck — 

On that slfcarp ridge of utmost doom 
ride highly 


Above the perilous seas of Cliange 
and Cimnee ; 

Nay, more, Iiold out the lights of 
cheerfulness; 

As the lalL ship, that many a dreary 
year 

Knit to some dismal sandbank far at 
sea, 

Ail thro' the livelong hours of utter 
dark, 

Showers slanting light upon the dolor- 
ous wave. 

For mo — what liftht, what gleam on 

those black ways 

Where Love could walk wHli banish'd 
Hope no more ? 

It was ill-done to part you. Sisters 
fair; 

Love s arms were wreath'd about the 
neck of Hope, 

And Hope kiss'il Lore, and Love 
drew in her hn?ath 

In that close kiss, and drank her 
whisper’d tales. 

They said that I-ove would die when 
Hope was gone. 

And Love mourn'd long, and sorrow’d 
after Hope ; 

At lost she sciught out Memory, and 
they trod 

Tlie wnne old paths where Love had 
walk'd with Hope, 

And J^lciriory fed the soul of Love 
with tears. 


TT. 

Fitoii that time forth 1 would not see 
her more; 

But many weary moons I lived 
alone — 

Alone, and in the heart of the great 
forest, 

*SometiiTies upon the hills beside Hie 
sea 

All day I watch'd the floating Isles of 
shade, 

And sometimes on the shore, upon tlm 
sands 

Insensibly I drew her name, until 

The meaning of the letters shot into 
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My brain i anon the wanton billow 

wa^ird 

Them over, till they faded Like my 
love. 

The hollow cavernt heard me — the 
black brooka 

Of the midforeai heard rue — the soft 
wtuds, 

I^den with thistledown and seedi of 
dowers. 

Paused In their course to hear me, for 
my voice 

Was all of thee: the merry linnet 
knew me, 

Tlie squirrel knew me, and the dragon- 
rty 

Shot by me like a flash of purple dre. 

The rouj^h brier tore my bleed ing 
palms ; the hemlock, 

Browddgh, did strike my forehead as 
1 past ; 

Yet trod 1 not the wild dower in my 
path, 

Nor bruised tlic wildbird's egg. 

Was this the end T 

Why grew we then together In one 
plot I 

Why fed we from one fountain f drew 
one sun T 

Why were our mothers' branches of 
one stem J 

Why were we one in all things, save 
in that 

Where to have been one had been the 
cope and crown 

Of alt 1 hoped and fear’d t — if that 
same nearness 

Were father to this distance, and that 

OHS 

Vauntcourier to the douUs f if Affec- 
tion 

Living slew Love, and Sympathy 
hew’d out 

The bosom -sepulchre of Sympathy 1 

Chiefly I sought the cavern and the 
hiJi 

Where lust we roam’d together, for the 
sound 

Of the loud stream was picasanb and 
tile wind 


Came wuoingly with woodbine smella 
Some tim es 

All day I sat within the eavem-momh, 

Fixing my eyes on those three cypress* 
cones 

That spired above the wood ; and with 
mad hand 

Tearing tlie bright leaves of the ivy* 
scri,^m, 

1 cast them in the noisy brook be- 
neath. 

And watch'd them till they vanlih'd 
from my sight 

Beneatli the l^we^ of wreailted eglto- 
tities I 

And all the fragments of the living 
rock 

(Huge blocks, which some old trem- 
bling of the world 

Had loosen'd from the mountain, till 
they fell 

Half-digging their own graves) thete 
in my agony 

Bid 1 make bare of alt the golden 
moss, 

Wherewith the dashing runnel in Urn 
spring 

Had liveried them all over. In my 
brain 

The spirit seemM to flag from thought 
to thought, 

As mofm light wandering thro' a ralsti 
my bli>i>d 

Crept like matsh drains thro' all my 
languid Umba ; 

Tlie motions of my heart seem’d fs? 
within me, 

Unfrequent, low, as tho' It told iU 
pulses; 

And yet it shook me, that my frams 
would shuflder, 

As If 'twere drawn asunderby the rack. 

But over the deep graves of Hope ami 
Fear, 

And all the broken palaces of the 
Past, 

Brooded one master-passion evermore, 

Like to a low-hung and a flery sky 

Above some fair metropolis, earth* 
shock'd, — 

Hung round with ragged riiui aud 
buruing folds, — 
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EniUatUitig all with wild and wnful 

llUOSp 

Great hilli of niinsp and cnllapied 

Of tlmnder»lmken columni indiitinct, 
And luKi?d together in the lymnnoui 
light — 

Bninii the ruin of all my life and me 1 

Sometimoa I thought Camilla was 
no more, 

Some one Itail told me she was dead, 
and wskM 

If I would see her burial : then lieemM 
To rise, and through the forest-shadow 
Ijonie 

With more tfian mortal swiftness, 1 
ran down 

Tlie sUh'pj ei'R'bank, till I fame upon 
The rear of a procesj^ion, curving round 
The silverslieetcd bayi in front of 
which 

Six stately %"irgins, all in white, iipliear 
A broad eartli-aweeping jiall of whitest 
lawn, 

Wreathed round the bier with gar- 
lands : in the distance, 

From out the yellow w-oods upon the 
hill 

Looked forth the summit and the pin- 
nacles 

Of a gray steeple — thence at intervals 
A low Ih.‘I1 tolling^ All the pageantry, 
Save those six virgins wlikh upheld 
the bier. 

Were stoleci from head to foot in flow- 
ing black ; 

One walk'd alireast with me, and veird 
his brow. 

And he was ioud in weeping and in 
praise 

Of her we follow'd \ a strong sympathy 
Shook all my souh 1 flung myself 
ut>on him 

In tears and cries : I told him all niy 
love, " 

Jlow I had love<l her from the first; 
irhcreat 

Jle ill rank and howl'd, and from his 
brow drew hack 

llis hand to push me from him ; and 
the face 1 

The very face and form of Lionet 
Flush'd thro* my eyes into tiiy inner- 
most brain, 

And at his feet 1 seem'd to faint and 
fall. 

To fall and die away. 1 could not rise 
Albeit i strove to follow. Tlicy past 
on, 

Tlie lordly Phantasms 1 in their float- 
^ ing folds 

They past and were no more: but I 
had fallen 

Prone by the dashing runnel on the 
grass. 

Alway the inaudible invisible 
thought. 

Artificer and subject, lord and slave. 
Shaped by the nudiblc and visible. 
Moulded the audible and visihle; 

All cristHfd sounds of wave and leaf 
and wind, 

Flatter'd the fancy of my fading brain; 
The floud-pavilion’d element, the 
wood, 

Tlic mountain, the three cypresses, the 
cave, 

Storm, sunset, glows and glories of 
the moon 

Below black firs, when silent-creeping 
winds 

Laid the long night In silver streaks 
and bars, 

Wet^ wrouglit into the tissue of iny 
drt^am : 

Tlie monnings in the forest, the loud 
brook. 

Cries of the partridge like a rusty key 
Turn'd ill a hick, owl-whoop and dor- 
hawk-whirr 

Awoke me not, but were a part of 
siwp, 

And voices in thedistance calling to me 
And in my vision hi<lding me <lream on, 
Like sounds without the twilight realm 
of dreams, 

Which waiidt-r round the bases of the 
hills. 

And murmur at the low-dropt eaves 
of sleep, 

Half-entering 1 he portals. Oftontimes 
The vbionhad fair prelude, in the end 
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Opontng on darkncsa, stately yeati- 
biites 

To cav(?8 tin cl sl»ow8 of Deat^i : wheth- 
er the tniml, 

With Rome revenge — cTcn to itself 
un known » — 

Made strange division of its sulTering 
Witii iier, wltoni' to iiave siiXTcring 
riewM liad been 

Extremest pain ; or that the clca^-eyed 
Spirit, 

Being bUinteil in the Present^ grew at 
length 

I^rophetieal and prescient of wlintc'er 
The Puture had in store; or that 
which miist 

Enchains belief, the sorrow of iny 
spirit 

Was of 80 wide a compass it took in 
All J had lovett, and my dull agony, 
Ideally to her iransferr'd, l>eeaine 
Anguish intolerable. 

The day wanei! ; 
Alone I sat wjtli her: about my 
brow 

Her warm breath floated in the utter- 
ance 

Of 8ilver*clior<led tones; her lips 
were sunder’d 

With smites of tranquil bliss, wbieU 
brcike in light 

Like morning from her eyes — her 
eloquent eyes, 

(As I have seen them many a hundred 
tiniL-s) 

Fill’d all with pure dear fire, Ihro^ 
mine down rain’d 

Their spirit-searching splendors. As , 
a vision 

Unto a haggarrl prisoner. iron-stay*d 
In damp and dismal dungeons under- 
ground. 

Confined on points of faith, when 
strength is shock'd ; 

With torment, and expectancy of 
worse 

epon tiie morrow, thro* the ragged 
wails, 

All unawares before his half-shut eyes, 
L^’omes in upon him in the dead of 
night. 


And witli the excess of sweetness sad 
of awe. 

Makes the heart tremhle, and tbs 
sight run over 

Upon his steely gyves ; so those fair 
eyes 

Shone on my darkness, forms which 
ever stood 

Within the magic eirque of memoTj. 
in visible but deathless, waiting still 
The edict of the will to reassume 
The semblance of those rare realities 
Of which they were the mirrors, Hqw 
the light 

Which was ilieir life, burst through 
the cloud of thought 
Keen, irrepressible. 

It was a room 

Within the suramer-honse of which I 
spake, 

Ilung round with paintings of the sea, 
and one 

A vessel in mid-ocean, her beared 
prow 

Clambering, the mast bent and the 
ravin wind « 

In her sail roaring. From the outer 

Betwixt the closest ivies came a 

hrfjjid 

And solid iK-am of isolatcil light, 
Crowded with driving atomies, and 

fell 

Slanting upon that picture, from primo 
youtii 

Well-known wclUovcd. She drew it 
long ago 

Forthgazing on the waste and open 
sea, 

One morning when the upblown bil- 
low ran 

Sliorewnrd Ijenentli red clouds, and I 
had pour’d 

Into the shadowing penciPs naked 
forms * 

Color and life : it was a bond and seal 
Of friendjihlp, spoken of with tearful 
smiles ; 

A monunient of childhood and of 
love ; 

The poesy of efdldhood ; my lost iove 
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Synil>ord in storm. We gnzcil on it 

^Strewn in the entry of the moaning 

together 

cave ; 

In mmo nnd plfld remembrance, and 

A morning air, sweet after rain, ran 

each heart 

over 

nreir eli}8er to the other, and the eye 

The rippling levels of tlie lakel and 

Waa riveted and charm-bound, trnzirig 

blew 

like 

Coolness and moisture and all smelts 

Tile Indian on a atiti^yed snake, low- 

of bud 

couchM — 

And foliage from the dark and drip- 

A beauty winch h death ; when all at 

ping womls 

once 

Upon my fever'd brows that shook 

? Tliat painted vessel, m with inner 

and throbb'd 

lifcj 

From temple unto temple. To what 

Bogan to lienve upon that painted 

height 

sea ; 

Tlie day tiad grown I know not Then 

An earthquake, my Idbd heart-beats. 

came on me ‘ 

made the ground 

The hollow tolling of the bell, ind all 

Reel under us, and all at once, soul. 

The viBion of the bier. As heretofore 

life 

I walk'd behind with one who veil'd 

And breath and motion, past and 

his brow. 

flow'd away 

Methought by slow degrees the sullen 

To those unreal hUlows: round and 

iKdl 

round 

Toll'd quicker, and the breakers on tho 

A whirlwind caught and bore us; 

shore 

mighty gyn-s 

Sloped into louder surf : those that 

Rapid and vast, of hissing spray wind- 

went with me. 

driven 

And those that held the bier before 

[ Far thro' the dizzy dark. Aloud she 

my face. 

t shrif kM ; 

Moved with one spirit round about 

My licart was cloven with pain; I 

lire bay. 

wound my anus 

Trod swifter steps ; and while 1 walk'd 

About her: we whirl'd giddily; the 

with these 

w'ind 

In marvel at that gradual change, I 

i Sung; but I clasp’d her without fear: 

thought 

her wciglit 

Four bolls instead of one began to 

y Shrank in my grasp, and over my dim 

ring, 

i eyes, 

" And parted lips which drank her 

Four merry belli, four merry niarriage- 

belis. 

, breath, down-hung 

In clanging cadence jangling peal on 

; Tlie jaws of Death : I, groaning, from 

p€^a| — 

me flung 

A long loud clash of rapid marringe- 

^ Her empty phantom t all the sway and 

bells. 

1 wliirl 

Then those who led the van, and those 

i Of the storm dropt to windless calm, 

in rear. 

’ and I 

Hush'd into dance, and like wild Bae- 

Down welter'd thro' tlie dark ever and 

chaiiala 

ever. 

Fled onwarrl to the steeple in the 
woorls i 

^ nr. 

1, too, WHS borne along and felt the 
blast 

t CAHE one day and sat among the 

Beat on my heated eyelids : all at 

stones 

once 
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The front mnk made n auddeii hall;* 
tJte Mh 

Lapsed inlo frightful stiUniMa ; the 
surge fell 

From thunder into whispers ; those six 
maids 

With shrieks and ringing laughter on 
the sand 

Threw down the bier ; tlie woods ui»on 
tlie liili 

Waved with a sudden gust that sweep* 
ing down 

Took the edges of the pall, and blew 
it for 

Until it hung, a little silver cloud 

Over the sounding seas : 1 turn'd i nty 
heart 

Shrank in me, like a inowflaVc in the 
hand, 

Waiting to see the settled countenance 

Of her 1 loved, adorn'd with fading 
flowers. 

But she from out her deatlelike 
chrysalis, 

She from her hier, as into fresher 
life. 

My sister, and my cousin, and my 
love, 

Leapt lightly clad in bridal white — 
Ikt hair 

Studded with one rich J'rovence rose 
— n light 

Of smiling welcome round her lips — 
her eyes 

And cheeks as bright as when she 
climliM the hill. 

One hnml she reach'd to those that 
came behind. 

And while I mused nor yet endured 
to take 

So rich a prife, the man who stood 
with mo 

Slept gaily forward, throwing down 
his rolies, 

And ctaspt her hand in his; again the 
bells 

Jangled and clang'd : again the stormy 
surf 

Crash'd in the shingle ; and the whirl- 
ing rout 

Led by those two rush'd into dance, 
and lied 


Wind-footed . to the steeple in the 
woods, 

Till they were swallow'd in the leafy 
bowers. 

And I stood sole beside ihe vacant 

bicr. ^ 

There, there, my latest vision — then 
tlie ev cut 1 

IV. 

TUB GOLliEX SrprElJ 
{ gjitakt.} 

I In flies the event : he leaves the event 
to me : 

Poor Julian “how he rush'd away;; 
the bells, 

Those niarringe^bells, echoing in ear 
and heart — 

Out cast a parting glance at me,yoa 
saw, 

As who should say “Continue." Well 
he had 

One golden hour — of triumph shall I 

say ? ' 

Bolace at least — before he left his 
home. 

Would yon had seen him in timt 
hour of Ids I 

lie movcfl thro' all of it majeitb 
tally — 

Oestrain'd himself quite to the close— 
but now — 

Whether they tnre his lady's mar- 
riage lielii. 

Or prophets of them In hit fantasy, 

1 never ask'd r but Lionel anil the gld i 
Were w'cdded, and our Julian earns 
again 

Back to hi^ mother's Iiousc among the 

pines. f 

But these, iheir gloom, the mountaiai I 
and the Bay, i V 

The whfjle land weigh'd him down as | 
vKtnn dm s , 

The Giant of Mythology : he would 
gd, 

1 Thli porm ii fnl»lid|rd Upon ii ttory Ul 
UoccBcdu. tkc ItiLfiidueLiuiJj p. 047. 
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Would leave tlie land for ever, and 
had gone 

Purely, but for a whisper, '* Go not 
jet/* 

Some warning — sent divlnelj — ai it 
ieem'd 

Bj that which followed — but of thU 
I deem 

[ As of the vision* that he told — the 
event 

Glanced back upon them in hi* after 
life, 

! And partly made them — tho* he knew 

1 ; it not. 

And thus he stayed and would not 
i^H^k at lier — 

No not for months r hut, wjjcn the 
eleventh mfion 

After their marriage lit the lover's Bay, 
Heard yet once more the tolling bell, 
and said, 

Would you could toll me out of life, 
but found — 

I All Boftly a* his mother broke it to 
him — 

I A crueller reason than a crazy car, 
For that low knell tolling Ids Imly 
I i dead — 

; ! Dead ^ and had tain three days with- 
1 1 out a pulse I 

1 1 1 All that look'd on her tiad pronounced 
I her dead* 

And so they bore her (for fn Julian's 
land 

They never nail a dumb head up in 

Bore her free-faced to the free aim of 
I heaven, j 

! And laid her in the vault of her own 
kin. 

! What did he then ? not die i he is 
I here and hale — 

I Not plunge headforemost from the 
mountain there, 

i And leave the name of Lover'* Ix^ap i 
not he ; 

I He knew the meaning of the w hisper 
j now', 

I Hiought that he knew it " This, 1 
stay'd for this ; 


0 love, 1 have not seen you for so 

long, 

Nowj now, will I go down into the 
grave, 

1 will be all alone with all 1 love, 

And kiss her on the lips. She is hla 

no more : 

The dead returns to me, and I go down 
To kiss tlie dead*" 

The fancy stirr'd him so 
lie rose and went, and enlcring the 
dim vault. 

And, making there a sudden light, lie- 
held 

All round about him that which all 
will be* 

Tlie light was but a flash, and went 
again* 

Then at the far enxl of the vault he saw 
Ilia lady with tlie moonlighl on her 
face ; 

Her breast as in a shadow-prison, bar* 
Of black and bands of silver, which 
the mofin 

Struck frfun an open grating overhead 
High in the wall, and all the rest of 
her 

Drown '(i in the gloom and horror of 
the vault* 

«It w'fls my wish,” he said, ** to pass, 
to rtecp. 

To rest, to be with her — till the great 
day 

Peard on us with that music which 
righia all, 

And raist-d us hand in hand*" And 
kneeling there 

Down in the dreadful dust that once 
was tnnn. 

Dust, ns lie said, that once was loving 
heart*, 

Hearts that had beat with such n love 
as mine ^ 

Not such as mine, no, nor for such as 
her — 

He softly put Ids arm about her neek 
And kbs'd her more than once, till 
heJpless death 

And silence made him bold — nay, but 
1 wrong him. 
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He reverenced his dear lady even in 
death ; 

But, placing liis true hand upon her 
heart, 

"0, you warm heart,” he moan'd, 

“ not even death 

Can chill you all at once i ” then start- 
ing, thought t 

His dreams had eome again. Wo 1 
wake or sleep T 

Or am I made immortal, or my love 

Mortal onee more I ” It beat — the 
heart — it beat : 

Faint — but It beat i at which his own 
began 

To pulse with such a vehemence that 
it drown'd 

The feebler motion underneath his 
hand. 

But when at last his doubts were sat- 
isfied, 

He raised her softly from the sepuU 
ehre, 

And, wrapping her all over with the 
cloak 

He eame in, and now striding fast, and 
now 

Sitting awhile to rest, but evermore 

Holding his golden burtlicn in his 
arms, 

So bore her thro* the solitary land 

Back to the inotlier’s house where slie 
was horn. 

There the good mother's kindly min- 
istering, 

With half a night’s appliances, recaird 

Her lluttering life : she rais’d an eye 
that ask’d 

Where 1 ” till the things familiar to 
her youth 

Had made a silent answer: then she 
spoke 

Here ! and liow came I here ? ” and 
learning H 

(Tliey told her somewhat rashly as I 
think) 

At once began to wander and to wail, 

" Ay, but you know that you must give 
me hack : 

Sendl bid him come;” but Lionel 
was away — p 


Stung by his loss had vanish'd, nont 
knew where. 

“He casts me out,” she wept, " and 
gcM^ ” ^ a wall 

That st*eming something, yet was noth- 
ing, bom 

Not from believing mind, but shatter'd 
nerve. 

Yet haunting Julian, as lier own re- 
proof 

At some precipitance in her burial. 

Then, when her own true spirit had 
return'd, 

"Oh yes, and you,” she said, “and 
none but you ! 

For you have given me life and love 
again, 

And none but you yourself shall tell 
him of it, 

And you shall give me back when he 
returns.” 

" Stay then a little,” answer’d Julian, 
" here, 

And keep yourself, none knowing, to 
yourself ; 

And 1 will do your will. I may not 
stay. 

No, not an hour; but send me nntict 
of him 

When he returns, and then will I re^ 
turn, 

And I will make a solemn offering of 
you 

To him you love.” And faintly sbt 
replied, 

“ And I will do your will, and none 
shall know/’ 
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Not know 7 with such a secret to be 
known. 

But all their house was old and loved 
them iKitli, 

And ail the iumse liad known the lovei 
of both ; 

Had died almost to serve them any ; 

, t ,■ I 

And all the land was waste and soli- 
tary : 

And then he rmle away ; Imt after tliii, 

An hour or two, CaniUla's travail came 

Upon her, and that day a boy w*^ boni, 

Heir of his face and land, to Lionel 
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And til us utir lonely lover nnle 
And fiausing a hoslel in a marsh, 
There fever seized upon him : myself 
WAS then 

Trarelling that land, and meant to 
rest an hour ; 

And sitting down to such a base repast, 
It makes me angry yet to spi^ak of it-- 
1 iieard a groaning overhead, and 
climb’d 

The moulder'd stairs (for everything 
was vile) 

And in a loft, with none to wait on 
him. 

Found, as it seem'd* a skeleton alone, 
Raving of dead men's dust and beat- 
ing hearts, 

A dismal hostel in a dismal land, 

A Hat mainrian worhl of rt^l and nisli T 
But there from fever and my care of 
him 

Sprang up a friendship that may help 
MS yet. 

For while we roamed along the ilrear\^ 
CKjast, 

And waited for her message, piece by 
piece 

1 learnt the dearier stoi^' of his life ; 
And, tho' he loved and honor'd Lionel, 
Found that the sudden wail Ms lady 
made 

Dwelt in his fancy : did he know her 
worth, 

Her beauty even f should be not be 
taught, 

Ev'n by the price that others set upon it, 
The value of that jewel he had to 
guard ! 

Suddenly came her notice and »'e 
past, 

I with our lover to his native Bay, 

This love Is of the brain, tlie mind, 
the soul ; 

Thai makes the sequel pure; iho* 
some of us 

Beginning at the sequel know no more. 
Nut lUeb am I : and yet I say the bird 
That will not liear my call^ liowcver 
sweet. 


But if my neighbor whistle answers 
him ^ — 

VVhal matter 1 there arc others in the 
wood. 

Yet when I saw her (and 1 thought him 
crazed, 

Tho* not with such a craziness as neetls 
A ceil and keeper), those dark eyes 
of hers — 

Oh I such tiark eyes ! and not liereyes 
alone, 

But all from these to where she touch’d 
on earth, 

For such a craziness as Julian's look'd 
No less than one divine apology, 

So sweetly and so modestly she came 
To greet us, her young hero in her 
arms! 

" Kiss him," she said, “ You gave me 
life again. 

He, but foryou, had never seen it once, 
Jfis other father you 1 Kii^s him, and 
then 

Forgive him, If his name be Julian too," 

Talk of lost hopes and broken heart I 
his own 

Sent such a flame Into his face, I 
knew 

Some sudden vivid pleasure hit him 
tlicre. 

But he was all the more resolved to 

And sent at once to Lionel, praying 
him 

By that great love they both had 
borne the dead, 

I To come and revel for one hour with 
him 

I Before he left the land for evermore ; 

[ And then to friends^ they were not 
many — who lived 

Scaiteringly about that lonely land 
of his, 

And back- them to a banquet of fare* 
wells. 

And Julian made a solemn feast.' I 
never 

I Sat at a costlier ; for all round his hall 
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From column ou to coLumn, lu In a 
wood, 

Not »uch as here — an eqiiatorifll one, 
Great ^rlniula swung and blosabniM; 
and ijeneath, 

Heirlooms, and ancient miracles of 
Art, 

Chalice and salver, wines tliat, Heaven 
knows when, 

Had suck'd the fine of some forgotten 
sun, 

And kept it thro' a hundred years of 
gloom, 

Yet glowing in a heart of ruby — cups 
Where nymph and god ran ever round 
in gold — 

Others of glass at costly — some with 
gems 

Movable and resettable at will, 

And trebling all the rest in value — 
Ah heavens ! 

Why need I tell you all t — suffice to 
say 

That whatsoever such a house as his, 
And his was old, has in it ran* or fair 
Was brought before the guest i and 
they, the guests, 

Wonder'd’ at some strange light in 
Jnl Ian's eyes 

(I told you that he had his golden 
hour). 

And such a feast, ill-sultetl as it seem'd 
To such a time, to Lionel's loss and his 
And that resolved self-exile from a 
land 

He never would revisit* such a feast 
Bo rich, so strange, and ilranger ev'n 
than rich. 

But rich as for the nuptials of a king. 

And stranger yet, at one end of the 
hall 

Two great funereal curtains, looping 
down. 

Parted a little ere they met tlie floor, 
About a picture of his lady, taken 
Some years before, and falling hid the 
frame. 

And just almvo the parting was a 
lamp : 

Bo the sweet figure folded round with 
night 


Seem'd stepping out of darkness with 
a smile. 

Well then — our solemn feast — w* h 
ate and drank, I 

And might — the wines being of such t 
nobieness — v 

Have jested also, but for Julian’s eyes, ^ 
And something weirtl and wild about 
it «U : 

What was It ! for our lover seldom 
spoke, 

Scarce touch'd the meats; hut ever \ 

and anon ^ 

A priceless goblet with a priceless wine 
Arising, show'd he drank beyond liia 

use ; ^ 

And when the feast was near an end, 
be said : 

There is a custom in the Orient 
friends — 

r read of it in Persia — when a man 
Will honor thoiM! wlio feast with him, 

he brings u 

And shows them whatsoever he ao» M 
counts I 

Of all his treasures the most lieautiful, 
Gold, jewels, arms, whatever it may b& 
This custom- — 

t'ausing here a moment, ill 
Tlie guests broke in uiHin him witii i 

meeting hands 

An d cri es aliout the banq ue t — ** Ikwi* j 

lifull J 

Who could desire more beauty at a ^ 

feast T " 

Tlie lover answer’d, “ Tlierc is moi* 
than one 

Here sitting who desires it I^aud aw 
not 

Ilefore my time, but hear me to ilw 
chkse. 

This custom steps yet further when 
the guest 

Is loved and honor’d to the uttemiiMt ' 
For after he hath shown him gems or 
gold, 

He brings and sets before him in ricli 
I guise 


r 
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TJiat winch is thrice m beautiful on 
tlieso. 

Hie Ijcauty that is dearest to Ids 
I l ean — 

'O my heart's lord, would I could 
show you,* he says, 

^ Et'u luy liL'art too.' And I propose 

To show you what is dearest la my 
heart, 

Aud my heart too* 

" But solve me first a doubt. 

I knew a man, nor umiiy years ago ; 

He had a faithful servant, one who 
loved 

His master more than all on earth 
beside. 

He falling sick, and seeming close on 
death. 

His master would not wait until he 
died. 

But bade ins meniaU bear lilm from 
the door, 

And leave him in the public way to 
die. 

I knew another, not so long ago, 

Who found the dying aen^ant, took 
him home. 

And fed, and ehertsh'd him, and saved 
his life. 

I aik you now, should this first master 
claim 

His service, whom does it belong to! 
him 

Who thrust him out, or Idm who saved 
his life t " 

Tills question, so fiung down before 
the guests. 

And balanced either way by each, at 
length 

When some w'ere doubtful how the 
law would hold, 

Was handed over by consent of nil 

To one who had not spoken, Lionel. 

Fair speech was his, and delicate of 
phrase. 

And he beginning languidly — his loss 

Weigh'd on him yet— but warming 
as be went. 
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Gtonccfl at the point of law, to pass 
it by, 

AfQrming that as long as either lived, 

By all tlie laws of love and grateful- 
ness, 

The serviire of the one so saved was 
due 

AH to the saver— > adding, with a 
smile, 

Tlie first for many weeks — a semi- 
smile 

As at a strong conclusion^ — *‘body 
and soul 

And life and limbs, all Ids to work Ins 
will" 

Tl*cn Julian made a secret sign to 
me 

To bring Cumilla down before them 
all. 

And crossing her own pieiure as she 
came, 

And looking as much lovelier as her- 
self 

Is lovelier than all others — on her 
Iiea<l 

A diamond circlet, and from under 
this 

A veil, that seemed no more than 
gilded air, 

Flying by each fine ear, an Easten: 
gauae 

Witli seeds gf gold — so, with that 
grace of hen, 

Slow-inovlng as a wave against the 
wind, 

Tliat flings a mist belli nd it in the 
sun — 

And bearing high in arms the mighty 
babe, 

The younger Julian, who himself was 
crown'd 

With roses, none so rosy os himself ^ 

And over all her babe and her the 
jewels 

Of many generations of his house 

Sparkled ami finsh'd, for be had 
decked them out 

As for a solemn sacriflcc of love — 

So she came in am long iu telling 

it. 

I never yet beheld a thing so strange. 
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Sad, »wc€t, and itraiigo togctlicr — 

To all their queries answer'd not a 

floated hi — 

word, 

While all ilie guests in mute amaze* 

Which made the amazement niore^ 

iiient rose — 

till one of them 

And slowly padug to the middle 

Said, shuddering, “Her spectre 1* 

hall, 

But his friend 

Before the board, there paused and 

HopUod, in half a whisper, “ Not st 

stood, her bn^ast 

least 

Harddioaviiig, and her eyea upon her 

The spectre that will speak if spokea 

feet, 

to. 

Not daring yet to glatice at Lionel. 

Terrible pity, if one so lieautiful 

But liini she earried, him nor lights 

Trove, as I alnioat dread tu find her. 

nor feast 

dumb 1 " 

Bazed or amazed, nor eyes of men ; 
who cared 

But Julian, sitting by her, answer'd 

Only to use his own, and staring wide 

ail: 

And hungering for the gilt and 

“ She is but dumb, because in her you 

jewelled world 

see 

About him, looked, as ho is like to 

That faitiiful servant whom we spoke 

prove, 

about, 

When Julian goes, the lord of all he 

Obedient to her second master now ; 

saw. 

Which will not last. 1 have here to- 

^*My guests,’* said Julian: “you 

night a guest 

So bound to me by common love and 

are honor'd now 

loss “ 

Ev*n to the uttermost ; in her behold 

Wliat 1 shall 1 bind him more T in lui 

Of all my treasures the most beau- 

behalf, 

tlfiil, 

Shall 1 exceed the l^erslan, giving 

Of all things upon earth the dearest to 

Iiim 

me/* 

That wluch of all things is tlie deareit ; 

Tlien waving us a sign to seat our- 

to me, 

selves. 

Not only showing! and ho hiiaself 

Ijcd his dear lady to a chair of state. 

pronounced 

And I, by Lionel sitting, saw his face 
Fire, anti dead ashes and all dre again 

That my rich gift is wholly mine to 

give. 

Thrice in a second, felt him tremble 
too, 

« Kow all laj dumb, and promise aU 

And heard him muttering, “ So like. 

of you 

* so like; 

Not to break in on what I say by ! 

She never had a sister 1 knew none. 

word 

Some cousin of his and hers -—0 God, 

Or whisper, while 1 sliow you all my 

so like 1 

heart/' 

And then he suddenly ask*d her if 

And then la^gan the story of bis love 

she were* 

As here to-day, but not so wordily 

She shook^ and cast her eyes down, 

The passionate moment would not 

and was dumb. 

suffer tlml ^ 

And then some other question'd if she 

Past thro* his visions to the burial; 

' came 

thence 

Prom foreign lands, and still she did 

tkjwu to this Inst stniUgc hour in hia 

not speak. 

own hail; 

Another, if the boy were hers: but 

And then rose up, and with him 

^ sbo^ 

bis guests 
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Once more as bj enohantmenl; all 
but he, 

Lionel, wlio fain had risen, but fell 
again, 

And sat as if jn chains — to whom he 
said ; 

^ Take my free gift, my cousin, for 
your wife ; 

And were it only for the giver's sake. 

And tlio* she seem so like the one you 
lost, 

Yet cast her not away so suddenly. 

Lest there be none left here to bring 
her back ; 

I leave this land for ever/' Here he 
ceased. 

Tlien taking his dear lady by one 
hand, 

And bearing on one arm the noble 
babe. 

He slowly brought them both to 
LioneK 

And there the widower husband and 
dead wife 

Eiisli'd each at each with a cry, that 
rather setun'd 


For some new death tlian for a life 
renew’d ; 

Whereat the very habe began to wsil ; 

At once they turn’d, and caught and 
brought him in 

To their chartii'd circle, and, half kill- 
ing him 

With kisoc^, round him closed and 
clnspt again. 

But Lionel, when at last he freed him* 
self . 

From wife and child, and lifted up a 
face ^ 

All over glowing with the sun of 
life. 

And love, and boundless thanks — 
the sight of this 

So frighted our good friend, that turn* 
ing to me 

And saying, "It is over; let us 
go" — 

There were onr horses ready at the 
doors — 

We bade them no farewell, but mounts 
ing these 

He past forever from his native land; 

And 1 with liim, niy Julian, back to 
mine. 


BALLADS AND OTHER POEMS, 


TO 

ALFRED TENXTSOF, 

MY GEJiNUaO’f. 


Golden -11 air'd Ally w!iow? Dame i» one with mine, 
Crazy with nml babble ancl earth'i Dew win«j 

^ New that the flower of a year and a half it thine, 

* O little blos«ODi, O miDe, and mine of mine, 

GIoHolii poet wEio never haat written a line, 

Laugh, for the name at the head of my terae ia thine. 

At ay 'if I thou never \xi wrong'd by tiie name that is mine ! 


THE FIRST QUARREL 
(IR THE laLB or wionT.) 

1. 

Wait a little," yon pay, *'yon are 
ante ii*Jl all come right," 

But the boy was bfirn i* trunbie, an' 
looka so wan an' bo while ^ 

Waitl an* once 1 ha' waited — 1 liadn't 
to wait for long. 

Now 1 wait, wait, wait for Harry. — 
No, no, you are doing me 
wrong ! 

Harry and 1 were married ^ the boy 
can hold up his head, 

Tlie boy was bom iti wedlock, but 
after my man was ilead ; 

I ha' work’d for him fifteen years, an' 
1 work an' 1 wait to the end. 

I am all alone in the world, an' you 
are my only friend. 

II. 

Doctor, if yon can wait, I'll tell yoti 
the tale o' my life. 

When Harry an' I were cliildren, he 
call'd me Ids own little wile ; 


r was happy wfum I was with him, an 
B<iiTy when he was away, 

An' when we pliiy'fl together, 1 loretl 
him better thnn play ; 

He workt me the <laisy chain— he 
made me the cowslip ball, 
lie fought the biiys that were rude, 
an' I lovetl him lietter than nlL 
Fassionate girl tho' I was, an’ often al 
home in disgrace, 

I never could quarrel with Harry — I 
had but to look in his face. 

HI. 

There was a farmer fn Dorset of 
Harry’s kin, that had need 
Of a good Htout la*l at tils farm ; h« 
sent, an' the father agreed ; 

So Harry was l>ound to the Dorsetshire 
fann for years an' for years; 

1 walked with him ilown to the quay, 
poor lad, an' wc parte<l in tears. 
The boat was beginning to move, we 
heard them a-rin^ng the bell, 
"I’ll never love any bnt you, God 
bless you, my own little Nell." 

IV, 

I was a child, an' he was a child, au* 
he come to harm ; 
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There was & pirl, a *mssj% that workt 
with hiiti up at tlie farm^ 

One had deceived her an' left her 
alfjtie with her ain airiier ihamep 
And so she was wicked with Hatrj; the 
girl was the most io blame. 

V* 

And jenrs went over till I that was 
little had grown ao tall 
The men would my of the maidsp “ Our 
Kcllj'a the flower of Vm all/* 

I dldti*l take heed o* Meatp but 1 taught 
myself all 1 could 

To make a gotjd wife for Harry, when 
Harry came home for go^» 

ri. 

Often I seem d unhappy, and often as 
happy too, 

Tor 1 heard it abroad in the fleldi " 1*11 
never love any but you '* ; 

"1*11 never love any but you" the 
moming 84?ng of the lark, 

" 1*11 never love any hut 3 *ou ** tlie nighb 
ingale'a hymn in the dark. 

vn. 


IX, 

But work was scant in the Isle, tlio* 
he tried the villages round, 

So Harry went over the Solent to sec 
if work could be found ; 

An* he wrote, ‘*1 ha’ six wet^ks* work, 
^ little wife, so far as I know ; 
ril come for an hour tomorrow, an* 
kiss you before 1 go/* 

. X. 

So I set to righting the bouse, for 
wasn't he coming that day ? 
An* I hit on an old deal-box that was 
push'd in a eorner away. 

It was full of old odds an* ends, an* a 
letter along wi' the rest, 

I had better ha* put tny naked hand 
in a hornets' nest, 

XT. 

" Sweetheart ** — this was the letter — 
this was the letter I read — 
"You promiiKKl to llinl me w^ork near 
you, an* I wish I was ilead — 
Didn't you ki^ me an* promise t j'ou 
haven't done it, my lad, 

An' I aimfuii died o* your going away, 
an' I wish that 1 had/' 


And Ilany came home at last, but he 
look'd at me sidL'Iong and shy, 
Vext me a bit, till he told me that so 
many years had gone by, 

I had griJwn so handsome and tall — 
that I might ha* forgot him 
somehow — 

Tor he thought — there were other 
lafis — he was fear'd to look 
at me now. 


vrii. 

Hard was the frost in the field, we were 
married o' Christmas day, 
Marrieii among the red berries, an' all 
as merry as May — 

Those were the pleasant limes, my 
house an' my man were my 
pride, 

We ioem'd like ships I* the Channel 
ft-saHing with wind an' tide. 


XII. 

1 too wish that I had — in the pleasant 
times that had past, 

Before 1 quarrelfd with Harry — my 
<iuarrel — the first an* the last, 

XIII. 

For Harry came in, an' I flung him 
the letter that drove me wild, 

An* he tolil it me all at once, os simple 
as any child, 

" Wimt can it matter, my lass, what I 
dill wi' my single life ? 

I ha' been as true to 3 'ou as ever a 
man to his wife ; 

An* sAs wasn't one o* the worst/' 
" Tlien," I said, " I'm none o' the 
U'st/* 

An* he smiled nt me, "Ain't you, my 
iove T Come, come, little wife, 
let it rest I 
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The man i»n*t like the woman, uo 
nwd to make «ueh a atir/' 

But he anger'd me all the more* nn’ I 
aaid Y ou were kec ping with her* 
When I waa a-loving you all along an' 
the aame aa before," 

An' he dicln't epi^ak for a while, an' 
he anjfer'd me more and more. 
Then he patted my hand in hja gentle 
way, " I^*t bygones I " 
"Bygones! you kept youra husli'd," T 
said, “ when you married me ! 
By-gonea ma' be comc^againa; an' Jie 
— in her shame an* her sin — 
You'll have her to nurse my eldld, if 
I die o* my lying in ! 

You'll make her ita aec-ond mother! I 
hate her — an' I hate you!" 
AJi, 11 airy, my man, you had l»etter 
ha' beaten me hlaok an' blue 
Than ha' spoken as kind oa you did* 
wlien I were so crazy wi' spite, 

• Wait a Utiie, my lai»s, ium sure it 'ill 
all come right*" 


XIT, 

An* he took three turns in the rain, 
an' 1 watch'd him, an* when he 
came in 

I felt that my heart was harcJ, he was 
all wet thro’ to the skin* 

An* I never said " off wi’ the wet,” I 
never said "on wi' the dry*" 

So 1 knew my heart was hard* when 
he came to bid me goodbye. 

** You said that you hated me, Kllen* 
but that isn't true, you know ; 

1 am going to leave you a bit — you’ll 
kiss me before 1 go 1 " 


XV* 

"Going! you’re going to ber — kiss 
her — if you will," I said, — 

I was near my lime wi' the Ixjy, 1 must 
ha* been light i’ my head — 

" I had sooner l»e cursed than kiss’d ! " 
— 1 didn't know well what I 
meant* 

But I turn'd my face from A/m* an' he 
turn'd All face an' he went. 


XVI, 

And then he sent me a letter, "Tvs 
gotten my work to do; 

You woutdii’t kiss me* my Lass, an’ I 
never loved any but you ; 

I am sorry for all the quarrel an' sorry 
for what she wrote, 

1 ha* six weeks* work in Jersey an* go 
to-night by the boat,” 

XVII, 

An' the wind began to rise, an' I 
thougilt of him out at M^a, 

An* I felt 1 had been to blame; be 
was always kind to me, 

" Wait a little, my lass, I am sure it 
'iil all come right ” — ^ 

An' the boat went down that night — 
the boat went down that night 
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I, 

Wajlixo, wailing, wailing, the wind 
over land and sea — 

And Willy’s voice in the wind, «0 
mother, come out to me,” 

Why should he call me to-night* when 
he knows that I can nut go t 
For the clowns are as bright as day, and 
the full moon stares at Uie snow* 

II. 

We should be seen, my dear; they 
would spy us out of the town. 
The loud black nights for us, and the 
storm rushing over the down* 
When 1 cannot see ray own hand* but 
am led by the creak of the chain. 
And grovel and grope for my son till 1 
find myself drenched with the 
rain. 

in. 

Anything fallen again t nay — what 
was there left to fall ? 

1 have taken them home, 1 have nnra- 
ber'd the bones, I have bidden 
them all* 


JilZFAii. 


What am 1 sajing t and wtiat are^wi f 
lio you come tm a apy T 

Falb ! what falla t who knows ? As 
tree fall# so must it lie. 

IV. 

Who let her in! how long has she Ijeen! 
you^ — what have you heani 1 

Why did you sit so quiet ! you never 
have spoken a word. 

0 — to pray with me— yes — a lady 

— none of their spies — 

But the right has crept into my heart, 
and begun to darken my eyes. 

V. 

Ah — yon, that liare lived so soft, 
what sliould yea know of the 
night. 

The blast and the btiming shame and 
the hitter frost and the fright 1 

1 have done It, while you were asieep — 

you were o n !y made for ttie clay . 

I have gather'd my bahy together — 
and now you may go your way. 

vn 

Kay — for it's kind of you. Madam, to 
sit by an old dying wife* 

But say notbmg hard of my hoy, 1 
have only an hour of life. 

I kiss'd my boy in the prison, before 
be went out to die, 

" They dared me to do it,” he said, 
and he never has told me a lie. 

I whtpt him for robbing an oroharil 
onoe when iie was but a child — 

*'The farmer dared me to do it,” he 
said ; he was always so wild — 

And idle — and couldn't be idle — my 
Willy — he never could rest. 

The King shoufd have made him a 
soldier, he would liave been 
one of his best 

Vlf. 

But he lived with a lot of wild mates, 
and they never would let him 
be gomi ; 

They swore Uiat he dare not rob the 
mail, and he swore that be 
would : 
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And he took no life, but he took one 
purse, and when ail was done 
He flung it among his fellows — ^Tli 
none of it, said my son. 

vin. 

I came into court to the Judge and the 
lawyers. 1 told them mv tale, 
God's own truth — but they killM him, 
they kiU’d him for robbing the 
mail. 

They litngM him in ehatns for a show 
— we liad aJways borne a good 
name — 

To be bang'd for a thief — and then 
put away — isn’t that enough 
shame ? 

Dust to dust - — low down — let us hide ! 

but they set him »o high 
That nil the ships of the world could 
stare at him, passing by, 

God 'ill pardon the hell-black raven 
and horrible fowls of tlie air. 
But not the black heart of the lawyer 
who kill'd him and haug'd him 
there. 

IX. 

And the jailer forced mo away. I had 
bid him my last goodbye ; 

Tliey liad fasten'd the door of Ids cell, 
“ O mother! '' I lieat d him cry* 
I couldn't get hack tho'I tricfl, he had 
someiliing further to say. 

And now 1 never shall know it. The 
jailer forced me away. 


Then since 1 couldn't but hear that 
cry of my boy that was dead, 
They seised me and shut me up j they 
fasten'd me down on my bed. 

« Mother, U mother! lie call'd in the 
dark to me year after year — 
They beat me for that, they beat me 
— you know that I couldn't but 
hear; 

And then at the last they found I had 
grown so stupid and still 
They let me abroad again — but the 
creatures had worked their wUL 
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RIZFAff. 


Xf. 

Jlesh of my flesh vtm but l>one 
of my bone was left ^ 

I stole them all fro to the lawyers — 
and you, will you call it a 
theft 1 — 

My baby, the bouet that liaxl «uclc*d 
me, the bones that had laughed 
and had cried — 

Theirs I O no ! they are mine — not 
theirs — they had moved in my 
side. 

XII. 

Do you think T was scared by the 
bones 1 1 kiss'd 'em, I buried 
*em all — 

I can't dig deep, I am old — in the 
night by the churchyard wall. 

My Willy 'ill rise up whole when the 
trumpet of judgment 'ill sound. 

But I charge you never to say that I 
laid Idm iu holy ground 


xtii. 

Tlioy would scratch him up — they 
w^outd hang him again on the 
cursed tree. 

Sin I O yes — we are sinners, I know 

— let all that W, 

And read me a Bible verse of the 
IxJtd's good will toward men — 
‘'Full of compassion and mercy, the 
Ixirtl ” — let me hear it again ; 
“ Full of compaiision and mercy — 
long*aufleriiig/' Yes, U yes ! 
For the lawyer is born but to murder 

— tlie Saviour lives but to bless* 
//e’ll never put on llie black cap except 

for the worst of the worst, 
And the first may be last — I have 
heard it in church — and the 
last may be first. 

Suffering — O long-suffering — yes, as 
tlie Lord must know. 

Year after year in the mist and the 
wind and lUe shower and the 
^ iuow. 


XIV. 

Heart], have you? what? they have 

toid you he never repented his i. 
sin. I 

ITow do they know it 1 are they hli 1 
mother? are you of his kini v 
Jleartll have you ever heard, wiuu ' 
the storm on the downs Wgaii, 
Tlte wind that 'ill wail like a child and 
the sea that 'ill moan like a 
mau? 


XV* 

Election, Election and Reprobation^ 
it's all very well. 

But 1 go to-night to my lioy, and I 
shall not find him in Hell* 

For I cared so mucli for my lioy that 
the Lord has lookM into my 
care, 

And He means mo I'm sure to be happy 
with Willy, I know not where. 


xvr* 

And if he be lost — but to save my soul, 
that is all your desire : 

I>o you think that 1 care for my soul 
if my boy be ^ne to tbe fire 1 
1 have 1>oen with God in the dark — go^ 
go, you may leave me alone — 
You never have borne a child — you 
arc just as hard as a stoue* 


xvii. 

Madam, 1 beg your pardon 1 I think 
tliat you mean to bo kind. 

But I cannot hear what you say for ray ^ 

Willy's voice in the wind — ' 

'Die snow and the sky so bright — he | 

used but to call in the dark, 1 

And he calls to me now from the I 
church and not from the gibbet I 
— for hark I I 

Nay — yon canhearityoum?lf — itii • 

coming — shaking the walls ^ 

Willy — the moon's in a cloud 

GocmI night 1 am going* H 
calls. 
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THE NOETHERN COBBLER. 

I* 

Waait till our ^l!y mnms In, fur 
thou uiun k* sif^lira * to toll. 

Eh, hut 1 uiafiin n^latl lo soo2l ihu gu 
*ftrtj nn" ivoll. 

" Caat ttwaHy an a dlnolut land wi' a 
rartiunl soon * ! ” 

Strange fur to goft fur to think what 
soiiiiora a’ seeiin an* a' doon ; 

” Sumnini to drink — sa* V>t ! ** 1 *a 
tjuwt hut jVdatn'a wine : 

What*8 the 'eftt o' tiiia little 'ill-gide lo 
the *elt o' the line 7 

tr. 

** What'# i' fha bottle a-«tanning 
theer 7 ” 111 tell tha. Gin, 
But if thou want* %hy grog, tha niun 
go& fur it down to the inn, 
Kaay — fur I lie main-glad, but thaw 
tha vtm iver aa dry, 

Thou gits naw gin fro* the bottle theer, 
an* ril tell tim why» 

in. 

Men an' thy aitier was married, wlien 
wur it I back-end o' June, 

Ten year sin', and wa 'greed aa well 
as a fiddle i' tune : 

1 could fettle and clump owd boodti 
and shoes wi'the best on 'em all, 
As fur as fro' Tburshy thurn liup to 
liarmsby and Uuiterhy Hall. 
We was busy as beeJU i* the bloom an’ 
as 'appy as 'art could think, 

An' tiien tlie liabliy wur bum, and 
then I taikes lo the drijik. 

* Tbs vowels of I pronoiiD«pd sspiiniply 
though In tbs sloscst cooiuRctJoD, best render 
the sound of the long f aud y In this tildlecl. 
But sloes such word# u craWn', cfoTfii.', srAot, 
of (I), etc., look swkwsriJ creepi In a pnga 
of express phonetlee, 1 have tbovglit ll better 
lo JesVQ the simple f And f , snd irii#t lliAt my 
renders will |;ive llieoi the broader pronuncL- 

■tlOD. 

* The do short, u In. ** wood.** 


An' I wellnt gaiiinsniy it, my kd, thaw 
1 bo bafe shaimetl on it now, 
We could sing a goml song at the 
I'low, we could sing a good song 
at the Plow ' ; 

Thaw once of a frosty night Islitherid 
an' burted my buck,* 

An' I coom'd neck-an-crop soomtimes 
slaipe down i' the squad an' 
the muck ; 

An' once I fowl wl* tbe Tniilor — not 
bafe ov a man, my lad — 

Fur he scrawm'd an* Rcratteit my faice 
like a cat, an’ it iiiaAde 'er sa 
mad 

'That Sally she turn'd a tongue-bang- 
er, « an' raated ma, * SotUn' thy 
bralins 

Gtiaaelin' anVsoftkin* an' smofikin’ an* 
hawmin' * about i' the laiines, 
Soft Bow-drtionk that tha doesn not 
touch tby 'at to the *S<|uirie ; ' 
An* I loouk'd cock-eyed at my noAse 
an' I secAd 'iiu a-giuen' o' fire ; 
Bill sin' 1 wur hallus i' liquor an' hah 
lu8 as droonk as a king, 

FoAlks' coostnui flitted awafiy like a 
kite wi' a brokken string. 


V. 

An' Sally she wesh'd foAtks* cloAtIjs 
to keep the wolf fro* the door. 
Eh but the moor she riled me, she 
druv me to drink the moor. 
Fur I full’, when 'er back wur turn'd, 
wheer Sally's owd stockin’ wur 
*id, 

An* I grabb'd the munny she mailde, 
and 1 weAr’d it o' liquor, I did. 

VI. 

An' one night T eooms ’oftm like a 
bull gotten bH>so at a faAir, 

An* she wur a-waAltin* fo'nima, an* 
cryin* and tearin* *er 'aair. 

An* I lummled athurt the crafidle an* 
iweAr'd as I'd break h ry slick 

^ Hip. J Scold. * Loituging^. 
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O' furnitur 'ere i' the 'ouae, an' I jried 
our Sail/ a kick, 

-An* I niasfiM the taUbles an* chairs, 
an* she an* the babby beflrd,i 
Fur I kiiaw’d naw moor what I did 
nor a mortal U-ait o* the feiild. 

YIU 

An* when I waftked i* the ntumm’ I 
sccftd that our Sally went 
laiimed 

Cos* o* the kick as I Kied *er, an* I wur 
dreUdfui aifhauincdj 
An* Sally wur shwmy^an* drsi^glc 
taaird in an owU tunj gown, 
An* the babhy'a fa^^ wum’t wesh'd 
and the *oie 'ouse hupside down* 

viit* 

An* then T niinded onr Sally sa pratty 
an* nellt an* sweeflt, 

Strait as a pole an’ elefln as a flower 
fro* Vttd to fceit : 

An* then I minded the fust kiss I gied 
*er by Thiirsby thurn ; 

Theer wur a lark a-singin* 'is best of 
a Sunday at murn, 

Couldn't see *itn, we *eErd *im a- 
mountin* oop *igUer an* 'ighcr. 
An’ then *e turn*d to ilic sun, an' *c 
shined like a sparkle o* fire, 

** Doesn*t tha see *an/' she axes, ** fur 
1 can see 'hn t ** an* 1 
Seeid nobbut the smile o’ the sun as 
danced in *er pratty blue eve ; 
An* I says “ 1 mim gie tha a kks,'” an* 
&tUy says “ Noa, thou ruoant,** 
Bull gied’er a kiss, an’ then anootlier, 
an* Sally says “ doitnt ! " 


tx. 

An* when we coom*d into MeefttinV at 
fust she wur all in a tew, 

But, arter, we slng'd the ’ytnn togitlier 
like binis on a beugh \ 

An* Muggins *e preach’d o* Ilelbfire 
an* the loove o* God fur men. 
An then upo* coomin* awnily Sally 
gied me a kiss ov ’ersem 

* B4'11ow«I, rried otit, 

> SJugslsb, out of spirits. 


X. 

Ilcer wurafatl fro’ a kiss to a kick 
like Saatan as fell 

Down out o* heaven i' Helbfirc — thaw 
theer’s naw driiikin* i* Hell ; 

Mea fur to kick our ^Uy as kep the 
wolf fro* the door. 

All along o* tlie drink, fur J loov’d *er 
as well as afoor. 


XI* 


Sa like a graat nunt-cumpus I blub- 
ber'd awaiiy o* tbe bed — 

** Wdint nivcrdolt naw moor; '* 

an* i^ally looukt up an* she said,^ 
"I’ll upowd it ' tha wcam; tliou’rt 
like the rest o’ the inert, 

Thou*ll goa snifUn' atiout iJie tap till 
tha does it agiian. 

TTicer's tliy heriiiemy, man, an' 1 
knaws, as knaws tha sa well, 
Tliat, if tha sceils *im an* smells ’im 
tha'li folier *im slick into llelL" 


XII, 

“Kafly,*' says 1, "fur I weant got 
snithn* about the tap." 

" Wefint ilia ! '* she says, an’ mysen I 
thowt i* mysen " mayhap," 
an* I siarted awafiy like a 
shot, an* down to tbe Hinn, 

An* I browt what tha seefis stannin* 
theer, yon big black bottle o* 
gin. 


XIII. 

" That caps owt,** * says Sally, an* saw 
she begins to cry, 

But I puts it infer *er ’ands *aii I says 
to *er, *%Sany/* says I, 

" Stan’ *im theer i* the naume.o* the 
Lord an’ tiie iiower ov *is 
Craace, 

Stan* *im theer, fur 1*11 loobk my 
hennemy strait i* the faiice, 

Stan* *iin tlieer i* tlio winder, an* let 
ma lo(H>k at ’im then, 
seel ms naw moor nor waiter, an' 
'e*s the DivU's oan sen.** 

> ini uphold It, 

That’s beyond sverythJnf, 
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xir. 

An* I wnr down V tlm mouth, couldn’t 
do naw work an' all. 

Nasty an’ sriajfgy an' stiadky. an' 
poonch'd ijiy 'and wi' tho hawl, 
But she wur a power o' cooinfut, an' 
sat tied Vrst^n o' my knt^e. 

An' coflxd an* coodled me oop till 
ageao I fee I'd myscn free* 

IV, 

An* Sally she tcll'd it about, an’ foalk 
stood a^gawmln*^ in. 

As thaw it wur. eunimat bewitch’d 
istead of a quart o* gin ; 

An' some on 'em said it wur waiter — 
an* I wur chousin* the wife, 

Fur 1 couldn’t *owd 'ands olT gin, wur 
it nobbut to saiive my life ; 

An' blacksmith 'c strips me the thick 
ov ‘is airm. an* ’e shaws it to me, 
*^reeal thou this! thou can't graw 
this upo* waiter! ** says he* 

An' Doctor 'e calls o* Sunday an' just 
as candles was lit, 

" Thou moftnt do it,*’ he says, “ tha 
mun break 'ini off hit by hit." 
‘*Thoii'rt but a Meihody-man," says 
J'arson, and laBys down *js 'at. 
An’ 'e points to the bottle o* gin, " but 
I respecks tha fur'tbat ; " 

An* Squire, his oan ¥ery sen, walks 
down fro* Che 'All to sec, 

An* *e spanks 'is *and into mine, " fur 
1 rcsjiecks tha," says 'e ; 

An' coostom ageiln draw'd in like a 
wind fro* far an' wide. 

And browt me the Ixioots to he cob- 
hied fro’ liafe the eoontrysidc, 

XVI, 

An* theer *e ttans an' theer 'e tha 11 
Sian to my dying daiy ; 

I 'a gotten to l^v 'im agtfin in 
anoother kind of a waiiy, 

Proud on ’im, like, my lad, an' 1 
kec’ilps *im cleJln an' bright, 
Loovs *im, an* roiibs 'im, an* dnosts 
'im, an* puts *im back i’ the light. 

I Staring vaf^ntly. 


XVII. 

Wouldn't a pint a* sarved as well as a 
quart f Naw doubt ; 

But I likwi a bigger feller to fight wi* 
an* fowl It out. 

Fine an* meller 'c mun be by Ihii, if I 
cared to tuiste, 

But I moftnt, my lad, and I weant, fur 
I'd foil my sen olefin dis- 
graficed. 

IVJU. 

An* onco I said to the ^lissis. My 
loss, when 1 cooms to die. 
Smash the bottle to smlthers, thfe 
Divil'a in *im/* said L 
But after 1 chafinged my mind, an* if 
Sally be left aloan, 
ni hev 'im a-buried wi'mma an' tafika 
*im afoor the Throiin. 

Ill 

Coom thou 'eer^ — yon lafidy a-steppin' 
along the streeat, 

Doesn’t tha knaw ’er — sa pratty, an' 
feat, an* neat, an* sm-efit 1 
Look at the clofiths on 'er back, 
ihebbe ammosi spick-span-new. 
An* Tommy’s fafice lie as fnsh as a 
cod I in wesh’d i’ the dew, 

XX. 

’F're be onr Sally an* Tommy, an' we 
be a-goin to dine. 

Baficon an* tafites, an* a lieslings-pud-^ 
dill* * an' Adam's wine ; 

But if tha wants ony grog tha mun 
goii fur it down to the Hinn, 
Fur I wefint shed a drop on *is blnod, 
noa, not fur Sally's ofin kin. 


THE llEVENGE. 

A BALLA0 OF THE FLEET, 

t, 

At Flores in the Azores Sir Biehard 
Grenville lay, 

And a pinnance, like a flutter'd bird, 
came flying from far away ■ 

1 A puddtag mjidti wilh the Qnt tni\k of 
the cow attcr oJvLd'j. 
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" Spantsli ship# of war at sea I wo 
have Bjffhteti fifty-throe I " 
Then sware I^rd Thonias Jloward: 

" Tore God 1 am no coward ; 
But I cannot meet them hero, for my 
ships are out of gear, 

And the liatf my men are sicV, I 
must fly, but follow quick- 
We are six shipi of the line; can wc 
fight with flfty -three T" 

II- 

^Thcn spake Sir Hichard GrenTillc; I 
know you are no coward ; 

You fly til cm for a moment to fight 
witli til cm again. 

But I've ninety men and more that 
are lying sick ashore- 
1 ehoultl count myself the cowanl if I 
loft them, my Lord IJowanb 
To these Inquisition dogs aud the 
devildoms of Spain.” 

lit. 

So Lord Tloward past away with fire 
ships of war that day. 

Till he melted like a cloud in the 
silent summer licaven ; 

But Sir Kichard bore in hand all his 
sick men from the land 
Very carefully and slow, 

Men of Bidcford in Dei'on, 

And we laid them on the ballast down 

below ; 

Fop we brought them all aboard, 

And they blest him in their pain, that 
they were not left to Sjwiin, 

To the ihurnhscrew and the stake, for 
tlie glory of the T.^rd, 

IV. 

lie had only a humlred seamen to 
work the ship and to fight, 

And he sailed away from Flores till 
the Spaniard came in sight. 
With his huge sea-castles heaving 
Ujion the weather bow. 

“ Shall we fight or shall we fly T 
Good Sir lilehar^l, tell us now, 

For to fight is but to die t 


There’ll be little of us left by tbi 

time this stm be set.” | 

And Sir Bichard said again : We be ! 

all good English men. j 

Let us hang these dogs of Seville, the j 
children of the devil, > ^ 

Fop I never turn'd my back upen 
Don or devil yeu” 

V. 

Sir Ricliard spoke and he laugh'd, aad : 

we roar'd a iiurmh, and so 
The little Uevenge ran on shwr iato 
the heart of tlie foe, 

With her hundred fighters on deck, , 
and her ninety sick below ; 

For half of their fieet to the right! 

and lialf to the left were scea, ^ 
And the little Revenge ran on tlLroT 
the long aeadanc between, 

vt, 

Tlious^nds of their soldiers look'd 
down from their decks and 
laugh'd, 

Tliousands of their seamen made ^ 
mock at the mad little craft 
Running on and on, till delay'd 
By their mountain-like San Philip 
llial, of fifteen hundred tons, 

And up-shadowing high above us with 
her yawning liem of guns, 

Took the brc^nlh from our sails, and 
we stay'd. 

vit. 

And wlille now the great Han PliJIip 
hung above u* like a cloud 
Whence the thunderbolt wEl fall ! 

T-ong and l*uid, 

Four galU^ins drew away 
From the Spanish ficH‘t tiiat day. 

And two upon the larlmarfl and two 
upon the starlioanl lay. 

And the hattle-thunder broke from i 
them all, 

VI n. 

But anon the great Ban Thilip, she be> 

( hough t herself and went 
Having that within her womb tliit 
had left her ill content; 
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And the rest they ramc a1ri>ard us, nnd 
they fouitht us hniid to Imnd, 
For a dozen iiMtes they cnme with 
their pikes and nnisquetiHfrs, 
And a dozen times wo shook '^em off 
as a ling that shakes his ears 
When lie leaps Iroin the water to tjie 
land. 

And tlie sun went down, and the stars 
eanie out far over tlio suiiiiner 
wa, 

But never a moment ceased the fight 
of the one and the fifty-three. 
Ship after ship, the whole night long, 
their Idgli-bintt galleons came, 
Ship after ship, tlte whole night long, 
witlt her hattle-lh under and 
flante 

Ship after ship, the whole night long, 
drew back with ber dead and her 
shame. 

For some were sunk and many were 
shatter'd, and so could fight us 
no more — 

God of battles, was ever a battle like 
Uiis iu the world before ? 

X. 

For he said ** Flgbt on 1 figlit on ! ^ 
Tho* Ills vessel was all but a wTPck ; 
And it chaneed that, when linlf of the 
short summer night was gone. 
With a grisly wound to be drest he 
had left the deck, 

But a bullet struck him that was 
dressing it suddenly dead, 

And himself he w as wouniied again In 
file side and the head, 

And he said ** Fight on 1 fight on 1 *' 

XT. 

And the night wx*nt down, ami tlie sun 
smiled out far over the summer 
sea, 

And liie Spanish fleet with broken 
sides lay nmnd ua all iu a ring ; 
But they dart'd not toueb us again, 
for they fear'd llial we still 
could stingt 




So th^y watch'd what the end would lie. 
Ami we had not fought them in vain. 
But in jieriUms plight were we, 
Set'ing forty of our poor hundred were 
slain, 

And half of ilie rest of us maim'd for 
life 

In the crash of the cannonades and 
the desjiernte strife ; 

And the sick men down tn the hold 
were most oi them stark and 
cold, 

And the pikes were all broken or licmt, 
and ibe powder was all of U 
sjicnt ; 

And the ina.‘jis and (be rigging were 
lying over (lie side ; 

But Sir Itichurd cried in ]ijs English 
pride, 

" \Vc have fought sucli a flght for a 
day and a night 
As may never be fought again I 
We have won great glory, my men I 
And a day less or more 
At sea or ashore, 

VW die — does it matter when T 
Sink me the ship. Master Gunner — 
sink her, split her in twain I 
Fall imo the bunds of God, not into 
the hands of Spain ! " 

xii. 

And the gimner said "Ay, ay,” but 
the seamen made reply : 

"We have children, we have wives. 
And the Lord hatli spareil our lives. 
We will make (be Spaniard promUe, 
if w'e yield, to let us go ; 

We shall live to fight again and to 
strike another blow/* 

And the lion tliere lay dying, and they 
yielded to the foe. 

xui. 

And the stately S]mnish men to their 
flagship bore him then, 

Where tliey laid him by the mast, old 
Sir liicbarrl caught at lost, 

And they praised him to his face with 
their courtly foreign grace; 

But he miffc u|)on ilieir deeksu and ho 
cried ; 
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*' I have fouglit for Queen and Faith 
like a vatiant tnan and true ; 

I have only done my duty a« a man it 
hound to do : 

Witli a joyful tpirit I Sir Uichard 
Grenville die \ 

And he fell upon their deeka, and he 
died. 

xiv. 

And they ttared at the dead that had 
been to valiant and true* 

And hail ho Men the power and glory 
of Spain to eheap 

That he dared her with one little ahip 
and hifl English few; 

Wat he devil or man ! lie wag devU 
for aught they knew, 

But they wink hit body with honor 
down Into the deep. 

And they nmnuM the lEcvenge with a 
awartUier alien erew, 

And away she tail VI with her lost and 
long’d for her own ; 

When a wind from the lands they had 
ruinVl awoke from sleept 
And the water Wgan to heave and the 
weather to moan, 

And or ever that evening ended a 
great gale blew, 

And a wave like the wave that it 
niised Uy an earthquake grew. 
Till it smote on their hulls uriil their 
sails and their mattt and their 

flap*. 

And the whole sea plunged and fell on 
theshot-shatterVi navy of Spain, 
And the little Kevenge herself went 
down by the island crags 
To be lost evermore in the main. 


THE SISTERS. 

Tiiet have left the dfiors ajar; and 
by their el.iah. 

And prtdude on the keys, I know the 
song, 

Tlieir favorite — whieh I call "The 
Tabkrs Turned/' 

Evelyn begins it " U diviner Air/' 


EV£LT». 

0 diviner Air, 

TJiro' the heat, the drowth, the dust, 
the glare, 

Far from out the west in tliadowing 
showers, 

Over all the meadow baked and bare, 
Making fresh and fair 
All the bowers and the flowers, 
FaintiJig dowers, faded bowers, 

Over all this weary world of ours, 
Breathe, diviner Air 1 

A sweet voice that — you scarce could 
better that. 

Now follows Edith echoing Evelyn. 

EOITU. 

O diviner light. 

Thro' the cluinl tliat rc^ofs our noon 
with night. 

Thro' ihe blotting mist, the blinding 
showers. 

Far from <mt a sky for ever bright. 
Over a It the Wfmdlatid'sdoodeilkiowerti, 
Over all the meadow’s drowning flow- 
ers, 

Over all this min’d world of ours, 
Break, diviner light! 

Marvellously like, their voices — and 
themselves ! 

Tho' one is somewhat deeper Ilian ilio 
other, 

As one is somewhat graver than tho 
other — 

Edit h I h a n E velyn. Y our good Uncle, 
whom 

You count the father of your fortune, 
longs 

For this alliance : let mo ask yon then, 
Which voice most takes you! for f 
do not doubt 

Being a watchful parent, ynu are 
taken 

With one or other: tho' sometimes 1 
fear 

You may lie flickering, fluttering in a 
doubt 

Between the two — which must not bo 
— winch might 
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Be death to one : they both are beau* 
lifu) i 

Eirelyn ia gayer, wittier, prettier, laya 

The comnion voice, if one may truat 
it; ahe ! 

No! but the paler and the graver, 
Kdith. 

Woo her and gain her tlion; no 
wavering, boy ! 

The graver in perhaps the one forvou 

Who jea t and laugh «o easily ami so 
welL 

For love will go by contnut, as by 
likes. 

No sisters ever pHied each other 
more, 

Not so.* Iheir mother and her sister 
loved 

More passionately still. 

But that my best 

And oldest friend, your Uncle, wishes 

h. 

And that I know you worthy every- 
way 

To be my son, I might, perchance, be 
loath 

To part them, or pari from them : and 
yet one 

Should marry, or mtl the broad lands 
in your view 

From this bay window — wJiich our 
house has held 

Tliree hundred years — ^wUl pass col- 
laterally. 

3Iy father with a child on either 
knee, 

A hand upon the head of cither child, 

Smoothing their locks, as golden as 
his own 

Were silver, **get them wedded” 
would he say. 

And once my praVtling Edith ask’d 
liim ** why I ” 

Ay, why ? said he, “ for xvliy should I 
go lame I ” ' 

Then told them of his wars, and of 
his wnurid. 

For see^ — this wine — the grape from 
wlience it llovv’d 

Was biaekening on the alopes of 
Tortugal, 


When that brave soldier, down the 
terrible ridge 

Plunged in the last fierce charge at 
Waterloo, 

And cauglic the laming bullet. He 
left me this. 

Which yet retains a memory of its 
youth. 

As I of mine, and my first passion. 
Come 1 

Here*! to your happy union with my 
child! 

Yet must you change your name: 
no fault of mind 

You say that you can doit as willingly 

As birds make ready for Uicir bridal- 
time 

By change of feather: for all that, 
my lK>y, 

Some birds are sick and sullen w hen 
they moult. 

An old and worthy naitiel but mine 
that stirr'd 

Among our civil wars and earlier too 

Among the Hoses, the more venerable, 

/ care not for a mvmc — ^no fault of 
mine. 

Once more — a happier marriage than 
my own 1 

You see yon Lombard poplar on the 
plain. 

Hie highway running by it leaves a 
brt^adih 

Of sward to left and right, where, long 
ago. 

One bright May morning in a world 
of song, 

I lay St leisure, watehing overhead 

The aerial pi^pLar wave, an aiuba 
spire. 

I dozed ; I w*oke. An open landau- 
let 

Wbirfd by, which, after it liad past 
me, showM 

Turning my way, the loveliest face 
on earth. 

The face of one there sitting opposite. 

On whom 1 brought a strange unhsp- 
piness, 

That time 1 did not ieo. 


w 
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Lovp At ftr«t sight 

May^ swm — with gooclly rliyuie and 
reason for it — 

PoftsiUe — at first gfimpsej and for a 
faco 

Gone in a motnont — strange. Yet 
Ortcep when first 

I came on lake Llanliertia in tlie dark, 

A niooniesi night with lUirm— one 
lightning^ork 

Flasird out the take ^ and tho’ 1 
loiterM iliere 

Tiie full day after, yet in retrospect 

That lets than mometitary thunder- 
sketch 

Of lake and mountain conquers all 
the day. 

The Sun himself has limn'd the face 
for me. 

Not quite BO quickly, no, nor half as 
well. 

For look you here — the shadows arc 
loo deep, 

And like the critic's blurring comment 
make 

The Teriest beauties of the work 
app{>ar 

The darkest faults: tlie sweet eyes 
frown : the lips 

Seem but a gash. My sole mcinorial 

Of Edith — no, the other, — both 
indeed. 

So that bright face was fiash'd thro' 
sense and soul 

And by the poplar vanish'd — to be 
found 

Long after, as it seem'd, bcncatli the 
tall 

Tree-bowers, and those long-aweeping 
beechen boughs 

Of our New Forest, I was there 
aloue : 

Tlie phantom of the whirling landau- 
let 

For ever past me by : when one quick 
peitl 

Of laughter drew me thro* the gUm- 
rnering glades 

Down to the snow like sparkle of a 
doth 


On fern and foxglove. Lo, the face 
again, 

My Eosaiind iu this Arden — Edith 
— all 

One bloom of youth, health, beauty, 
happiness, 

And moved to merriment at a passing 
jest, 

Tlie re one of those about her know* 
ing me 

Call'd me to join them ; so with these 

1 spent i 

Wlmt seem'd my crowning hour, mj 
day of days. 

I woo'd her then, nor uDsuccesi- j 
fully, 

Tiic worse for her, for me 1 was 1 con- 
tent I 

Ay — no, not quite ; for now and then 
I tiiought 

Laziness, vague love-longings, the 
bright May, 

Had made a heated haze to magnify I ^ 

The charm of Edith — that a man'i 
ideal 

Is high in Reaven, and lodged with 
Fiato's God, * 

Not findahle here — content, and not 
content, 

In some such fashion as a man may 

lie ’I 

That having had the portrait of his 
friend 

Drawn by an artist, looks at it, and 

says, < 

" Good \ vciy like 1 not altogether Ije.” 

As yet I had not bound myself by 
wonts, 

Only, believing I loved Edith, made 

Edith love me* Then came iJie day ! 
when I, 

Flattering myself that all my doubts • 

were fools 

Bom of the fool this Age that doubts 
of all — 

Not I that day of Eolith's lore or 
mine — 

Rad braced my purpose to deelaro 
myself: 
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I Blood upon the stair* of Ptiradiso. 
Tlio gotiieii gate* would open a I a 
word, 

1 spoke it — told her of my paasLon, 
Been 

And lost nnd found again, had got so 
far, 

I Had caught her hand, her eyelids 
fetl^ I heani 

Wheels, and a noi«e of welcome at 
tile door* — 

On a iudden after two ftaltan years 
Mad set tlic blossom of her health 
again, 

The younger smtcr, Erelyn, enter'd 
— there, 

There was tiie face, and altogether 
she. 

The mother fell about the daughter'* 
neck. 

The sister* closed in one another** 
arms, 

Their people throng'd about them 

I from the hall. 

And in the thick of question and 
reply 

I fled the hotue, driven by one angel 
face, 

And all the Furies, 

T was bound to her; 
I could not free myself in honor — 
bound 

Not by the sounded letter of the word. 
But counterpresaurcs of the yielded 
hand 

Tliat timorously and faintly echoed 
mine, 

Quick bins lies, the sweet dwelUng of 
her t-yes 

Upon me when she thought I did not 
see — 

Were these not Imnds ? nay, nay, but 
could 1 wed her 

Loving the other T do her that great 
wrong ? 

Had I not dream 'd I loved her y ester- 
morn 1 

Had I not known where Love, at first 
a fear. 

Grew after marriage to full height 
and form t 
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Yet after marriage, that mock-sister 
there — 

Brother-in-law — the fiery ncaniesa of 
it — 

Unlawful and disloyal brotherhood — 

What end but darkness could insuo 
from this 

For all the three T So Love and Honor 
j air'd 

Tho' I,ove and Honor join'd to raise 
the full^ 

High-tide of doubt that sw'ay’d me up 
and down 

Advancing nor retreating. 

Edith wrote: 

5fly mother bids me ask " (I did not 
tell you — 

A widow with less guile titan many a 
chitd, 

God help the wrinkled children that 
are Clirisi's 

A* well a* the plump cheek — she 
wrougiii us harm, 

Poor soul, not knowing) **are you 
ill? "(so ran 

ITic letter) you have not been here 
of tale. 

You will not find me here. At lost 1 
go 

On that long-promised visit to the 
North, 

I told your wayside story to my 
mother 

And Evelyn. She remembers you. 
Farewell. 

Fray' come and see my mother. Al- 
most blind 

With ever-growing cataract, yet she 
thinks 

She sees you wlien she hears. Again 
farewell." 

Cold words from one I had hoped to 
warm so far 

That I could stamp my image on her 
lieart I 

Pray come and see my mother, and 
farewclJ." 

Cold, hut as welcome as free airs o! 
heaven 

After a dungeon's closeness. Selfish* 
strange I 
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Wliat dwarfs arc iiitni ! my itraiigled 
vanity 

Uiter'd a stifled cry — to have vext 
myself 

And all in vain for her — cold heart 
or none — 

No briile for me. Yet so my path 
w*as clear 

To win the lister, 

Wliom I woo’d and won. 

For Evelyn knew not of my former 
suit/ 

Because the simple mother work'd upon 

By Kditli pray’d me not to whisper of it. 

And Kditli would be bridesmaid on 
the day* 

But on that day, not being all at 
ease, 

1 from the altar glancing back upon 
her, 

Before the flnt 1 will ” was utter’d, 
saw 

The bridesmaid pale, statnelike, pas- 
sionless — 

“No liann, no harm” I turn’d again, 
and placed 

&Iy ring upon tlie Anger of my bride* 

So, when we parted, Edith spoke 
nil word, 

She wept no tear, but round my 
Evelyn clung 

In utter silence for so long, 1 thotight 

" What, will she never set her sister 
free I " 

We left her, happy each in each, 
and then, 

As tho’ the happiness of each in each 

Were not enough, must fain have tor- 
rents, takes, 

Hills, the gn'kt things of Nature and 
the fair, 

To lift us as it were from common- 
place. 

And help us to our Joy, Better have 
sent 

Our Edith thro' the glories of the 
earth, 

To change with her horizon, if true 

IjQVQ 

Were not his own imperial all'in-all* 


Far off we went* ify God, 1 would U 
not live H 

Save that I think this gross haril»H 
seeming world H 

Is our misshaping vision of the Powen^H 
Behiud the world, that make ourgrluli H a 
our gaina H 

For on the dark night of our ma^ V 

riage-day 1 

The great Tragedian, that had 9 

quench'd herseif jj 

In that assumption of the bridesmaid r 
-she 

That loved roe — our true Edith— . 
her brain broke 

With over-acting, till she rose and { 

lied 

Beneath a pitiless rush of Autumn * 
rain • 

To tho deaf church — to bo let in — • 

to pray ^ 

Before altar — so I think; and I t 

there f 

They found her beating the hard Pro- 
testant iloors* • 

She died and she waa buried ere we 
knew« 


1 learnt it first* I had to speak. 
At ouee 

Tho bright quick smile of Evelyn, 
that had sunn’d 

The morning of our marriage, past 
away : 

And on our home-return llie daily 
want 

Of Edith in tho house, tho garden, 
still 

Haunted us Hko her ghost; and by 
and by, 

Either from tliat necessity for talk 

Which lives with blindness, or plain 
Innocence 

Of nature, or desire that her lost 
child 

Should earn from both the praise of 
heroism, 

The mother broke her promise to the 
dead, 

And told the living daughter with 
wliat love 


rT 
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Edith had ircicotucti my brief n-ooilig' 

of ht*r, 

Aod all her Bweet Belf-«acriilee and 
deaili. 

Henceforth that mystic bond be- 
twixt the twins — 

Did I not tell you Uiey were twins I 

— pre vail'd 

So far that no caress could win my 
wife 

Back to that passionate answer of full 
heart 

t had from her at first* Not that her 
love, 

TliO* scarce as great os Edith's power 
of Jove, 

Had lessen 'f I, but the mother's gar- 
rulous wail 

For ever woke tlic unliappy Post 
agnin. 

Till that dead bridesmaid, meant to 
- \>c my bride, 

Put forth cold hands between us, and 
1 fear'd 

Tlie very fountains of her life were 

chiird; 

So took her thence, and brought her 
here, and hen? 

She bort‘ a child, whom reverently we 
calPd 

Edith ; and in tlic second year was 
bom 

A second — this I named from her 
own self, 

Evelyn ; then two weeks ^ no more 

— she joined. 

In and Uyond the grave, that one 
she loveth 

Now in this quiet of dedlning life. 
Thro* dreams by night and trances of 
the day, 

Tlie sister* glide about me hand in 
hand, 

Both beautiful alike, nor can I tell 
line from the other, no, nor care to tell 
One from the other, only know they 
come, 

They smile upon me, till, remembering 
all 

The love tliey both have bome mo, 
and the love 


I bore them both — divided as I am 

From ei tiler by the stillness of the 
grave — 

I know not which of these I love the 
best. 

But you love Edith; and her own 
true eyes 

Are traitors to her; our quick Ev- 
elyn — 

The merrier, prettier, wittier, as they 
talk. 

And not without good reason, my 
good sun^ 

Is yet untoneird: and 1 that hold 
them both 

Dearest of all things — well, I am not 
sure — 

But if there liea preference eitber way. 

And in the rich vocabulary of Love 

" Most dearest '* be a true superla- 
tive — 

I think / likewise love your Edith 
most. 


THE VILLAGE WIFE; OR, 
THE ENTAIL. i 

I. 

'OusE-KEEPER Bcnt tha uiy lass, fur 
New Squire coom'd last night. 

Butter an’ beggs — yis — yU. Ill 
gott wi' tha back; all right; 

Butter I warranis be prime, an* 1 war- 
rants tlie heggs be as well, 

Hafe a pint o* milk runs out when ja 
breilks tlie shell, 

11. 

Sit tbysen down fur a bit ; hev a glass 
o* cowslip wind 

I liked the owd Squire an’ is gells as 
thaw they was gells o* mine, 

Fur then we was alt es one, the Squire 
an* 'is darters an’ me, 

Hail but Miss Annie, the hetdest, I 
niver not took to she : 

But Nelly, the last of the cletch® 1 
liked *er the fust on 'em all, 

" Bee note io ♦♦ Northern Cobbler.** 

■ A brood of ddekeus. 
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Fur lioffons we tJilkt o* n\y darter e« 
ilieil f>* the fever at fall : 

An^ I lUowi "twur the will o' the hortJ, 
hut Mim Annie she said it wur 
drnaina, 

Fur she hedn't naw ccaimfiit in ’er, an’ 
ariiM imw tlianks fur ’^er paTiins. 
Eh I tliebbo aJl wi'tlie Lord nijr chiLUer, 
1 han't gotten none I 
Sa new %uire # uouin’d wi* ’i« laait in 
'is 'uud, an’'owd Sijuire's gone. 

lit. 

Fur *itaitCG be i* taiEil^ n\y lass : tfm 
dosn' knaw what that be ? 

But I knawa the law, I docs, for the 
lawyer hn towd it me. 

When ihcer*a naw ’eitd to a 'Ouae by 
the fault o’ that ere injilte — 
The gelli they couiiia fur noxvt, and 
the next un tie taikea the tulML” 

tv. 

What he the next im like? can tha 
tell ony harm cm 'ini lass ? — 
Kaay iit down — naw 'urry ^ sa 
cowd 1 — hev another glius 1 
Stralngc an' cinvd fnr the time 1 we 
may liafjptm a fall o’ snaw — 
Not ea 1 cari*a fur to liear ony hann, 
hut I likes to knaw. 

An’ 1 'oaps es ’e lieUnt boooklaniM : 
hut 'e doan’ not cogin fro’ itie 
shere ; 

We' anew o* that wi’ the Squire, an' 
wc halites boooklandtr ere. 

T. 

Fur Squire wur a Varsity seholard, an* 
nivcr lookt arter the land — 
Whoais or turmuts or tailtes — e' 'ed 
hatluB a iHHwlk i’ ’is 'and, 
llalLus alotin wi’ 'is boodks, thaw nigh 
ui>o' seventy year. 

An' boodks, what's booTiks I thou 
knaws thebbe neyther 'ere nor 
theer. 

VI, 

An’ the gells, they hadn’t naw taftiU, 
an’ the lawyer he towd it mo 


That ’is tailil were soft tied up rs he 
couldn't cut down a tree i 
“Drat the trees," says I, to be sewer 1 
Imdtes ’em, my Iasi, I 

Fur we puts the nmek o' the land an' 
they sucks the muck fro' th« 
grass. 

VII. 

An' Squire wur hatlus a-smilln', an’ 
gied to the tramps goiii’ by — 
An' all o’ the wust i' the fiarish — wi' 
hoftens a drop in 'is eye. 

An’ ivry darter o’ Stjuire s tied hci 
awn ridin-erse to 'ersen, 

An’ they rampaged about wi' their 
grooms, ail' was ’untiu* arter 
the men. 

An’ halius a-dallackt* aii’dizen'd out, 
an' a-biiyin' new doUthes, 
While 'e sit like a grailt gUmnier^ 
gowk* wi' Is glasses ailiurt 'U 
nodse, 

An’ 'is nod^^e sa grufted wi* eniifT as It 
couldn't be scroob’d aw arty, 
Fur ntwetui ’is reildin* an’ w rilin’ ’e 
iiiiHl up a box in a dally, 

An’ ’e niver ruun'd arter the fox, nor 
arter the birds wi' 'is gun, 

An’ ’c niver utti shot one ’are, but 'e 
ledv'cd it to Charlie 'is son. 

An* ’e niver not lUircl ’is awn |K>taU, 
but Charlie ’e coteh'd the pike, 
For 'e wam’t not burn to the I ami, an* 
'e didn’t take kind to it like ; 
But I eilrs es ’e'd gie fur a howry *owd 
book thutty pound an' moor. 
An’ 'e'd wrote an owd liook, his a\Tii 
sen, sa I knaw'd es 'e’d coom 
to be p4>or ; 

An’ ’egied — I bo fear’d to tell tha ’ow 
much — fur an owd semtted 
Btniin, 

An’ 'o digg'd up a loomp i’ the land 
an’ *e got a brown pot an' a 
bc^ILn, 

An’ ’e bowt owd money, cs wouldn’t 
goU, wl’ good gowd o’ the 
Queen, 

> Overdreued lo gay cotora. 

■Filthy. 
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An* 'e boirt little Jttaiutes all-Tiailkt 
an' wJtkh wiijj a aUuame Iq be 
m-n ; 

But *c ntver ItMuVkt nwer a bKl, nor 'e 
niver not to owt, 

An' 'e niviT kiiawd no^vt but boooks, 
an' botxiks, as tliou kuawe, 
beEiil nuwt* 

VI IJ. 

But owd Squire V laiUly es lonjt es alie 
iived she kep ’em all clear, 
Thaw C's long e» bIic lived I never hcd 
none of 'er darters 'ere ; 

But arier she died we was all e« one, 
the diilder an' me, 

An' sarvints runn'd in an' out, m* 
offens we bed 'em to tea. 

Lawk ! W I laugh'd when the lasses 
*ud talk o' their Missis's wnfl,j,*g, 
An' the Misiiisis talk'd o' the lasses. — 
l‘U tell thu some o' iliese dailj'B. 
lloiLnly Miss Annie were saw stuek 
oop, like 'er mother afoor — 

*Er an* 'er bJeKSe^d darter ^ they niver 
derkeu'd my door. 


An’ Squire 'e smiled nn* *e smiled till 
'e'd gotten a fright nt last, 
An"e ealls fur 'is son, fur live 'lurney’s 
letters they foiler'd sa fast ; 
But Squire wur afear'd o* 'is son, 
an' 'e says to 'im, meek as a 
mouse, 

“ Lad, thou mnn cut off thy ladil, or 
the gel Is 'nil goil to the ’Ouse, 
Fur I finds es J be that i' debt, es I 
'o/ips e« fhou'll 'elp me a bit. 
An* if Ihou'll 'gree to cut off thy taHil 
1 may sa&re inyien yit/' 


But Clisrlie 'e sets back 'is ears, 'an 'e 
sweilrs, an' *e says tn im " Koft. 

I've gotten the 'stafite by tlie taiil an* 
be dang'd if I Iver let god ! 

Doom ! cooin I feyther," 'e says, « why 
ihouldn't thy boooks be sowd ! 

I bears es soom o' thy l>oodks mebbe 
worth their weight i' gowd.** 


XI. 

I Iledps an' liedps o' boooks, I ha* sce'd 
'em, helong'd to the 8quire, 
But the lasses Vtl uArd out leaves V 
the middle to kindle the lire ; 
Ba moOst on 'U owd big boooks feldi'd 
nigh to tiowt at the sailte, 

And Squire were at Charlie ngean to 
git 'iin to cut off 'is taflil, 

XII. 

Ya wouldn't find Chnrite's likes— 'e 
were that ontdaeiona at ofim, 
Not thaw yn went fur to radke out HeU 
wi' a sinall-toolh coilinh — 
Droonk .wi* the Quolofy'a wine, an' 
droonk ivF tlie farmer's adle. 
Had wi* the lasses an' all — an' 'e 
wouldn't cut off tim laHil. 

XI IT. 

Thou's coom’d oop by tbo beck ; and 
a thurii be a-grawin* thcer, 

I niver ha seed it sa white wi' the 
MaSy es I see'd it to-year — 
Tbeembotits Charlie jooinpt — and it 
glwi me a scare iother nighi, 
Fur 1 tljowi it wur Charlie's ghofist i' 
the derk, fur it looiikt sa white, 
Billy," says 'e, '* licv a joompr* — 
thaw Hie banks o’ the beck ba 
sa liigh, 

Fur he cn'd 'is 'erse Billy^rough^un, 
thaw niver a liair vvur aw n? ; 

Bui BiJIy fell bakkuds o' Charlie, an' 
Charlie 'e brok la neck* 

Sa theer wur a fiend o* the talill, fur 
'e lost 'is tukil i' the Leek. 

XIV. 

Sa 'is tnfi,il wur lost an' *js boouks wnr 
gone an' ’is boy wur dead, 

An' Squire 'e smiled an' 'e smiled, but 
V niver not lift oop 'is 'efid : 
Hallus a soft un Squire! an’ 'e smiled, 
fur 'e lieiln'i nitw friend, 

Sa fey ther an' son was buried togitber, 
an' this wur the hend. 

XV. 

An* Parson as hesn't the call, nor the 
mooney, but hes the pride. 


IN THE CHILDREN'S HOSPITAL. 
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'E reEde of a scwor an* sarian *oap q * 
the totliur »kle; 

But I beiliTt that iewer c» the Lond^ 
buwAiv^^r liiL‘y praiLj'd an' 
praiiy'cl, 

Lets til el n inter 'eaven eiUy es le^yes 
tlieir deliti to be pailid. 

Sivcr the mou’ds rattled down upo* 
poor owd Squire i' the wood, 
An' I cried along wi' the pella, fur 
they weanl tiiver coota to naw 
good. 

XVK 

Fur Molly the long un she waikt 
awn tty wi' a h officer lad, 

An* naw body 'eard on *er*sin, sa o* 
eoorsc she W gone to the bad ! 
An* Lucy wur lattnie o' oue leg, sweet- 
'arts she niver 'ed none — 
Similnge an* unlieppeni Mias Lucy 1 
we naiinied her “ Dot an' gaw 
one ! '* 

An^ Hetty wur weak I* the hattica, 
wt'oiit ony harm i* the legs* 

An* the ferer *ed battked Jinny's 'ead 
as hald us one o* them heggs, 
An’ Kelly wur up fro’ the crattdle as 
big f the mouth as a cow. 

An* saw she mun hantmergrafe,® lass, 
or she weilnl git a matttc ony- 
liow 1 

An' es for Mbs Annie ea call'd me 
afoor niy awn fottlks to my 
fattee 

A hlgnorant tillage wife as *ud her 
to be lam*d her awn piattee," 
Ilea for Miss Hannie the heldest hes 
now he a grawin sa howd, 

I knaws that mooch o' shett, es it hettnt 
not Jit to be towd ! 

xvib 

Sa I didn't not tattke It kindly ov owd 
Miss Annie to sally 
Es I should Ih> talk in agettn 'cm, es 
s4>on es they w'ent awatty, 

Fur, lawks I 'ow I cried when they 
went, an* our Kelly she gied me 
'cr 'and, 

t UofiUnb'i swkvsrd, ■ Emigrius. 


Fur rd ha done owt for the Squire an* 
*is gells es belong'd to the land; 
Boouki, es I said afoor, thebbe ney« 
iher 'ere nor iheerl 
But I sarved 'em wi’ butter an* hegp 
fur huppuds o' twenty year. 

xvirt. 


M 


An' they haltiis pallid wimt I bas'd, 
sa 1 halLus deal'd wi* the lUll, 
An' they knaw'd what butter wur, an' 
they knaw’d what a hegg wur 
au* all ; 

Hugger-mugger they lived, but they 
wasn’t tliat ettsy to plettsc. 

Till I gied 'em Hinjian cum, an' they 
lattid big heggs es tUa seeas; 
An' I niver puts tailine^ i* my butter, 
they d<>es it at Willis's farm, 
Tattste another drop o' the wine^ 
twettnl do tha na Imrin. 


xtx. 

8a new Squire's coom'd wi* *is tattil in 
*is 'and, an' owd Squire's gone; 
I heard ’im a roomltn* by, but arter 
my nightcap wur on ; 

Sa 1 lian't dapt eyes on *im yit, fur he 
coom'd last night sa lattte — 
riuksh I ! !® the hens i* the pells! why 
didn't tha besp tlia g^te t 


IN THE CHILDREN'S 
HOSPITAL, 

EiI31]E, 

t, 

OuB doctor had caird in another, 1 
never had seen him before, 
But he sent a eliill to my heart when 
I saw him come in at the door, 
Fresh from the sufgery*«choo1s of 
France and of other lands — 
Harsh red hair, big voiee, big chetl, 
big mereitess hands I 
Wonderful cures he had done, 0 yes, 
but they said too of him 
> fjird. 

■ A cry srcoinpKQipd by a elspphigaf bands 
to scare trespoiaiJQg fowL 
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lie wa* happier using the knife limn 
m trying to save tlic limb, 

And that I can well lielieve, for he 
iook’ii SQ coane aiul so red, 

I could think he was one of those wlio 
would break their jests on the 
dcltd, 

And mangle tlie living dog that had 
loved him and fawned at Jiia 
knee^ — 

Drench’d with the hellish oornli— that 

^ver sueh thmga ahould be 1 

1 1, 

Here wna aboy I am aure that tome 
of our chltdren would die 
But for the voice of Love, and the 
tmlfe, and the comforting eye — 
Here waa a Iniy in the ward, evety 
bone teem'd out of ita place — 
Caught m a mill and crush'd — it waa 
all hut a hotHdesa caije ; 

And he handled liim gently enough ; 
but Ills voice and hia face were 
^ not kind. 

And it waa !mt a hopelesa case, he 
had seem it and maile ui> liii 
mind, ' 

And he auld to me roughly «Tlic lad 
will need little more of your 
care/' 

“All tlio raoro noed,” 1 told liim, “to 
seek I be Lord Jesus in prayer; 
Tlioy are all ids ehildren here, and 1 
pray for thi tii all ns my own 
But he turn’d to me, “ Ay, good wotnnn, 
can prayer set a broken tionc? " 
Then he muiter'il half to hiriiBidf, hut 
J know that 1 heard him say 
All very well — ^hnt the good Lord 
Jesus has had hts day/' 

in. 

flad? has ft come? It has only 
dawnU It will come Uy and 
hj. 

O how could r serve in the wards if the 
hope* of the world were a He ? 

How could T hear with the eights and 
the loathsome smellH of disease 
But that He said “Ye do it to me 
when yc do it to these '* f 


IV, 


So lie went. And we past to this 
ward where the younger chiU 
dn^n are laid : 

Here is the eol of our oryihan, our dar- 
ling, our meek little maid ; 

Lmpty you R-e just now ! We have 
lost her who loved her so 
much — 

Patient of pain tho' as quick na a sen- 
sitive plant to tho touch ; 

Hors was the prettiest prattle, it often 
rnoved me to tears, 

Hers was the gTaJefiillest heart 1 have 
found in a child of her vears — 

Aay you remember our Kmniie; you 
used to send her the flowers ; 

How she would smile at Vm, play 
with "cm, talk to 'em hours 
after hours! 

They that can wander at will where the 
w'orks of the Lord are reveal'd 

Little guess what joy can lie got from 
a ctkwsjip out of the fields ; 

1- lowers to these "spirits in prison’ 
are all they can know of tho 
spring, 

They frt'shen and sweeten tho wards 
like the waft of an Angel's 
wing; 

And she lay with a flower In one hand 
and her thin hands crost on her 
bri^ast — 

Wan, blit as pretty as heart can de- 

sire, and we thought her at rest, 

guietly sleeping — so quiet, our doc- 
tor said “ Poor little dear, 

Aurst*, I must do it. to-moirnw; she'll 
never live thro' it, I fear/ 


I walk d with/mr kinrlly old doctor a# 
far as the head of the stair, 
nien 1 return’d lo the ward; the ciiUd 
didn’t see I was there, 

VI, 

Kever since I was nurse, had J been 
so grieved and so vext ! 

Emmie had licard him. Softly she 
call’d from her cot to the next. 


m 


DEDICATORY POEM TO THE PRINCESS ALICE. 


* lie Kays I nhall never live thm' It* 0 
Annie* what vlmll I do1 " 

Annie consiiler‘(l* “ U I*" aaid the 
wise little Annie* wa» you, 

I sbould cry to the dear I^ord JeRuu to 
helt> me, for* Kintnie. you ace* 
all in tlie picture tliere ; * Little 
cliildren should cijnie to me/” 
(Meaninjt the print that you gave u«, 

I find that it always can pleaw 
Our diildrcn* the <lear Lord Jesus 
with chihlren about hia knec'sj 
** Yes, and 1 will/* said Emmie, ** but 
tljcn if 1 call to the l^ord* 

ITow should he know that it*s me ^ 
Buch a lot of beds in the wartl !" 
Tliat was a puzsslc for Annie. Again 
she considerM and said : 
"Emmie* you put out your arms* and 
you leave *eni outside on the 
bed — 

Tbe Loni has so murh to see to1 but* 
Knimle* you tell it him plain* 
It's the little girl with her arms lying 
out ou liie counterpane/' 

vn, 

I had sat three nights hy the child — 
I could not watch her for four— 
My brain had begun lo reel — 1 felt 1 
could do it no more. 

Tliat was my sleeping-night* hut T 
thought that it uever would 
pass. 

There was a thunderclap once* and a 
clatter of hail on the glass* 
Aud there was a phatjtom cry that I 
heard as I tost about* 

Hie motherless bleat of a lamb in the 
storm and the darkness with- 
out; 

My Blei.-p was broken beside with 
dR^nia of the dreadful knife 
And fears for our delicaie Emmie who 
Bcajrco would escape with Uer 
life; 

Then in the gray of the morning it 
seem'd she stood by me and 
smiled, 

And the doctor came at his hour, and 
we went to see to the child* 


V11K 

He had brought his ghastly tools: we 
believed her aslwp again — 

Her dear, long* lean, little arms lying 
out on the counterpane t 

Ray that His day is done ! Ah why 
should we care what they say f 

Tlie Lord of the children had lieard 
lier, and Emmie hud past away. 

DEDrCATORY POE!d TO THE 
PliI>;CESS ALICE* 

Deai> Pbtnce^ living Power, if tha^ 
which lived 

True life, live on^ — and if the fatal ^ 
kiss, 

Bom of true life and love, divorce 
tht*e not 

From earthly love and life — if wliat 
we call 

The spirit Hash not all at once from 
out 

This shadow into Suhatanco — then 
primps 

The mellow'd murmur of the people's 
praise 

From thine own Slate* and all our 
breadth of realm. 

Where Love and I.oiiging dress thy 
deeds iu light* 

Ascends to thee; and this March 
morn that sees 

Thy Stddier-brolhcr's bridal orange* 
blwtm 

Break thro' the yews and cypress of 
tliy grave, 

And thine Imprial mother smile 
again* 

May send one ray to thee I and who 
can tell — 

Thou — England's England- loving 
daughter — thou 

Dying so English thou wouUUt have 
her flag 

Borne on thy coffin — where is he can 
swear 

But that some broken gleam from our 
pjor earth 

May touch thee, wUUe remembcriBi 
thee, I lay 
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At ihy pale feet tlni ballad of the 
deedfl 

Of Engiandt and her banner in the 
Eoat I 


THE BEFEKCE OF LUCKNOW. 

L 

of England, not for a sen son, 
U banner of Britain, hast thou 
Floated in con(|uenniif battic or flapt 
to the batUe-ery ! 

Never with mightier gloiy iliin when 
we had rear'd lliL-e on higti 
Flying at top of the roofs in the 
gliastly siege of Lueknow — 
Shot thro' the staff or the halyard, 
but ever we mised tliee anew, 
And ever upon the topmost roof our 
banner of England blew. 

]]< 

Frail were the works that defended 
tiie hold tliat we held with onr 
lives — 

Women anil ehildren among tis, God 
lielp them, our children and 
wives ! 

Hold it we might — and fur fifteen 
days Of for iwi?nty at most* 
Never surrender, I cliArgc you, but 
every man die at his post ! ** 
V^oice of tlic dead wlioni we loved, 
our I.a.wrvuec the best of the 
brave : 

Cold were hia brows when we kiss'd 
bini^' — we laid him that night 
in his grave, 

“ Every man die at his post ! ” and 
there hail'd on our iiouses and 
halls 

Death from their rific-bullets, and 
death frfim tiieir eannomballs, 
Death in our innernmst chain tier, and 
deati) at our slight barricade, 
Death wliile wo stood with the mus* 
ket, and death while we stoopt 
to ll»e spade. 

Death to tlie dying, and wounds to 
the wounded, for often there 
feU, 


Striking the hospital wall, crashing 
thro' it, Uieir shot and tlicir 
■hell, 

Death — for their spies were among 
us, their marksmen were told 
of our best. 

So that the brute bullet broke thro' 
the brain tJiat could think for 
the rest; 

Bullets would ting by oiir foreheads, 
and bullets would rain ut our 
feet — 

Fire from ten thousand at once of the 
rebels that girdled us round — 

Death at the glimpse of a finger from 
over tlie breadth of a slrt^ei, 

Death from the heights of the mosque 
and the palace, and death in 
groutal 1 

Mine? yes, a minel Countermine! 
down, down! and creep thro' 
the hole 1 

Keep the revolver in hand ! you can 
hear him— the murderous mole 1 

Quiet, ah I quiet — wai t till the imint 
of the pickaxe be thro' f 

Click with the pick, coming nearer 
and nearer again than before ^ 

Now let it speak, and you fire, and the 
dark pioneer is no more ; 

And ever upon the topmost roof our 
banner of England blew I 


lit. 

Ay, but the foe sprung his mine many 
times, and it ciwinced on a ilay 
Soon as the blast of tliat imderground 
thunderclap echnVi away, 

Dark thro' the smoke and the sulphur 
like so many fiends in ihcir 
hell — 

Caimon-uliol, musket-shot, volley on 
volley, and yell upon yell — 
Fiercely on all the defences our myr- 
iad enemy felL 

What have they done? where is it? 

Out yonder. Guard the lU-dan 1 
Storm at the Water-gate! storm at llio 
Bailey-gate ! storm, audit ran 
Surging anti swaying all round us, as 
oueau ou every side 
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riiiriges nnrt heave** at a bank ihnt b 
daily dreiwn'd by the tide — 

So many ibou»and* that if they Iw bold 
enoy^fh, wlio stmLl etcape 1 
Kill or be kill'd, live or die, (bey fiball 
know wo are soldiers and men ! 
Beady J take aim at their leaders — 
their nias*cs are trapp'd wit!i 
our (rraih? — 

Backward they reel like the wave, like 
the wave flinpnjf forward again, 
Flying and foil'd at the la»t by the 
handful they could not eulKtue ; 
And ever upon the topmmt roof our 
b&tJiicr of England blew. 


IV* 

Handful of men ns we were, we were 
English in heart and in limb, 
Strong with tlie strength of the race 
to eumnmml, to obey, to endure, 
Each of us fought as if hope for tlie 
gnrriion hung but on him ; 

Still — could we w*atch at all points 7 
we were evei^ day fewer and 
fewer* 

There was a whisper among us, but 
only a whisper that past; 

'* Children and wives — If the tigers 
leap into the fold unawan^s — 
Every man die at his post — and the 
foe may outlive us at last — 
Better to fall by the liands that they 
love, than to fall into theirs!’^' 
Roar upon mar in a moment two 
ndnes by tlie enemy sprung 
Clove into perilous eliasuis onr walls 
and our pimr palisades* 
Bidenian, true is your heart, but be i 
sure that your hand be as true ! 
Sharp is the fireof assault, bet ter aimed 
are your flank fusillades — i 

Twice do we hurl them to earth from 
the ladders to which they had 
clung. 

Twice from t he ditch where they slid- 
ter wo drive them with hand- 
grenades ; 

And ever upon the topmost roof onr 
banner of England blew* I 


V* 

Then on an other wild morning another 
wild eartliquake out-lore 
Clean from our lines of defence ten or 
twelve good paces or more* 
liiflemon, high on the itiof, hidden 
there from the light of the 
sun — 

One has leapt up on the beach, crying 
out ; “Follow me,lollow me! — 
Mark him — he fallal then another, 
and Aim too, and down goes he* 
Had they been bold enough then, who 
c«u tell but the traitors had 
won T 

Boardings and rafters and doors — an 
eiubrasure I make way for the 
gun I 

Now doiihle-charge it with grape T It 
is charged and we fire, and they 
run, 

rraiso to our Indian brtjtbcrs, and Jet 
the dark face have his duel 
Thanks to tlie kindly dark faces who 
fought w ith ns, faithful and few, 
Fought with the bravest among us, 
and drove them, and smote 
them, and slew, 

Thai ever upon the topmost roof our 
banner in India blew* * 

VI* 

Men will forget wimt we suffer end 
not w’hat we do* can flglit ! 
Out to be soldier all day ami be senti- 
nel all thro' the night — 

Ever the mine and assault, our sallies, 
their lying alarms, 

Bugles and dm ms in the darkness, and 
shoutings and soundings to 
arms, 

Ever the labor of fifty that had to be 
done by five, 

Ever the marvel among us that one 
should be left alive. 

Ever the day with its traitorous death 
from the loopholes around, 

Ever the night with its cofllnleKs 
eoriise to be laid In the ground, 
Heat Tike the mouth of a hell, or a 
deluge of cataract skies, 
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Btcnch of ohi ofTal tJecnying, find in- 
finite torment of flies, 

Tbo Lights of the breeie* of l^fnj blow- 
ing over mi Knglisli flelct. 
Cholera » sew rvy,imd fever, the wound 
tliat wmtlii ufit lie heal'd, 
Lopping away of the limb by the pitr 
ifubpitiless knife, — 

Torture and Iroubb in vain, — for H 
never eould save im a life. 
Valor of delieaie women who tended 
the bospiial Wd, 

Honor of women in travail among 
the dying anti dead, 

Grief for our perishing ehiidren, and 
never a moment for grief, 

Toil and ineffable weariness, faltering 
hopes of relief, 

Uavelock bailled, or l^atenp or Uuteh- 
erM for all that we knew—' 
Then day and night, day and night, 
coming down on the etilhshat- 
terM walls 

HilHons of mnskel'hiillets, and thou- 
sands of ( annomhalls^ 

But ever u^Min the topmoM roof onr 
banner of Eiiglaml blew. 

VII. 

Hark cannonade, fusillade! is it true 
what was told liy the scout, 
Outram and llavelm-k hreaking Ihcir 
way through the fell nmtineers! 
Surely the pibroch of Europe Is ring- 
ing again in our eam ! 

All on a sudden I he garrison utter a 
jithilant shout, 

Havelock's glorious Highlanders an- 
swer with eonqueHng cheers, 
Sick from the hospital eclio tliem, 
women and children come out, 
Blessing the wholeiome white faces 
of HaveliK-'k's good fusllcers, 
Kissing the wardianlen'd hand of the 
Highlander wet w'ith their tc.Trs! 
Dance to iliepihroeh ! — saveil I we are 
saved I — is it you t Is it you ? 
^TCil by the valor of Have lock, saved 
hy the blessing of Heaven ! 

** Hold It for fifteen days ! " we have 
held it for eighty -sevea I i 
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And ever aloft on the pnlnce roof the 
old banner of England blew. 


SIR JOHN OLDCASTLE, LORD 
COB HAM. 

(j?r whales.) 

Mv friend should meet me somewhere 
liereabout 

To take me to that hiding in the hilla 

I have broke their cage, no gilded 
one, I trow^ 

I read no more the prisoner's mute wail 
Scribbled or carved upon the pitiless 
stone; 

I find hard rocks Jmrd life, hard cheer, 
or none. 

For I am emptier than a friar's bmins^ 
Blit God is with me in this wilderness, 
niese wet Ijinck passes and foam- 
chuniing ehasnis — 

And God's free air, and hope of bet^ 
ter tilings. 

1 would 1 knew their speech; not 
now lo glean, 

Not noiv — I hope to do it— some 
scatter'd ears. 

Some ears for Christ in this w^ild Held 
of Wales — 

But, bread, merely for liread. This 
longue that wagg'd 
They said witli such hercticai arro- 
gance 

Agniust the proud archbishop Arun- 
del— 

So much God's cause was fluent in it 
— Is here 

But as a Latin Bible to the rrowd ; 

** Bara ! '* — what use t The Shepherd, 
when I speak, 

Vailing a sudden eyelid with his liard 
**J)im Saesneg" passes, wroth at 
things of old — 

No fault nf mine. Had he God's word 
in Welsh 

He might liC kindlier : happily come 
the day I 

Not Ie.ist art thou, tliou little Bethle- 
hem 
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In Judah, for In ilice the T^ivd wm Wm; 
Nor thou in Hrltainf lit tie Lutterworth, 
licaet, for in ttiee the word wn* born 
again. 

Heaven sweet Evangel, eTor-living 
word, 

TVho wliUome spakeit to the South in 
Grt‘ek 

About the «oft Meditemincan shores, 
And tlien in Latin to the Latin crowd, 
Aa good need was ^ thou host come 
to talk onr isle. 

Hereafter thou, ful Ailing Pentecost, 
Must learn to use the tongues of all 
the world. 

Yet art ihou tluiie own witness tliat 
thrju bringest 
Not peace, a sword, a Are. 

What did he say, 
My frighted Wiclif-preaciier whom I 
crest 

In flying hither I that one night a 
crowd 

ThrongM the waste field about the 
city gates: 

The king was on tliem suddenly wdth 
a host. 

Why there T they came to hoar their 
pn*acher. Then 

fkiinc cried on Cobham, on the good 
Lortl Cobh am ; 

Ay, for they love me! but the king — 
nor voice 

Kor finger raised against him — took 
and hanged. 

Took, liang'd and Immt — how many 
— Ihiny-nine — 

Cull’d it rebellion — liang'd, poor 
friends, as rebels 

And hum’d alive us heretics! for 
your Priest 

Labels — to take the king along with 
him — 

Ail heresy, treason : but to call men 
traitors 

May make men traitors. 

Itose of Lancaster, 
Red in thy birth, redder with bo use- 
hold war, 

Now reildest with the blood of holy 
men. 


Redder to Iw, red rose of r..anc:aster— 

If Botnewhere in tlte North, as Humor 

sang ^ - 

Fluttering the hawks of this crown- 1 J 
lusting line — 

By firth and loch tliy silver sister 
grow, I 

lliat were my rose, Ihcrc my allegb 
ance due. 

SelfHiturveil, they say — nay, mur- 
der’d, doubtless dead. 

So to this king 1 cleaved : my friend 
was he, 

Once my fast friend : I would have 
given my life 

To help his own from scathe, a thoiip 
sand lives 

To save his soul. 11c might have } 

come to loam . 

Our Wiclirs tcumlngi but tlie worldly . 

IViests f 

Who fear the king’s hard commou- j 
sense ahouhl find 

What rotten piles uphold their mason- 
work, 

Urge him to foreign war. O had he 
will’d 

I might have stricken a lusty stroke 
for him, 

But lie wouUI not ; far liever led my 
friend 

Back to the pure and universal 
church, 

But he would not i whether that heir- 
less flaw i 

In his tlironc’s title make him feel so 
frail. 

He leans on Antichrist; or that bli j 
mind, s 

So quick, so capable in ioldiershlp. 

In matters of the faith, alas (lie whllel 
More worth than all the kingdoms of 
this world, 

Huns in the rut, a coward to the 
I'riest. 

Burnt — good Sir Roger Acton, my 
dear friend ! i 

Burnt too, my faithful preacher, i 1 
Beverley ! ’ 


1 mclurd IL 
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LonI thou power to thy two wit- 
nesRca I 

Lest the false faith make morry over 
them 1 

Two — nay but tliirty-ninc have risen 
and stand. 

Bark with the amoke of human saeri- 
fice, 


Before thy light, and cry contintmlly — 
Cry ^ Agaiust whom t 

Him, who should benr tlic swonl 
Of JuBtieo^ — what! the kingly, kindly 
boy; 

Who took the world io easily hereto- 
fore, 

My boon companion, tavem-feliow — 
bim 

Who gibcfd ajid japed — in many a 
merry tale 

Tlmt shook our sides — at Pardoners, 
Summoners, 

Friars, absulution-selleri, monkerteB 
And nunneries, when the wild hour 
and tlie wine 
Had set the wits adame, 

Harry of Monmouth, 
Or Amurath of the East ? 

Better to sink 
Tliy fleursHJc^lys in slime again, and 
ding 

Tliy royalty baek into the riotous fits 
Of wine and harlotry — thy shame, 
and mine, 

Tliy comrade — than to persecute the 
Ixinl, 

And^ play the Saul tliat never will be 
I'aiib 


Burnt, bumtl and wlillc tills mitred 
Arundel 

l>ooma our unlicensed preacher to 
the dame. 

The mitre-sanctioned harlot draws his 
clerks 

Into the suburb — their hard celibacy. 

Sworn to be veriest ice of pureness, 
molten 

Into adulterous living, or such crimes 

As lioly Paul — a shame to epak of 
them ^ 

Among the heathen — 

Sanctuary granted 


To bandit, thief, assassin — yea to him 

AVHio backs hJs mother's iliruat — 
denied to him. 

Who dmis the Sikivlour m bis mother 
tongue. 

The Gospel, the Priest's pearl, flung 
down to swine — 

The swine, lay-men, lay-women, who 
will come, 

God willing , 10 outlearn the filthy friar. 

All rather. Lord, than that thy 
Gos|>el, meant 

To course and range thro’ all the 
world, should be 

Tether’d to these dead pillars of Itie 
Church — 

Bather than so, if thou wilt have 
it so. 

Burst vein, snap sinew, and crack 
heart, and Hfe 

Pass in the Are of Babylon! but how 
long, 

O Lord, how Jong I 

My friend should meet me here. 

Here is the copse, the fountain and — 
a Cross ! 

To thec', dead wood, I bow not head 
nor knees. 

Bather to thee, green boscage, work 
of God, 

Black liolly, and white-flowePd way- 
faring-tree I 

Ealher to thee, thou living water, 
drawn 

By this gooil WIclif mountain down 
from heaven. 

And speaking clearly in thy native 
tongue — 

No Latin — Ho that tliirstcth, come 
and drink I 

Eh ! how 1 anger'd Arundel asking 
me 

To worship Holy Cross I I spread 
mine arms, 

God's work, I said, a cross of flesh 
and biu<Kl 

And holier. That was heresy. (My 
good friend 

By this time should be with me.) 
“ Images I " 

Bury them as God's truer images 
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Are d%l\y buried.” “ Heresy « — 

IVnjinee I " ** Fast, 

Rairshin and icourgc — nay, let a 
mat! reiMMit, 

Bo penance in liia heart, God hears 
him/* ** ilereiy — 

Ifot shriven, not saved T” *'What 
proflu an ill IMeat 
Between me and my God T I would 
not epum 

Good counsel of ROCMi friends, but 
ah rive myself 

No, not to an Apostle.” ” Heresy/' 
(My friend la long in coming.) ” Pil- 
grimages t ” 

Brink, bagpipes, revelling, devilV 
dances, vice. 

The poor man's money gone to fat t!io 
friar. 

Who reads of begging saints in Scrip- 
ture 1 ** — '* Heresy " — 

(Hath he been here ^ not found me 
— gone again 1 

Have 1 misiearnt our place of meet- 
ing?) “Breads 

Bread left after the bkasingt" how 
they stared, 

That was their main test-question — 
glared at me 1 

** He veil’d himself in flesh, and now 
He veils 

HU flesh in bread, body and bread 
together/* 

Then rose the howl of all the cassock 'd 
wolves, 

" No bread, no bread. God's body I " 
Archbishop, Bishop, 

Priors, Canons, Friars, bellringers, 
Parish-clerks — 

*' No bread, no bread ! ” ^ “ Authority 
of the Church, 

Power of the keys!” — Then I, God 
help me, I 

So mock'd, so spurn VI, so baited two 
whole days — 

I lost myself and fell from evenness, 
And rail'd at all the I’opes, that ever 
since 

Sylvester shed the venom of world- 
wealth 

^Into the chtirch, had only prov'n 
tliemselvei 


Poisoners, murderers. Well — God 
partlon all — 

Me, them, and all the world — yea, 
that proud Priest, 

That mock-meek mouth of utter Antb 
Christ, 

That traitor to King BJehard and the 
truth. 

Who rose and doom'd me to the Arc. 

Amen 1 

Nay, I can burn, so that the Lord of 
life 

Be by me in my death. 

'Iliosc three I the fourth 

Was like the Son of God 1 Not humt 
were they. 

On thm the smell of burning had not 
past. 

That was a miracle to con vert the king. 

Thesel'harisces,!] ij s Ca japhos- Ar u ridtd 

What miracle could turn? Uc here 
again, 

fie thwarting their traditions of Him- 
self, 

//c would bo found a heretic to 11 Im- 
seif. 

And doom'd to bum alive. 

So, caught, I bum. 

Bum? heathen men liave borne as 
much as this. 

For freedom, or the sake of those they 
loved. 

Or some less cause, some cause far 
less than mine i 

For every otlier oause Is less than 
mine. 

The moth will singe her wings, and 
singed return. 

Her love of light quenching her fear 
of pain — 

How nt>w, my soul, wc do not heed the 
fire? 

Faint - hearted t tut I — faint- stom * 
acli'd ! faint as 1 am, 

God willing, I will bum for Him. 

Who comes ! 

A thousand marks are set upon my 
head. 

. Friend ? — foe perhaps — a tussle for 
it thenl 

Nay, but my friend. Tliou art so weU 
disguised. 
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1 kncvr thee not, tJ(ati brought 

hre*<t with thee f 

r huTC not broken bn^sd for fiftjr hour®. 

None? 1 am damn’d already by the 
Priest 

For holding there wa® bread where 
bread was none — 

No bread, My friends await me yon- 
der ^ Yes, 

I Lead on then. Up the mountain ? 
Is it far ? 

Not far. Climb first and reach me 
down tijy hand. 

1 am not like to die for lack of bread. 

For 1 must lire to testify by fire.* 


COLUMBUS, 

Chains, my good lord j In your raisc<l 
brows I read 

Some wonder at our chamber orna- 
ments. 

We brought this Iron from our Ulei 
^ of gold. 

Does the king know you deign to 
visit him 

Whom once he rose from off bis 
throne to greet 

Before bis people, like his brother 
king? 

I saw your face that morning in the 
crowd, 

At Barcelona — tlio’you were not 
then 

So bearded. Yes. The city deck'd 
herself 

To meet me, roar'd my name; the 
king, the queen 

Bade roe be seated, speak, and tell 
them all 

The story of iny voyagCp and while I 
spoke 

Tlio crowd's roar fell as at the “ Peace, 
lie still I " 

And when 1 ceased to speak, tljc king, 
the queen, 

Sank from tlieir tli rones, and melted 

. into tears, 

1 Be wu barol oa Cbristmo Dsj^, 1417, 


And knelt, and lifted band and heart 
and voice 

In praise to God who led me thro' the 
wasie- 

And then the great “ Laudam us *' rose 
to heaven. 

Chains for the Admiral of the 
Ucean! chains 

For liim who gave a new heaven, a 
new earth, 

As lioiy John had prophesied of me, 

Gave glory and more empire to the 
kings 

Of Spain tiian all their battles 1 chains 
for him 

Who push'd his prows into the setting 

o sun, 

And made West East, and sail’d the 
Dragon's mouth. 

And came upon the Mountain of the 
World, 

And saw the rivers roll from Paradise \ 

Chains! we are Admirals of the 
Geean, we. 

We and our sons forever. Ferdinand 

Hath sign'd it and our Holy Catholic 
queen — 

Of Uie Ocean — of the Indies — Ad* 
niirals we — - 

Our title, which we never mean to 
yield. 

Our guerdon not alone for what we 
did. 

But our amends for all we might baTO 
done ' — 

The vast occasion of our stronger 
life — 

Eighteen long years of waste, seven in 
your Spain, 

Lost, showing courts and kings a truth 
the babe 

Will suck in with his milk hereafter 
— earth 

A sphere. 

Were you at Salamanca? No. 

\Vc frontcil there the learning of all 
l^pain. 

All their cosmogonies, their astrono- 
mies i 
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Gucfii-work guess'd it, but the 
golden guess 

Is moming-star to the full round of 
truth. 

No gueHS-work t I was certain of my 
goal \ 

Some thought it hcreBy, but that 
would not Imhl. 

King David call'd the heavens a hide, 
a tent 

Spread over earth, and so this earth 
was flat: 

Some citeil old Lactnntius * could it be 

That trees grew downward, rain fell 
upward, men 

Walk'd like the fly on ceilings? and 
besides, 

The great Augustine wrote that none 
could breathe 

Within the ^onc of heat; so might 
there ho 

Two Adams, two mankinds, and that 
was clean 

Against God's wordj thua was I 
beaten back, 

And chiefly to iny sorrow by the 
Church, 

And thought to turn my face from 
Spain, appeal 

Once more to SVanee or England ; 
but our Queen 

Beeaird me, for at last their Iligb- 
nesses 

Were half^assured tliis earth might 
be a sphere. 

All glory to the albblessed Trinity, 

All glory to the mother of our Lord, 

And Holy Church, from whom 1 never 
swerv'ed 

Not even by one bair's-breadth of 
heresy, 

I have accomplish'd what I came to do. 

Not yet — not all — last night a 
ffream — I sail'd 

On my first voyage, liarass'd by the 
frights 

Of my first crew, their curses and 
their groans. 

The great flame-banner borne by Tenc- 
rifie. 


The compass, like an old friend false 
at lust 

In cur most need, appall'd them, and 
the wind 

Still westward, and the weedy seas — 
at length 

The land bird, and the branch with 
berries on it. 

The earven stall — and last the light, 
the light 

On Guanahanil but 1 changed the 
name; 

San Salvador 1 call'd it; and the 
light 

Grew as I gazed, and brought out a 
broad sky 

Of dawning over — not those alien 
palms. 

The marvel of that fair now nature — 
not 

That Indian isle, hut our most ancient 
East 

Moriah with tTerusalem ; and 1 saw 

The glory of the Lord flash up, and 
beat 

Thro' all tho homely town from jas- 
per, sapphire, 

Chalcedony, emerald, sardonyx, sai^ 
dius. 

Chrysolite, beryl, topaz, chr^'toprase, 

Jacynlh, and amethyst — and tlmse 
twelve gates, 

Pearl — and 1 woke, and thought — 
death — I shall die — 

I am written in the Lamb’s own Book 
of Life 

To walk within the glory of the Lord 

Sunless and moonless, utter light — 
but no I 

Tlie Lord had sent this bright, strange 
dream to me 

To mind me of the secret vow 1 made 

When Spam was waging war against 
the Moor — 

I strove myself with Spain against 
the Moor. 

There came two voices from tho Sep- 
ulchre, 

Two friars crying that if Spain should 
oust 

The Moslem from her limit, he, tho 
fierce 
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So Wan of Egypt, would break down 
and ruzo 

Tlic bleji4ied lornb of Climt; whereon 
1 vow'd 

Tlmt, if our Princes harkenM to my 

iiatever wealth \ brought from that 
new world 

Bhouldfin this old, be conseentto to 
lead 

A new tTuaatlc againet the Bnraeen, 

And free the lloly Sepululirc from 
thrall 

Gold t 1 had brought your Princes 
gold enough 

If left atone I Being hut a Genovese, 

I am handled worse than had I been a 
3Ioor, 

And breac h’d the bell big wall of 
Cambalu, 

And given the Great Khan's palaces 
to the Moor, 

Or clutch'll the sacred crown of Pres- 
ter John, I 

And cast It to the Moor: hut had I 
broughi 

Prom Solomon's now-recover'd OpUir 
all 

Tlie gold that Solomon's navies car- 
ried home. 

Would ilmt have gilded met Blue 
blood of Spain, 

Tho' quartering your own royal arms 
of Spain, 

I have not; blue blood and black blood 
of Spain, 

Tlie noble and the convict of Cas- 
tile, 

Howl'd me from liiapaniola j for you 
know 

Tlie flics at home, that over swarm 
about 

And cloud the highest heads, and 
murmur down 

Truth in the distance — these out- 
buzz'd me 80 

That even our prudent king, our right- 
coua queen 

I pray'd them being so calumniated 

They would commission one of weight 
and wurtb 


To Judge between my slander'd self 
and me — 

Fonseca my main enemy at their court, 

TJiey send me out his tool, Bovadilla, 
one 

As ignorant and impolitic as a beast ^ 

BJtM:kish irreverence, brainleis greed 
— ^ who sack'd 

My dwelling, sciaced upon my papers, 
loosed 

My captives, feed tlie rebels of the 
crown, 

Sold the crown farms for all but noih- 
ing, gave 

All but free leave for all to work the 
mines, 

Drove me and my good brollicrs home 
in cliains, 

Andgailiering ruthless gold — a sin- 
gle piece 

Weigh'd nigh four thousand Castil- 
la nos — so 

They tell me — weigh'd him down 
into the abysm — 

The hurricane of the latitude on him 
fell. 

The seas of our discovering oTer-roIl 

Jlim and his gold ; the frailer caravel. 

With wliat was mine, came happily to 
the shore, 

i^erc was a gbjninering of God's liamL 
Ami God 

Hath more than glimmer'd on me* O 
my lord, 

I swear to you 1 heard Jiis voice be- 
tween 

Tlie thunders in the black Veragua 
nights, 

" O soul of little faith, slow to believe I 

Have I not been about thee from thv 
birth 7 

Given thee the keys of the great 
t)cean-sea t 

Set thee in light till time shall be no 
more I 

Is it I who have deceived thee or the 
world I 

Endure! thou hast done so well for 
men, that men 

Cry out against thee : was it otlierwiso 

W ilh mine own Son I " 


70 + 


COLUMBUS. 


And more than once in days 

Of doubt aiul cloud and storm, when 
drowning hope 

Sank all but out of sight, I heard his 
voice, 

“ Jle not cast down, 1 lead thee by 
the hand, 

Fear not/' And 1 shall hear his 
voice again — 

I know that he has ted me all Ttiy life, 

1 am not yet U)Oold to work his will — 

Ills voice again. 

Still for all that, my lord, 

1 lying here bedridden and alone. 

Cast off, put by, scouted by court and 
king — 

Tlie first discoverer starves — his fol- 
lowers, all 

Flower into fortune — our world's way 
— and 1, 

Without a roof that I can call mine 
own, 

With scarce a coin to buy n meal 
withal, 

And seeing what a door for scoundrel 
scum 

I open'd to the West, thro* which the 
lust, 

Villany, violence, avarice, of your 
Spain 

Pour'd in on all those happy naked 
isles — 

Their kindly native princes slain or 
slavetl, 

Ttieir wives and children Spanish con- 
cubines. 

Their innocent hospitalities quench'd 
in blood. 

Some dead of hunger, some beneath 
the scourge, 

Some over-labor'd, some by their own 
hands, — 

Yea, the dear mothers, erasing Nature, 
kill 

Their balnes at the breast for hate of 
Spain — 

Ah God, tiie harmless people whom 
we found 

In Hispaniola's island-Paradise 1 

Who took us for the vei^ Gods from 
Heaven, 


And we have sent them very fiendi 
from llell ; 

And t myself, myself not blameless, I 
Could sometimes wish 1 had never led 
the way* 


Only the ghost of our great Catholic 
Queen 

Smites on me, saying, “ Be thou com* 
forted \ 

This creed less people will be brought 
to Christ 

And own the holy governance of 
Kome*" 

But who could dream that we, who 
bore the Cross 

Thither, were excommunicated there, 

For curbing crimes that scandalized 
the Cross, 

By him, the Cataionlan Minorite, 

Home's Vicar in our Indies ! wlio be- 
lieve 

These hanl memorials of our truth to 
S|uiin 

Clung clos^T to us for a longer term 

Than any friend of ours at Court 1 
and yet 

Pardon — too harsh, unjust I am 
rack'd witli pains. 


: 


Yon see that I have bung them by 
my bed. 

And 1 wilt have them buried in my 
grave* 


Sir, in that fiight of ages which art 
God's 

Own voice to justify tlie dead — per- 
chance 

Spain once the most cbivaMc race on 
earth, 

Spaijf then the mightiest, weaUhrest 
realm on earth, 

So made by me, may seek to unbury 
me. 

To lay me in some shrine of this old 
Spain, 

Or in that vaster Spain 1 leave to 
Spain, 

Then some one standing by my grave 
wilt say. 
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Behold the Imnes of Clinstoplier 
Colon'* — 

"Ay, but the chaioi, uhat do tAey 
mean — tlie chnina 1 " — 

1 lorrow for that kindly child of Spain 

Who tJu n will have to answer, “ Tljesc 
same eliains 

Bound tlicBo same bones back thro’ 
Uie Atlantic sea, 

Wliich he unchain’d for all the world 
to totne.” 

0 Queen of Heaven who seett the 
souls in Hell 

And purgatory, I suffer all as much 

As they do — for the moment. Stay, 
my son 

Is here anon: my son will speak for 
me 

Abtler than 1 can in these spasms tliat 
grind 

Bone against bone. You will not. 
One last word. 

You move about the Court, I pra\’ 
you tell 

King Ferdinand who plays with me, 
that one, 

Whose life hat been no play with him 
and his 

Hidalgos — shipwrecks, famines, fe- 
vers, fights, 

Mutinies, tn^acheries — wink’d at, and 
coniloned — 

Hiat T am loyal to him till the death, 

And ready — iho' our Holy Catholic 
Queen, 

Who fain had pledged her jewels on 
my first voyage, t 

Whose hope was mine to spread tlie 
Catholic faith, 

Who wept with me when I retiim’d 
in chains, 

Who sits beside the blessed Virgin 
now% 

To whom I send my prayer by night 
and day — 

She is gone — but you will tell the 
King, that I, 

Rack’d as I am with gout, and 
wTcncliM with pains 

Gain'd in the service of His Highness, 
yet 


Am ready to sail forth on one last 
voyage. 

And readier, if the King would hear, 
to lead 

One last cTusade against the Saracen, 

And save the Holy fck'pulchrc from 
thtnlL 

Going ! 1 am old and slighted \ you 
have darcfi 

Somewhat perhaps in eoming! my 
poor thanks 1 

I am but an alien and a Genovese, 
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I WAS the chief of the race — he had 
stricken my father dead — 

But 1 gather’d my fellows together, 1 
swore 1 would strike off hia 
head. 

Each one of them look’d like a king, 
and was noble in birth ns in 
worth. 

And each of them lionsted he sprang 
from the oldest race upon earth. 

Each was as brave in the fight as the 
bravest hero of song, 

And each of them liefer had died than 
have done one another a wrong, 

Ih lived on an Isle in the ocean — we 
sail’d on a Friday morn — 

He that had slain my fatlier the day 
before 1 was bom, 

* M. 

And we came to the isle in the ocean, 
and there on the shore was he. 

But a sudden blast blew us out and 
away thro’ a boundless sea, 

itt. 

And we came to the Silent Tsic that 
w'e never had touch'd at iHdort*, 

Where a silent wean always broke on 
a silent shore, 


70G THE VOYAGE OF MAELDUNE. 


And the brooks glitter'd on in the light 
witiioiit soutkd, md the long 
wiiterfjilU 

Pour'd in a tiiuiiderless plunge to the 
hiifie of tile inuuniiiin wulJs, 
Ant] the [Hiplar uml unstlmken 

by sionn liouritih'd up La^yund 
sight, 

And the pine shot aloft from the crag 
to an uirlKdieVHhle height, 

And high in tJie heaven above it there 
flicker'd a songless lark. 

And the cock couldn't crow, and the 
bull couldn't low, and the dog 
couldn't bark. 

And round it we went, and thro' it, but 
never a nvunniir, a breath ^ 

It was all of it fair as life, it was all 
of it quiet as death, 

And wc bated the lieautiful Isle, for 
whenever we strove to speak 
Our voices were thinner and fainter 
than any flit term onse^shriek ; 
And the men that were mighty of 
tongue and could raise such 
a battkM;ry 

TJiat a hundred who hear«l it would 
rush on a tlmusand lances and 
die — 

O tliey to be dumb'd by the charm 1 
— so fluster'd with anger were 
they 

They almost fell on each other ; but 
after we sail’d away* 

IV. 

And we came to the Isle of Shouting, 
we lajkiled, a si!orc of wild birds 
Cried from tho topnu^st s uni in it with 
hunmn voices and words ; 

Oiiee in an hour they eried, and w'hen^ 
ever tlicir voices tteal'il 
The sU'er fell down at the plow and 
the harvest died from the field. 
And the men dropt tlead in the valleys 
and half of the cattle went lame, 
And the roof sank in on the hearth, 
and tlie dwelling broke into 
flame ; 

Aud the shouting of these witil birds 
ran into the hearts of my crew. 


Till they shouted along with the shout* 
ing and seized one aiuither and 
slew ; 

But I drew thetn the one from the 
other ; 1 saw tJial we could not 
stay, 

And we left the dead to the binis and 
we sail'd witli uur wounded 
away* 

v* 

And we came to the Isle of Flowers : 
their breath met us out on the 
seas. 

For the i^pring and the middle Sum* 
UHT sat each on the lap of the 
breeze ; 

And the red passion-flower to the 
clifTs, and the dark-blue elc* 
mails, clung, 

And starr'd with a myriad Idossotn 
the long convolvulus hung ; 

And the topmost spire of the moun. 
tain was lilies in lieu of snow, 

And the lilies like glaciers winded 
down, running out I^elow 

Thro' the fire of the tulip and poppy, 
tlie blaze of gorse, and the 
biusb 

Of millions of n>ses that sprang with- 
out leaf or a thorn from the 
biuli t 

And tlie whole isle-side flasldng down 
from tlic peak without ever a 
tree 

Swept like a forrent of gems from tho 
sky to tiic I due of tlie sea ; 

And w^ roll'd upon cajws of crocus 
and vaunted uur kith and uur 
kin, 

And we wallow'd in betls of lilies, 
anil ciianted the triumph of 
Finn, 

Till each tike a golden image was 
poiten'd from head to feet 

And each was as dry as a cricket, 
wtih thirst in the iniddic'day 
heat. 

Blosaom niul blnssom, and promise of 
blossom, but never a fruit I 

And we hated the Flowering Isle, aa 
we luited the isle that was mute, 
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And we tone tip the flowers by tlie 
niiJJioii and llung tticiu in bight 
and Wy, 

And we left but a naked rock, and in 
anger we sail’d away, 

VI. 

And we came to the Isle of Fruits: 
alt round from the dills and 
tiie eai*es, 

Purple nr ainUT, tlangled a hundred 
fathom of irrafH'S, 

Ami tlie warm melon lay like a litUe 
sun on the tawny sand, 

And the fig ran up from the beach 
and rioted over the land, 

I And the mountain arose like a jew- 
elTd ihruuo thro* the fragrant 
air. 

Glowing with all-color’d plums and 
with golden masses of pear, 
And the crimson and scarlet of berries 
that haniiHl upon bine anil vine, 
But ill every berry and fruit was the 
poisonous pleasure of wine ; 
And the jn^ak of the mountain was 
apples, the hugest that ever 
were seen. 

Am! they prest, ns they grew, on each 
other, with JiardJy a leaflet be* 
tween, 

And all of them redder than rosiest 
health or than utierest sliNine, 
And setting, when Even descended, , 
the very sunset aflame ; 

And we stay’d three days, and we 
gorged and we madden’d, till 
every one drew 

Ills swor^l on his fellow to slay him, 

I and ever they struck and they 
slew; 

And myself, I had eaten hut sparely, 
ami fought till I sunder’d Uie 
fray. 

Then I baile them remem tier my 
father’s death, and we sail’d 
away. 

VII. 

And we came to the Me of Fire: we 
were lured by tlie light from 
afar. 


For the peak sent up one league of 
lire to the Nonlierii Star; 

Lured by the glare and tlie blare, hut 
scarcely could stand upright, 

For the whole isle shudder'd and 
slmok like a man in a mortal 
aflngJit : 

We were giddy besides with the fruits 
we had gorged, and so erased 
that at last 

There were some leap’d into the fire ; 
and away wo sail'd, and we 
past 

Over tliat umlersea isle, where the 
water is dcan-r than air: 

Down we look’d : what a garrlen I O 
bliss, what n Paradise there ! 

Towers of a happier time, low down 
in a ratnljow^ deep 

Silent palaces, quiet fields of etc mat 
sleep ! 

And three of the gentlest and best of 
my people, wbate'er 1 could 

tMiy, 

I’lunged Ijead down in the sea, and 
the Paradise trembled away. 

Vllf, 

And we came to the Bounteous Isle, 
where the heavens lean low on 
the land, 

And ever at dawn from the cloud 
glitter’d o’er us a sunbright 
hand, 

Then it opi-u’d and dropt at tlie siilc 
of each man, as he rose from 
Ids rest, 

Bread enough for his need till flto 
laborless day dipt under the 
West ; 

And we wander'd al>out it and thro’ 
it. O never was time so 
good ! 

And we sang of the triumphs of 
I inn, ami the buasf of our 
ancient blood. 

And w*e gazed at the wandering wave 
ns w'c sat by the gurgle of 
springs. 

And we chanted the songs of tlie 
Bards and the glories of fairy 
kings; 
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But at length we liegfln to be wearj, 
to sigh, and to stretch ajtd 
jrawn, 

Till we liated the DouiitcouB Isle and 
the aunbright hand of the 
dawn. 

For there was not an enemy near, but 
the w'liole green Isle was our 
own, 

And w'e took to playing at ball, and 
we look to throwing tlie stone, 
And we took to playing at battle, but 
that was a perilous play. 

For the passion of the battle was in 
us, wo slew and wc saifd 
away^ 

I3C. 

And we came to the Isle of Witches 
and heard thetr musical cry ^ 
" Come to us, U come, come ** Jii the 
stormy red of^a sky 
Dashing the fires and the shadows of 
dawn on the beautiful sha|K'S, 
For a wild witch naked as heaven 
stood on each of the loftiest 
capes. 

And a hundrcil ranged on the rock 
like wiilte sea-birds in a row, 
And a hundred gauiboU'd and pranced 
on the wrecks in the sand be- 
low% 

And a hundred splash'd from the 
ledges, and bosom'd the burst 
of tlie spray. 

But I knew we should fall on each 
other, and hastily saird away, 

3E- 

And we came in on evil time to the 
Isle of the Double Towers, 

One w'os of smooth-cut stone, one 
carved all over with flowers. 
But an earthquake always moved jn 
the hollows under the delU, 
And they shock'd on each other and 
butter] each other with clashing 
of bells. 

And tlie daws flow out of the Towers 
and jangled and wrangled in 
vain, 

And the clash and boom of the bells 
rang into tbeheanand the brain. 


Till the passion of battle was on us, 
and all took sides with the 
Towers, 

There were some for the clean-cut 
stone, there were more for the 
carven Howers, 

And the wrathful thunder of God 
pt'al'd over us all tlie day. 

For the one half slew the other and 
after wc sail'd away. 

XU 

And we came to the Isle of a Saint 
who had sail'd with St. Bre-udan 
of yore, 

lie had lived ever since on the Isle 
and his winters were fiftcenscore. 
And his voice was low as from other 
w-orlds, and Jiis eyes were 
sweet. 

And Ills white hair sank to liis heels 
and his white beard fell to his 
feet. 

And be spake to me, ** O hlaeldune, 
let be this purpose of thine I 
Hcmemfjcr the w'ords of the l^itt 
when he told us ‘ Vengeance is 
mine r 

His fatliers have slain thy fathers 
in war or in single strife. 

Thy fathers liavc slain ivis fathers, 
each taken a life for a life, 

Tliy father had slain his father, how 
long shall the murder last t 
Go back to the Isle of Finn and sutler 
the Past to bo Past." 

And we kiss'd the fringe of his beani 
and we pray’d as we beard him 
pray, 

And the Holy man he assod'd us, and 
sadly we sail'd away, 

xtt. 

And we came to the Isle we were blown 
from, and there on the shore 
was he, 

The man that had slain my father. I 
saw* him and let him be. 

O weary was I of the travel, the 
trouble, the strife and the sin. 
When 1 landed again, with a tithe of 
my men, on the Isle of Finn. 
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m PHOFUNDIS; 

TilE TWO OEEETlHaS^ 


L 

Out of the ileepj my child, out of the 
dcefi. 

Where eIL tliat was to be, in all that 
was, 

Whirl'd for a million roons thro* the 
vast 

Waste dawn of multitudinoua-eddy- 
ing light — 

Out of the deep, my child, out of the 
deep, 

Thro* all thia changing world of 
changeless law. 

And every phase of ever-heightening 
life. 

And nine long months of antenatal 
gloom. 

With this last moon, this crescent — 
lier dark orb 

Touch'd with earth's light — thou 
comest, darling boy ; 

Our own; a babe in lineament and 
limb 

Perfect, and pmphet of the perfect 
man ; 

Whose face and form are hers and 
mine in one, 

Indissolubly marricil like our love ; 

Live, and be happy in thyself, and 
serve 

This mortal race thy kin so well, that 
men 

May bless thee as we bless thee, 0 
young life 

Breaking with laughter from the dark; 
and may 

Tlie fated channel where thy motion 
lives 

Be prospcToiisly shaped, and sway thy 
course 

Along the years of haste and random 
youth 

UnshatuVdj then full-current thro* 
full man; 

And last in kindly curves, with gen- 
tlest fall, 

By quiet fields, a slowly-dying power, 


To that last deep where we and thou 
are still. 

It 

1 . 

Out of the deep, my child, out of the 
deep, 

From that great deep, before our 
world begins, 

Whereon the Spirit of God mores as 
he will — 

Out of the deep, my child, out of the 
deep, 

From that true world within tUe world 
w e see, 

Whereof our world is but the bound- 
ing si I ore — 

Out of the deep, Spirit, out of the deep, 

With this ninth moon, that sends the 
lUddeiv sun 

Down yon dark sea, thou . comest, 
darling boy. 

ti. 

For in Ihe world, winch is not ours, 
Tliey said 

** Let US make man " and that which 
should be man. 

From that one light no man can look 
upon. 

Drew to this shore lit by the suns and 
moons 

And all the sliadows. 0 dear Spirit 
half-lost 

In thine own shadow and this fleshly 
sign ■ 

That thou art thou — who wailett 
Inung born 

And banish'd into mystery, and the 
pain 

Of this divisible-indi visible world 

Among the numerable-innumerable 

Sun, sun, and sun, thro* finite-infinite 
space 

In finlKNinfinite Time — our mortal 
veil 

And shatter'd phanlom of that infinite 
One, 

Who made thee unconceivably Thy- 
self 

Out of His whole W*orId self and all 
tuall — 
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Lire thou I and of the grain and hu»k, 
the grape 

And ivyberry,ehoo8e; and 8till depart 

From death to death thro' life and 
life^ and find 

Nearer and ever nearer Him, who 
wr*>ught 

Not Matter, nor the finitc^infinile, 

But thi« maiti^miraele, that thou art 
thou, 

With power on thine own act and on 
the world. 

TUIS HUMAN cnr. 

1 . 

HALLowEn he Thy name — HaUc- 
luiahl — 

Infinite Ideality! 

Inimeaflurahle Reality I 
Infinite Personality! 

Hallowed be Thy name — Halleluiah I 

]]. 

We feel we are nothing — for oil la 
Thou and in Thee; 

We feel we are aomolhlng — t/jof alto 
has come from Thee ; 

We know we are nothing — hut Thou 
wilt help us to be. 

Hallowed be Tliy uame — Halleluiah 1 


PUEPATORY SONNET 

TO THE NlSfETEENTH CENTURV,” 

Those that of late had fiected far and 
fast 

To touch alt shorci, now leaving to 
the skill 

Of others iheirolderaft seaworthystiH, 

Have charter'd this; where, mindful 
of tJic past, 

Our true co-mates rogather round the 
mast; 

Of diverse tongue, but with a com- 
mon will 

Here, in this roaring moon of daffodil 

And crocus, to put forth and brave 
tlie blast ; 

For some, descending from the sacred 
peak 


Of hoar highdempled Faith, have 
leagued again 

Their lot with ours to rove tlie world 
about; 

And some are wilder comrades, swora 
to seek 

If any golden harlior be for men 

In seas of Death and sunless gulfs of 
Doubi, 


TO THE UEV. W, H. BROOK- 
FIELD. 

BaooRs, for they ealPd yon so that 
knew' you best. 

Old Brooks, who loved so well to 
mouth my rhymes, 

flow oft we two have heaAl St. Mary's 
chimes 1 

flow oft the Con tab supper, host and 
guest, 

Would echo helpless laughter io your 
jest! 

How oft with him we paced that walk 
of lines. 

Him, tlic lost light of those dawn- 
golden times, 

Who loved you well I Now Loth are 
gone to rest. 

You man of humorous-melancholy 
mark. 

Dead of some inward agony — is it sot 

Our kindlier, trustier Jaques, past 
away I 

1 cannot laud this life, it looks so dark : 

Iifiaj uyup — dream of a shadow, go — 

God bless you. 1 shall Join you in a day. 


MONTENEGRO. 

Tiibt rose to where their sovran eagle 
sails, 

Tliey kept tlieir faith, their freedom, 
on the height. 

Chaste, frugal, savage, arm'd by day 
and night 

Against the Turk ; whose inroad no- 
where scales 

Their headlong passes, but his foot 
step fails. 


' ^ 
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Anil red with blniHl the Crefleent rt»elii 
from ^ght 

Before ilieir dauntless hundrefla^ m 
pmne flight 

Bjr thou^r&dg down the crags and 
ihro' the Tales. 

D iniailest among peoples! rough 
roek-tl»n>ne 

Of Freedom ! warriors beating back 
the swarm 

Of Turkish Islam for five hundred 
years, 

Great Tsemogora ! ticTcr since thine 
•own 

Biack ridge* drew the cloud and brake 
tlie storm 

Has breathed a race of mightier 
mountaineers^ 


TO TICTOH HTGO* 
Victor in Drama, Victor in Romance, 
Cloud- wi^aver of phantasmal hopes 
and fears. 


French of the French, and Lord of 
human tears ; 

Child lover; Bnnl whose fa me*] it 
laureji glance 

Darkening the wreaths of all that 
would advance, 

Beyond our strait, their claim to be 
thy peer*; 

Weird I'itan by thy winter weight of 
years 

As yet unbroken. Stormy voice of 
France I 

Who dost not love our England ^ so 
they say ; 

1 know not — England, France, all 
man to be 

Will make one people ere man's race 
be run : 

And T, desiring that diviner day, 

Yield thee full thanks for thy full 
courtesy 

To younger England in the boy my 
son. 


TILYNSLATIONS, ETC. 


BATTLE OF BRUNAKBURII. 

ConstsDlinu*, King of the Scots, sftor 
^vina iwora allcg Isaev to AUwlstan, slJJea 
blmself viLh lliv Dimes of Irclsod iiuder 
AnUr, sod Invndina Envland* wsi dcfvstnl 
hy AtiietsiiLD sod hi* brother l-kimuiid with 
sisugbter mt Bruaimbiu-li la the yesr 


I, 

^Athelstax King, 

Lonl among Earis, 
Bracelet-bestower and 
Baron of Barons, 

He with his brother, 

Edmund Atheling, 

Gaining a lifelong 
Gloty in liatile, 

* T bsTc mow or Ir** srsUed raysclf of my 
son » prow tnoBLiUba of this oocro In the 
CiftUempffrafy Aeriw (Ktwember ISIS), 


Slew with the sword-edge 
Tiiere by Brunanburh, 

Brake the shield-wall, 

Hew'd the linden-wood,' 
Hack'd the battleshield, 

Sons of Edward with hammer'd brands, 

tt. 

Theirs was a greatness 
Got frtmi their Grandsires — 
Theirs that so often in 
Strife with their enemies 
Struck for their hoards and theif 
hearths and their homea 

lU. 

Bow'd the spoiler, 

Bent the Scotsman, 

1 Bblclds ef UadeiiwoQd* 
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Felt the fthlperewi 
Doom’d to the death. 

All the field vrith blood of the fij^htert 
Flow'd, from wheiifirst thereat 
Sun-star of nioniiiij^lide, 

Lamp of the Lord God 
Lord everlnatlng, 

Olode over earth 111 I the gloriooi 
oreature 

Sank to hia selling. 

IV* 

There lay tnanj a maa 
Marr’d hy the jar elm, 

^len of the Korlfdaod 
Shot over ihield. 

There waa the Seotsmaa 
Weary of war. 

V. 

We the West-Saxona, 

Long aa the daylight 
Lasted, in companies 
Troubled the track of the host that 
we hated, 

Grimly with a words that were sharp 
from the grindstone, 

Fiercely we hack’d at tlie flyers before 
us. 

VI. 

Mighty the Mercian, 

Hard was his hand-play. 
Sparing not any of 
Those that with Anlaf, 
Warriors over the 
Weltering waters 
Borne in the hark’s-boaon]. 
Drew to this island ; 

Doom’d to the death. 

VII. 

Five young kings put asleep by the 
gword-stroke, 

Seven strong Earls of the army of 
Aniaf 

Fell on the war-fleld, numberless 
numfient, 

Shipiuen and Scotsmen. 

vni. 

Tlien the Norse leader, 

Dire was bin need of it, 

Few were his following, 


Fled to his warship: 

Fleeted his vessel to sea with the king 
in it. 

Saving his life on the fallow flood. 

JX. 

Also the crafty one. 

Constant in us. 

Crept to his North again, 
Iloardieaded hero 1 

X. 

Slender warrant had 
lit to be proud of 
The welcome of war-knives — ' 
He that was reft of Ins 
Folk and his friends tlmt had 
Fallen in conflict. 

Leaving his son too 
Lost in the caniage. 

Mangled to morsels, 

A youngster in war I 

XI, 

Slender reason had 

He to be glad of 

The clash of the war-glaiTe — 

Traitor and trickster 

And spumer of treaties ^ — 

He nor had Aniaf 
With armies so broken 
A reason for bragging 
That they had the better 
In perils of battle 
On places of slaugfiter — 

The struggle of standards. 

The rusli of the javelins. 

The crash of the charges,^ 

The wielding of weapons — 

The play that they playM with 
The children of Edward* 

xti. 

Tlien with their nail’d prows 
Parted the Nursemeu, a 
Blood-reddeu’d relic of 
Javelins over 

The jarring breaker, tltc deep* 
sea billow. 

Shaping their way toward Dy- 
flen * again, 
ill their soulg, 

‘ lit. '* the gsUierlag of tmaJ’ ■ Dut»Jia, 
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XIIK 

Also the hrL^thren, 

Kinjf nnd Atbelmg, 

Each in his glory. 

Went to Iji* own in his own Wesl- 
Saxonland, 

Glad of the war, 

XIV. 

Many a carcase they left to be carrion, 

Many a livid one, many a aallow- 
skin — 

Left for the white*taird eagle to tear 
it, and 

Left for the homy-nibU'd raven to 
rend it, and 

Gave to tlie garhaging war-hawk to 
gorge it, and 

TTial gray beast, the wolf of the weald. 

. xv% 

Never had huger 
Slaughter of heroes 
Slain by the sword-edge — 

Such as old writers 
Have writ of in histories — 
llajit in this isle, since 
Up from the East hither 
Saxon and Angie from 

* Over the broad billow 
Broke into Britain with 
Haughty war^workers who 
Harried the Welshman, when 
l<i:arli that were lured by tlio 
Hunger of glory gat 
Hold of the land* 

ACHILLES 0\"ER THE 
TRENCIL 

IXIAD, xviu. 302 . 

So laying, light-foot Iris pass'd away. 

Tlien rose Acliiltes dear to Zeus ; and 
round 

Tlie wsrrrc t r's p uissan t shoulders Palta s 
dung 

Her fringed a^gis, and around his 
head 

The glorious goddess wreath'd a 
golden cloud. 


And from It lighted an albshlning 
flame. 

As when a smoke from a city goes to 
heaven 

Far off from out an island girt by 
foes, 

All day the men contend in grievous 
war 

From their own city, but with act of 
sun 

Tlieir fires flame thickly, and aloft tiie 
glare 

Flies streaming, if perchance the 
nefgtibors round 

May see, and sail to help them in the 
war; 

So from bis head the splendor went 
to lieaven. 

From wall to dyke be slept; he stood, 
nor join'd 

The Aehafans — honoring his wise 
mother's word^ — 

Til ere standing, shouted, and rallas 
far away 

Call'd ; and a boundless panic shook 
the foe. 

For like the clear voice when a trum- 
pet shrills, 

Blown by the, fierce beleagucrers of s 
town. 

So rang tlie clear voice of jEakidils ; 

And when tlie bmaen cry of ^EakidSa 

Was heard among the Trojans, all 
their hearts 

Were troubled, and the fulbmaned 
horses whirl'd 

The chariots backward, knowing griefs 
at hand ; 

And sheer-astounded were the chari- 
ot eers 

To see the dread, unweariable fire 

That always o'er the great I'tdeion’a 
head 

Burn'i!, for tiie brighl*eyed goddess 
made it bum. 

Thrice from the dyke he sent his 
mighty shout, 

Thrice backward reel'd the Trojans 
and alties ; 

And there and then twelve of tbeir 
noblest died 

Among their spears and cliarlots. i 


I 
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TO PHIKCESS FREDERICA 
ON HER MAHRIACK 

0 TOC that were eyet and light to the 
King till he paat away 
From the darkneita of life — 

He saw not hla daughter — ho blest 
her; the blind King ieea you 
to-day j 

He blesses the wife* 


SIR JOHN FRANKLIN. 

ON THE CEKOTArn IN WESTMINSTER 
AU0ET. 

Not here! the white North has thy 
bones ; and thou, 
lleroie sailor*«oal, 

Art passing on thine happier royage 
now 

Toward no earthly pole* 


TO DANTE. 

( WHITTEN AT mEQrEST OF THE TLOaENTINEJU] 

KtJfo, that hast reigned six hundred yearn, and grown 
In power, and ever lowest, ainee thine own 
Fair Florence honoring thy nativity. 

Thy Florence now the crown of Italy, 

Hath sought the tribute of a verse from me, 

1, wearing but the garland of a day, 

Cast at tliy feet one flower that fadea away. 
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